Ved Mehta




rly and the Fly Bottle

In the few years since Ved Mehta, a young write,
born in India and educated in the Uniteq States
and England, joined the staff of The Neg YorkEr,
he has established himself as one of the Maga.
zine’s most imposing figures. His literary qual-
ities are his own. Where there were no forms
accommodate what he wanted to say, he Createq
new forms, and his prose style ~ airy, elegang,
marvellously clear ~ is his signature, He Writeg
about serious matters without solemnity, aboy;
scholarly matters without pedantry, aboyy
abstruse matters without obscurity. He jg inte].
ligent, and he is witty. In ‘Fly and the Fly-
Bottle’, he has conducted two paralle], ang
equally exhilarating, quests: the first to find oy ¢
what is going on inside the heads of the Present.
day British philosophers, and what kind of
people, in human terms, they are; the seconq to
do the same thing about the present-day British
historians. By means of interviews with those
philosophers and historians who are living ang
vivid evocations of those who have recently g;, d
he introduces us to a series of fascinating m;,, ds,
and personalities: Bertrand Rus.sell, Erneg;
Gellner, Gilbert Ryle, A.J.Ayer, Richard Hare,
Stuart Hampshire, Iris Murdoch, G-J' -Warnock’
P.F.Strawson, J.L.Austin, and Ludwig Wittgey,.
stein; H.R. Trevor-Roper, A.J.P.Taylor, Arnglq
Toymbee, Pieter Geyl EH.Carm, CV g,
wood, Christopher Hill, John Brook.e, Herbert
Butterfield, R.H.Tawney, and Lves Namig,,
Mr. Mehta spreads out befgrc? us their Preoce;,
pations, their professional 1dxosy_ﬂcrasws, thej;
theories, their unexpectedly p assionate copyy,_
versies — in effect, how and w}'1at this astonjgp;
group of men and women think. He turpg i
brilliant report on the current state of Bfitish
history and philosophy, 3““13 b}’ CXlensiop,
brilliant report on current British mntellecyy, aljj fe
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For William Shawn

For one day in thy courts
is better than a thousand

Psalm 84



Since Fly and tpe Fly-Bottle originally appcared chapter
by chapter in The New Torker, 1 had the gift of a second
publication in thjg book. Whenever I had helpful com-
ments f_'rom the readers, I amended the text. In the work
of revision, T ya partic:,llarly assisted by kind letters from
most of the philosophers and historians I wrote about.
They were free with suggestions for recasting a sentence
or changing ap emphasis to represent their views more
accurately, Indecd, the accoucheurs of accuracy for this

book T 100 numerous to acknowledge here. I am
deeply Indebteq ¢, all of them.

V.M.

London

June 1963



‘What is your aim in philosophy? To show the fly
the way out of the fly-bottle.’

LUDWIG WITTGENSTEIN
Piitlosophical Investigations



CHAPTER ONE

A BATTLE AGAINST THE BEWITCHMENT OF
OUR INTELLIGENCE

I’ve spent some happy years in Oxford, and to keep in touch
with England I rcad her newspapers. I am most at home with
the Guardian, but I also like to look at the correspondence
columns of The Times, where, in an exception to The Times
tradition of anonymity, the writers arc identified by name
and spcak dircctly to the rcader. I relish a contest of words,
and The Times page of letters becomes for me a street where
I can stroll cach morning and sce the pcople of England—
lords and commoners—shake hands, spit at each other, and
sct off verbal barrages. I began taking this engaging daily
walk during my undergraduate years at Balliol College,
Oxford, and I’ve kept up the habit, whether I have found
myself in Paris, Damascus, New Delhi, or New York. One
autumn day in 1959, as I was taking my intellectual prom-
enade, I met Bertrand Russell, under a signboard reading
‘Review Refused’. “Messrs Gollancz have recently published
a book by Ernest Gellner called Words and Things,’ he
said as he hailed me. ‘I read this book before it was published
and considered it a careful and accurate analysis of a certain
school of philosophy, an opinion which I expressed in a
preface. I now learn that Professor Ryle, the editor of Mind,
has written to Messrs Gollancz refusing to have this book
reviewed in Mind, on the ground that it is abusive and cannot
therefore be treated as a contribution to an academic subject.
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FLY AND THE FLY-BOTTLE

Such a partisan view of the duties of an editor is deeply
shocking. The merit of a work of philosophy is always a mat-
ter of opinion, and I am not surprised that Professor Ryle dis-
agrees with my estimate of the work, but Mind has hitherto,
ever since its foundation, offered a forum for the discussion of
all serious and competent philosophical work. Mr Gellner’s
book is not “abusive’ except in the sense of not agreeing with
the opinions which he discusses. If all books that do not en-
dorse Professor Ryle’s opinions are to be boycotted in the
pages of Mind, that hitherto respected periodical will sink to
the level of the mutual-admiratjopn organ of a coteric. All who
care f9r the repute of British philosOphy will regret this.’

I did care f:or the repute of British philosophy. It is, in a
sense, a dominant philosophy, with Existentialism, in the
present-day world. I had 80ne up to Oxford with the idea of

studying it—British philosoph has .
is known generally as ‘OxfI‘;ry as its home there and indeed
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A BATTLE AGAINST THE BEWITCHMENT OF OUR INTELLIGENCE

the point, and full of references for diligent rcaders: ‘In the
book referred to by Earl Russell . . . about 100 imputations
of disingenuousness are made against a number of identifi-
able tcachers of philosophy; about half of these occur on
pages 159-92 and 237-65.

The shooting had just begun. An eighty-scven-year-old
philosopher, out of humour with ‘a certain school of philo-
sophy’, had clashed with its standard-bcarer, and ncither of
them lacked a retinue. The day after Ryle’s note appeared,
The Times carried a third letter under the heading of the
week, ‘Review Refused’, this one written by a correspondent
namcd Conrad Dchn. ‘If the imputations are justified,” Dehn
argucd, ‘this could not be a good ground [for Ryle’s refusal
to review Gellner’s book], while if they are not I should have
thought a revicw in Afind would provide an excellent, even a
welcome, opportunity to rebut them.” There was also a letter
from G. R. G. Mure, the last of the English Hegelians and the
Warden of Merton College, Oxford. He, too, was on the side
of Russcll. ‘In a tolerably free socicty,” the Warden wrote,
‘the ban, the boycott, even the too obtrusively cold shoulder,
tend to promote the circulation of good books as well as bad.
One can scarcely expect that the linguistical Oxford philo-
sophy tutors, long sclf-immunized to criticism, will now rush
to Blackwell’s, but I am confident that their pupils will.” I
was delighted that Mure had taken this occasion to speak out
against any philosophical establishment; while I was at the
university, the undergraduates used to say of the Warden
that he couldn’t declare his mind, because half a century ago
Russell demolished Hegel and since then no respectable
philosopher had dared acknowledge himsclf a Hegelian
openly.

On the following day, I found a letter from Gellner him-
self. ‘My book,’ the polemicist wrote, replying to Ryle, ‘does
not accuse linguistic philosophers of “disingenuousness” . . -
This word does not occur in it once, let alone one hundred
times. It does attack linguistic doctrines and methods as
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FLY AND THE FLY-BOTTLE

inherently evasive. . . . This claim does not require (though it
does not exclude) conscious dishonesty. . . . I am sorry to scc
Professor Ryle resorting to one further device, the exclusion
of criticism as indecorous, and thus cvading once again the
substantive issue of the merits of linguistic philosophy.” Gell-
ner’s letter left me baffled, I was still wondcring whether
Ryle had an excuse for not reviewing the book. My scepticism
was not shared by a knighted gentleman, Sir Leslie Farrer,
private solicitor to the Queen, who appeared on the same
page as Gellner, Sir Leslie defended the author of Words and
Things with a sharp tongue. ‘Ridicule,” he wrote, ‘is onc of
the oldest and not the least effective weapons of philosophic
nrarfare, but yet we find Professor Ryle. .. specaking no doubt
ex cathedra on a matter of faith or morals’’, propounding thc
dogn_m tl}af making fun of members of the Sacred College
of Ll_ngt.ustlc Philosophers is morta] sin. True, Ryle’s first
f}f;‘;f}ll};tl“o; :g eGiellner was the word “abusive’ and his sccond
mputations of disingenuousness’’, but thosc

::r’ly)m;inordg and Things (and I trust they will be
agree with m, « N i
accurate description,’ ¢ that “made fun of” is a more

have received man fie of Review Refused’, The Times must
selected, five took t}};eethCI‘S on the subject, but of the six that it
one support of Gellp _Cllx}er-Russell side. The Times’ five-to-
my opinion, wag °r Indicated a confidence in him that, in

s not CompletelijStiﬁed by his letter. Despite
ly philosophers while I was an
Ociate public letter-writing with

o thi .
in The 7 hink of them as Olympian

| Continyeq ¢
sages. Now this boyt

serenity. Instead of age lmfzs shattered my view of their
and energy and angerg Ian-d quiet wisdom, they had youth
sophers in Englang pq; PiCtureq ip my mind all the philo-
patches now that Gepppo 5. © 74 Times office with their dis-
for their precious props..- *°°k had given them an occasion

P OnounCements. The day after Sir Leslie’s
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A BATTLE AGAINST THE BEWITCHMENT OF OUR INTELLIGENCE

letter, The Times correspondence page was silent on philo-
sophy, but the Queen’s pcace was broken the next day by
John Wisdom, a Cambridge professor of philosophy, and
‘Review Refused’, already a heap of pelting words, con-
tinued to grow. Wisdom’s loyalty to Ryle was unquestioning,
and resembled that of a cardinal to the Pope. ‘I do not know
whether it was right to refuse a review to Mr Gellner’s book’,
he asscrted. ‘I have not read it. Lord Russell’s letter . . .
carricd the suggestion that Professor Ryle refused the book
a review becausc it is opposed to Ryle’s philosophy. That
suggestion I believe to be false.” Such a letter could hardly do
much to advance Ryle’s cause. But the next day—a Saturday
—the Russell-Gellner brigade’s secure position in The Times
column was for the time being shaken by the charge of B. F.
McGuinness, a Fellow of Queen’s College, Oxford. His philo-
sophical fusillade, though undramatic, was extremely effec-
tive. He began impressively, ‘Newman had to meet the fol-
lowing argument: “Dr Ncwman teaches that truth is no
virtue; his denials that he teaches this are not to be credited,
since they come from a man who teaches that truth is no
virtue.”” He described it as an attempt to poison the wells. A
subtler form of psychological warfare has been discovered.
You belabour your opponents for systematic disregard of
truth and consistency, but you add later that there is no
question of conscious dishonesty. Thus you can safely call
them both knaves and fools. If they expostulate with your
account of their views and practices, you reply: “A typical
cvasion! . . . They would disown their own doctrines when
criticized.” If you are charged with being abusive, your
answer is: “‘I have accused them of nothing but error!”” In his
l?tter . .« Mr Gellner has even managed to use both kinds of
riposte at the same time. The following are some of the
phrases in his book that seem to me, in their context, tanta-
mount to accusations of dishonesty: “camouflage” (p. 163),
“evasion” (p. 164), “pretence” (p. 169), “spurious modesty”
(p. 170), “invoking rationalizations according to conveni-
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FLY AND THE FLY-BOTTLE

ence” (p. 171), “[devices] to cow the ncoph}ftc into smll)m}s_
sion” (p. 186), “[refusal to avow an opinion beccause it]
would ruin one’s reputation”, ““insinuation” (p.‘ 188),
“trick” (p. 189).” After this letter, I joincd up with the
minority—Ryle, Wisdom, and McGuinness.

The following Monday,
Holland, an undergraduate
Holland pealed precedents o
ness’, and he advanceq as m
Position as McGuinness had
‘In the Philosophy
wrote, ‘Russell aceyg

a letter appeared from Kevin
at Worcester College, Oxford.
f ‘imputations of disingcnuou%
any facts in support of Gellner’s
advanced in support of Ryle’s.
of Leibniz (1900), for example,’ l.1c

ed Leibniz of a kind of intcllcctual.dls—
honesty, Forty-six Yyears later, this charge was repcated in A
History of Western P hilosophy, and Aquinas joined Lcibniz
in the dock. Ten years ago Professor Ryle published a book
in which, “with deliberate abusiveness”, he characterized a
belief held by most OI'dina,ry PCOPIC [that man has a soul in
s Dody) as “the dogma of (ys Ghost in the Machine”. In
Spite of their “abusivenessn, these threc books arcregarded by
many as Philosophic classics.’ T put down The Times recon-
verted by the undergradyate to the Russell-Gellner position
thaft 2 philosophica] work could call names, heap curses on
PhllosopherS, and sti]] deserve to be read. It might even turn
outtobea classic, For me the battle was over—and the vic-
FOrY’ as I now saw it, went to the majority. As for Ryle’s
mdlscret10n~the initia] injustice——it was more than cor-
rected by the wide discussiop in the newspaper. When the

book arriyeq from B] ! :
my own ming ?>.boutaCkWell S, I would read it and make up

its worth
ftCI‘ afe . .
was a Porldevl\fousy > When looked at The Times again, there
€ : . . .. ’
Counsel, $;, Pistle, in dignified diction, from a Queen’s

phi1050phy thri\};eos % Creeq; ‘Socrates knew tha.t a true
one, howeyer ine ton YNt criticism and accusations. No
philosophers of fort, Who sat at the feet of the robust Oxford
scene when Socrate C3TS ago wag ever allowed to forget the
> taunteq by an exasperated Thrasy-
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A BATTLE AGAINST THE BEWITCHMENT OF OUR INTELLIGENCE

machus with being “a thorough quibbler”, with “asking
questions merely for the sake of malice’”, with “needing a
nursc to stop his drivelling”, implored his accuser toabandon
his proposed departure from the discussion so that a problem
might be further examined between them. So far from refus-
ing review Socrates forced further discussion on the recalci-
trant Thrasymachus. . . . Is Socrates forgotten in modern
Oxford? Is Plato’s “Republic”” no longer read? Many will
hope that a purchase of Mr Gellner’s book will enable
undergraduates to ask those awkward questions and make
those accusations and insinuations of “‘evasion’, ‘‘camou-
flage”, “pretence”, “‘bamboozling”, “trick’, which caused
Oxford philosophy tutors of an earlier generation such un-
feigned delight, a delight only exceeded by the relish with
which they exploded the arguments of their accusers.’

Next day, J. W. N. Watkins was in the paper. I knew some-
thing about him from the gossip of the undergraduates in my
day, and pegged him immediatcly as Gellner’s man. I had
thought it was about time for someone to play the peace-
maker, and Watkins’ letter was a white flag: ‘Let all parties
concede that Words and Things is often impolite. But
having conceded this, let us remember that etiquette is not
the most important thing in philosophy. The best way for
linguistic philosophers to repel Mr Gellner’s attack is to
overcome their squcamishness about its indecorousness and
get down to the rebuttal of its arguments.’ A few days later,
Alec Kassman, cditor of the journal published by the august
Aristotelian Socicty, faced up to some questions that had
been bothering me. His analysis proceeded in the measured
rhetoric of an intellectual editorial: “The essential issue is not
whether or not Mr Geliner’s book is meritorious; nor
whether or not it is abusive; nor whether or not, if abusive,
1t is therefore unfit for review: it is a fundamental one of pro-
fessional ethics and its gravamen is contained in one protasis
in Earl Russcll’s letter: “If all books that do not endorse
Professor Ryle’s opinion are to be boycotted in the pages of
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is onc of dishonourablc
Mond, e'tc. }TIZCP:(};;ZES; g‘;{:f:;l‘i;cs his editorial ]I)O\:;!ll:g ZC_’
ol b Gt
ion in general terms is rhetorical: it is e dinect travonae
;:"Oansing%c case be substantiated. The reply is :ﬂm e ook
—that the review was declined on the grOl.lr; Hies “1t e mot
was found abusive. Earl Russell flatly d.cmsvi[h the opinions
‘abusive’ except in the sensc of not agrcc,mgmong others). He
which he discusses” (. . . Professor R_ylc.s 21 b e o,
offers no opinion on the instances indica }cu st}; e ve that
The moral case has not progressed beyomll?, t rlSRl; Sgs oll, depart
many . .. evidently wishing to f.uppof}: a(for example, Sir
from him upon this critical point. T ey that the baok may
Thomas Creed | . .) seem mostly to clzu.m <n o oo o)
well be abusive ang no less fit 'for ,rcv;C_w 0lhat o busive
It is quite possible that the CdltO}‘ s claim l-founded or
book does not deserve a review in ‘/Mmd.;‘si 1 o
injudicious, That, however, is a side issue, i lfrll“hdc onention
is one which he genuinely held and acted on. The a

it i that he is
is not that he i unduly sensitive, or unwise, but
biased against 5

Ny critic as such, to the conscquent d(c:;:fril;
ment of his journal, | . He publicly erUttcd th?‘ Scrl) CIt is
charge in Some detail, and Farl Russell has notrep - t;lc to
t he did; the pages of Mind arc availa

.. : able
rial policy. The allegation is a disagrceca
one, and ag serious as c

ould be madc against a phil.OS(?PhﬁZ
in Professor Ryle’s position. If Earl Russell can sustain lt’thc
should shoy, this, If he cannot, he should say so, thafl’hat
Teputation of bott, editor and journal may be cleared.
is the heart of the matter,’ .. sed
Even though My Kassman argued from a position oppO_—I
to mine—TJ wyqq still sticking to the side of Russcll-Gellner N
had to admj; that he had succeeded in making the best pcr)l
sible defence for Ryle, T made up my mind not to look at a 121,
more letterg from the philosophical combatants, b};t I'Corin
not help 8lancing at the succeeding issucs of The Times jus
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A BATTLE AGAINST THE BEWITCHMENT OF OUR INTELLIGENCE

casc Russell should answer Mr Kassman. Ninctecn days after
Russell had attacked the philosophical Establishment, he was
back in print with a reply. ‘There are two different points at
issue,” Russell remarked, closing the controversy. ‘First, is
anything in Mr Gellner’s book “abusive’? Sccondly, should
a book containing anything abusive be, on that account
alone, rcfuscd a revicw in Mind? As to the first point, “abu-
sive” is not a very precise word. . .. I cannot ... “reply”. ..
since Professor Ryle has not given a single instance of a single
sentence which he considers abusive. It is up to Professor
Ryle to quote at least one passage which he considers abusive.
This, so far as I know, he has not yct done. As to the sccond
and much morc important point, I do not think that a serious
picce of philosophical work should be refused a review even if
it docs contain passages which everybody would admit to be
abusive. Take, for example, Nictzsche's Beyond Good and
Evil. In this book he spcaks of “‘that blockhead John Stuart
Mill”, and after saying, “I abhor the man’s vulgarity”,
attributes to him the invention of the Golden Rule, saying:
“Such principles would fain establish the whole of human
traffic upon mutual scrvices, so that every action would ap-
pear to be a cash payment for something done to us. The
hypothesis here is ignoble to the last degree.” I do not accept
these opinions of Nietzsche’s, but I think a philosophical
cditor would have been misguided if, on account of them, he
had refused a review to Beyond Good and Ewvil, since this
was undoubtedly a serious piece of philosophical work. I note
that neither Professor Ryle nor anyone clse has denied that
the same is true of Mr Gellner’s book.’ I'irmly turning his
back on the philosophical Establishment, Russell stumped
resolutely away, carrying most of the medals.

Through the fight over Words and Things, 1 acquired
a renewed and rather persistent interest in Oxford philosophy.
Several English publications ran editorials about the con-
clusion of hostilities, and I read them eagerly, but they did
not tell me very much about the philosophers working in
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FLY AND THE FLY-BOTTLE

England. The Times wrote its typical on-the-onc-hand, on-
the-other-hand leader. It said, on the onc hand, that Gell-
ner’s book ‘caricatures its prey’, and that his ‘barbs arc not
of the carefully polished kind’. It said, on the other hand,
that the caricatured philosophers ‘stick closcly to their lasts’
with ‘enviable academic patronage,’ and regard ‘philosophical
problems as a sort of cerebral neurosis which it is their job to
alleviate’. The leader in the Economist was no morc cnlighten-
ing about the nature of this cercbral ncurosis. “Why are
modern philosophers hated—if they arc?’ it asked. ‘Hardly
any of them, despite their other diversity, would claim that,
as philosophers, they can tell us what to do. When other
direction posts are falling down, philosophers arc assumed
to be the people who ought to be giving us dircctions about
life. But if they cannot, they cannot.” The tonc of these two
Comenm was fairly representative of the editorial voicec of
Britain’s intellectual press.

(::'rellner’s book, when it finally arrived, was cqually un-
satisfactory, It was passionate, polemical, and disjointed, and
grouped disparate thinkers indiscriminatcly—this much was
apparent even to a novice like me. The editorials had bewil-
gz:)e; Z;C bly t‘heil‘ opaqueness; Gellner bewildered me by his
through glaring ll_ght, which prevented me from sccing

Ough to the Philosophers. At the time of the turbulent
correspondence, I was living in America, but I decided that
Ol;dlmy next visit to England I would seck out some of the
phtlosophers and talk to them about their activitics.

Some time later, I foun
three or four Philosopher
researches into contempo
old Oxford frieng of min
most unprejudiceq pers
read Classics and Great
thorough study of classi
philosophy,

d myself in London. I wrote to
s for appointments and started my
rary philosophy by approaching an
e, even though he is by no means the
on about. As an undergraduate, he
s, the English-speaking world’s most
cal litcrature, language, history, and
and—Greats’ concession to our age—modern
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A BATTLE AGAINST THE BEWITCHMENT OF OUR INTELLIGENCE

philosophy. All the time he was working at philosophy, he
hated it, but he did it as a job, and because he was naturally
brilliant, after his Schools (the final degree cxamination) he
was courted to be a professional philosopher at Oxford; he
remaincd true to his temperament, however, and turned
down the offer, deciding to sit it out in London until he
spotted a good opening in Oxford classics. In the mcantime,
he has amused himself by composing Greek and Latin verses
and prose, and turning the poctry of Hopkins, Pound, Eliot,
and Audcn into lyrics in the style of the Greck Anthology or
of Virgil, Horace, or Pctronius. Having bcen trained in
Latin and Greck since the age of six, he reads the literature
of thesc languages almost faster than that of his own country.
This classical, or language, cducation is characteristic of
almost all the contemporary English philosophers. Aside
from his Victorian training, thc most typically philosophical
thing about my friend is that he constantly smokes a pipe—
a habit that has long been the sine qua non of English philo-
sophers. Over some mulled claret late one evening in his
Chelsea back-strect basement flat, he surveyed the subject of
philosophy from the tremulous heights where it had led him,
and he talked to me about it too frankly and unprofessionally
to wish to be identified, so I’'ll call him John.

During their four years as undergraduates, the Greats men
sit for altogether twenty-four three-hour papers, and John
said he imagined that one-third of his time had been spent
doing philosophy and preparing for examinations in logic
and moral and classical philosophy. ‘The examination in
classical philosophy was straightforward, since it meant, for
the most part, reading the works of Plato and Aristotle,” he
explained. ‘For logic and moral philosophy we were sup-
posed to do a certain amount of philosophical history, but in
fact we did extremely little; we started by doing a tutorial on
Descartes and followed it up by writing essays on Locke and
Berkeley, and I believe we were meant to do a couple on
Hume. But these historical people are just for exercise; they
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FLY AND THE FLY-BOTTLE

need not be brought into the exam. I never once mentioned
them, and the examiners are rcally rather bored to have you
do so, I think.’ John said that Greats men mostly read con-
temporary philosophers, because the philosophers at Oxford
are concerned only with their own puzzles. They arc not
very much occupicd with problems that interested carlier
ph1losc.)phers, even as little as forty years ago. John actually
went into philosophical training when, after dabbling a
htt.lc i the history of differcnt schools, he rcad Ludwig
WlttgerLStc'tn’s Philosophical Investigations and two books of
Q;gé)lzy:r ;“L(anuage-, Truth and Logic and The Problem of
times O‘é;; oth _Of which he had to work through scveral
loose’On Pc r;lak1ng notes all the way. He was then turned
Iﬂdividual;-.A -EStraw§on’s Introduction to Logical Theory and
the first hz;lf r;'I 5@y in Descriptive Metaphysics. He read only
he coulduot r(; kndzvzduals and then skimmed the rest, because
areat reliuf caa ¢ mu.ch sense of it. After Strawson, to John’s
and P. H ,N me leaSICI: volumes, on ethics, by Richard H.arc
portant pa:m °(‘,}“hli-snuth. But the bulk, and the most im-
the PTOCeedin’s s stud?l was articles in issucs of Aind anFl
tories of O xfg of the Aristotelian Society—the richest reposi-
Since th ord' Phllosophy.

duce Profe:sg;allrgurpose of the Greats course is not to pro-
his handling Of.th. but to develop minds, John insisted that
than the ligt ofboc,]i SChOOls_qUCstions was more important
results were Publishs and articles he had read. Alas, once the
Papers were burneq ¢d; as custom enjoined, all the SFh.ools
answers only from 1 and John could reconstruct his brilliant
be the Paradigm, T‘:)lemory‘ He considered his logic paper to
Oxford philoSOph’ oth because logic is the centrepiece of
applied to o, iand because the principles of logic can be
fore tend tq read :;lnchels of the subject. Examiners there-
other. ‘Um,’ he be ¢ logic paper with more care than any
question I didn’¢ dia.'rt: recalling his paradigm, ‘there was a
mechanica] 4 the nace $ my hearing a noise in my head as

Passing of a noise through a telephone?”’

e€r
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The suggestion herce 1s: Can our scnses be explained away in
mechanical terms? One that I did attempt but abandoned was
“Who is Socrates?”’—the figure that people greeted when they
saw it coming with the words “Hello, Socrates”, or the person
who was Socrates? You clearly can’t answer, “This is the
body that went around with Socrates.” It’s not also very
nice to say, ‘“This is the body that went around as Socrates,”
because it sounds as if it went around disguised as Socrates.
Since I couldn’t make up my mind about this, I couldn’t
write about it. But a stock old war horsc of a question that I
did complete was, “If I know that Y is the case, is it possible
for mc not to know that I know it?”> And what I said about it
must have been on these lines: To know that a thing is the
case is not—this is very straightforward stuff—to have my
mind in a certain position. If I know, for instance, that ice
melts when the sun shines, this means that when the sun
shines I don’t go skating. In that casc, it’s perfectly possible
that I don’t consciously know that icc melts when the sun
shines. But the question now arises of whether I know it
unconsciously, and the answer is that it’s possible never to
have considered this. But to analyse it still further: Once
you do ask yoursclf whether you know it unconsciously, can
you give yourself the wrong answer? And I think thc answer
to this is—Now, I wonder what I said. Um. Well. Yes. The
answer is that you somctimes say, “I don’t know whether I
know it unconsciously; I don’t know whether I really know it
or whether I'm just guessing.”” So far so good. But can you
now go on to say, “I thought I didn’t know that ice melts
when the sun shines, but then later on I found out I did’’?
My conclusion was that you could feel certain you didn’t
know it, and then when you came to it you found out you did.
Take this example: Suppose they said, “Do you know how to
tie such and such a knot?”’ and you said “No.” And then
when you were drowning they threw you a line and said, “Tie
that knot on your life belt”, and you succeeded in tying it.
When you were saved, they would say, “Well, you did
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know how to tic it after all, didn’t you?” And you coul.d
say either, “Yes, 1 did know all the time, but T was certain
that 1 didn’t before I started drowning” or “T just found
out how to do it—it came to me when you threw me the line”.’
By now, John was so lost in philosophy that 1 couldn’t
have stopped him if I had wished to. He was pufling away
madly at his pipe, and, without pausing, hec went on
to the next question on his logic paper. ‘My favourite
in the paper, however, was the answer to another question:
“Could there be nothing between two stars?’ All these
Schools questions look very simple till you start thinking
about them. What I said about this onec was “There are
two senses in which there can be nothing between two stars”
—which is always a good way of going at such questions. On
tht.t one hand, if there is strictly not anything between two
things, then they are together, and if two stars are adjacent
then,. clearly, they aren’t exactly two stars—the .
2 twin star. On the other hand—and this was my sccond

polnt—if T were to say to you, “There’s absolutel y .}csin
between Oxford and Birmingham”, meaning “Thy not n,g
20y restaurants on the road”’, or something of lcrc arcn. ¢
this sense there isp’t an thing b 8 o' that sort, in
tion thus ytung between two stars, A distinc-

when emerges between nothing and ¢ nothing. b

You answer the quest g, bccause

ion “What i

whe wer : s there b

teari- bY_Saymg “There isn’t anything betwe heme g

: n t? t?unk there is g nothing,
ST¢ 1t 13, holding the star

y're perhaps

en them,” you
a great llump of nothing, and
s apart. This, acty

Spa
nothing bI;th and 4 space,

If you can’
We an't say that there’
account of I two stars,

neither can i h
What . an you give muc
'there',;agrcﬁt . there iy between them. You tend to say
I8 not very ¢, Panse of Space, with a capital “S”, and this

ti
word “spacer ?factol-y, because the way you use the ordinary
my door, anq S 10 say there is 4 space between my table and

t .
hat means you can measurc it, and presum-
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ably there is a distance between table and door that can be

measured. Wherceas if you say there is a great lump of Space,

that's like saying a great lump of nothing or of time, which,
of course, is mislecading. My conclusion was that in the loose
sense, in which there is nothing between Oxford and Birm-
ingham, there could be nothing between two stars; that is,
nothing you could give a name to, or nothing you thought it
worth giving a name to, or nothing of the sort that intcrests
you. But in the strict scnse there can’t be nothing between
two stars, becausc if there were nothing between two stars,
the stars would be on top of cach other. How tedious, I
agree, but I was just giving you this as an example of what
Greats pcople actually do.’

We poured some clarct, and drank a toast to John’s success
with Schools and, upon his insistence, to his wisdom in put-
ting the wholc subject behind him. He reluctantly drank also
to my researches into Oxford philosophy. From his paradigm
answer I had received thc distinct impression that Oxford
philosophy was simplificd, if accurate, mental gymnastics,
or, at best, intcllcctual pyrotcchnic§. But I wasn’t sure I had
grasped the essence, so I pressed him for his own vicw, and
for a dcfinition. He twitched nervously, offered me some
more claret, went into a sort of trance, and said puzzling
things like ‘Philosophy at O:\'ford is not one thing but many
things’ and ‘Some of the pthOSf)PhCTS there are in one sense
doing the same thing and yet in another sense doing quite
different things.” And how the things they did were the same
and yet different could emerge only by talking about the
philosophers individually, and even then I was likely to get
them confused. And although he didn’t say it pe implied
that the best thing for me to do would be to reaq Greats (of
which, of course, modern philosophy is just 5 part) and, if
possible, get acquainted with the philosophers themselves ,aS
‘people’. He suggested meeting Gellner, a5 ¢, man who
had roughly broken the calm of Oxford philosoPhy; Russell,
as a born controversialist who had served the pic esses of
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both science and art as no onc elsc had in the twentieth cen-
tury; Strawson, as an antidote to Russcll (‘Strawson is now
far and away the most original thinker of what is often
called the Oxford philosophy’); Ayer, as a brilliant thinker
who had his pipeline from Central Europe and whom ncither
the Russells nor the Strawsons could overlook; Stuart
Hampshire, as a philosopher with a civilized view of the
whole subject—he hag one foot in Continental thought, and
the other in the whole history of philosophy; and Richard
Hare, who represented the impact of Oxford philosophy on
mor'al‘s —the rights anqd wrongs of living; and certainly one
feminine Philosopher, because women’s invasion of the ficld
was a sort of twentieth-century philosophical event. Then
John went on ¢ use what appcared to mc English adap-

tations of Chinese Proverbs like “We arc all squirrels in cages
and we go round and ro

And hOW was I to ﬁnd

und until we are shown the way out.’
Greats. To s b my wa}./ out? We were back t(? rcading
like geomer ch direct questions as ‘Is Oxforc.l phxlosopl}y,
answers, ‘N;y: ;uspe.ndcd In a vacuum?’ I received ncgative
real substanc:c CSsald once, ‘in one sense we have as much
doing thejr as OcCrates, Plato, and Aristotle, and are cven
Sort of things. Byt ip, another sense ...’ I wanted

Schools answ;: bacIk to the clarity and 'conﬁdc‘ncc of 'his
sophers (whgq ta_’usi1 Pried at his mind w1t'h ancicnt philo-
and how tq | Bt men, among other things, what to do
i lenses. ‘Does cach of the Oxford
a Socrates?’ I asked. ‘I have never
as Socrates diq ing:t I:uﬂd Street corners and. athlcti'c rooms,
men, to cheey phil ens, W1t}.1 unwashed aristocratic young
of fools.’ ©%ophical disputations and to jeer crowds

‘You're i )

me some Crlr:;ifl ul; ‘1 a difficult business,” he said, Pouring
tween the ancientg ;V eélt on to explain th.c connection be-
Greats’ Philosc.phy ; hn 'fhefontcmporarlcs. “The idea of
—training in clear anz Sald,' 1s that after a few years of work
Precise thinking—the high-powered
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undergraduate can unravel any sort of puzzle more or less
better than the next man. It makes a technique of being non-
technical.” He smiled. ‘Like Socrates, we assume the pose of
knowing nothing cxcept, of course, how to think, and that is
the only respect in which we consider ourselves superior to
other pcople. For us—as, to a certain degree, it was for him
—philosophy is ordinary language (but don’t press me about
this “ordinary language’), and so, we choosc to think, it
ought not to be a technical business. Although he did not
know it, Socrates, like us, was really trying to solve linguistic
puzzles, and this is especially true in the longer dialogues of
Plato—the “Republic” and the “Laws”—where we learn
quite a lot about Socrates’ mcthod and philosophy, filtered,
of course, through his devoted pupil’s mind. Some of the
Pre-Socratics, who provided Plato and his master with many
of their problems, were in difficulties about how one thing
could be two things at oncc—say, a white horse. How could
you say, “This is a horsc and this is white” without saying,
“This one thing is two things”? Socrates and Plato together
solved this puzzle by saying that what was mcant by saying
“The horse is white” was that the horse partook of the
eternal, and perfect, Form horseness, which was invisible but
really morc horselike than any worldly Dobbin; and ditto
about the Form whitcness: it was whiter than any ecarthly
white. The theory of Form covered our whole world of ships
and shocs and humpty-dumptys, which, taken all in all, were
shadows—approximations of those invisible, perfect Forms.
Using the sharp tools in our new linguistic chest, we can
whittle Plato down to size and say that he invented his meta-
physical world of Forms to solve the problem of different
kinds of ““is’es; you see how an Oxford counterpart of Plato
uses a simple grammatical tool in solving problems like this.
Instead of conjuring up an imaginary edifice of Forms, he
simply says there are two different types of ‘“‘is’’es—one of
predication and one of identity. The first asserts a quality:
“This is white.” The second points to the object named:
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“This is a horse.” By this simple grammatical analysis we
clear away the rubble of what were Plato’s Forms. Actually,
an Oxford philosopher is closer to Aristotle, who often, when
defining a thing—for example, “virtue”—asked himsclf,
“Does the definition square with the ordinary views of men?”’
But while the contemporary philosophers do have ante-
cedents, they are innovators in concentrating most of their
att'ention on language. They have no paticnce with past
philosophers: why bother listening to men whose problems
arose 'from bad grammar? At prescnt, we arc mostly pre-
occupied with language and grammar. No onc at Oxflord
would dream of telling undergraduates what they ought to
df), the kind of life they ought to lead.” That was no longer an
aim of philosophy, he explained, but cven though philosophy
ill?a(jlt ‘:llangcd in its aims and methods, pcople had not, and
the bitats the reason for the complaining undergraduates, for
€r attacks of The Times® correspondents, and even,
pex}‘ahaps, for his turning his back on philosophy.
ver;tr};;’i}‘;tnom or less stopped thi.nking at the samc time,
thinking suds one puts dow{n an intcllectual work when
claret? both ZI?Y bCCC?mcs impossible. ‘How about some
vigorously stirreq s sud. The decanter was cmpty- .Wc
cauldron anq put StOhmcbmore claret, sugar, and spices in a
Were waiting for o de rew on .the gas ring, anc'l while we
Magic Flys,. 1 felt rink, we .hstcncd to a portion of The
isdom, except th etr}' much hk.c Tamm(? at the Temple of
revived it, ang W?thmy res:Olutlon was 51r.1kmg. The. claret
pressed op With’m Curtains drawn against thc night, I
Y researches.
came to feel that present-day Oxford
Onary movement—at least when it is

the fathers of th fpf“t Philosophers. I asked him about
€ revolution, Again he was evasive. Strictly

speaking, it

G. E. Moore:’v::ldfa]'_t‘herle.ss’ except that Bertrand Russell,
happened, Cambrigq udng Wittgenstein—all of them, as it
8¢ University figures—‘were responsible

28

% alking with John, 1
Phllosophy is 5 revoluti
seen through the eyes o



A BATTLE AGAINST THE BEWITCHMENT OF OUR INTELLIGENCE

for the present state of things at Oxford’. Blowing pipc smoke
in my dircction, John continued, ‘I think the aspect of
Russell’s philosophy that will be remembered is his logical
atomism, which was proclaimed to the world in a series of
lectures in 1918; the driving force of these lectures was a dis-
trust of ordinary spcech. He argued at that time that you
had to gct away from ordinary language (and disastrous
grammatical crrors of past philosophers—*“is”cs again),
which did nothing but foster misleading notions, and con-
struct a language on a mechanical model—like the symbolic
logic of his and Alfrcd North Whitehead’s Principia Mathe-
matica, published in 191o—that would in turn correspond
to the logical structurce of the universe. He thought that you
could take any statement and break it up into its atomic
parts, for cach part would have a meaning, or a reference, or
both. What hc was trying to do was to build a formal logical
system, so that you could do arguments and logic on com-
puters. But it is now thought that, among other things, he
confused mcaning and reference, and also broke up sentences
in a totally wrong way, and therefore his philosophy is con-
sidered to be mainly of historical interest.’

By now, I felt very much as though I were inside a Temple
of Knowledge, if not of Wisdom, and I asked John if he
would like to tcll me a little bit about Moore, too. He said he
wouldn’t like to but he would do it, because he supposed he
had to. ‘Moore was a common-sense philosopher,’ he began.
‘Almost unphilosophically so. His most famous article was
“A Defence of Common Sense”, which was mostly con-
cerned with morality. His common-sense view was, on the
surface, very much like Dr Johnson’s: I am certain that my
hand is here because I can look at it, touch it, bang it against
the table. While he did distinguish between a naturalistic
statement (“The grass is green”) and a non-naturalistic
statement (“‘God is good™), he held that we know both kinds
of statements to be true by intuition. (Goodness was not
naturalistic, like green, because it could neither be analysed
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in terms of any basic qualities, like greenness or hardncssI,
. 13 &

nor was it itself a basic quality.) On the question “How d(? }

know the grass is green or God is good?”, he agreed with

most people, who would reply, “Because 1 know it’s so, and
if you don’t know it’s $O, too bad!”

John said that Oxforg
language and ordinay
stein who made John

pcople owed their faith in orslinzu‘y
Y men to Moore. But it was Wittgen-
Pufl furiously at his pipe. "1’llsx*c arc
two Wittgcnstcins, not one’, he said. “There is the Wittgen-
stein of Tractatus L"giCO-P/ziloso[)lzz'cus, published in 1921, z.md
the totally different Wittgenstein of Philosophical Investiga-
fions printed pOSthumm‘Sly, a quarter of a century later. I’rr:
almost certain to give a misinterpretation of Wittgenstcin,
John went op humbly py¢ vigorously, ‘but in the Tractatus
he Was trying to fing out the basic constituents of the world,
20d in 2 Way his Tractatys attempt was reminiscent of
Ru‘ssell’s 1918 try,
matelc;();s;gcg ltl(; t()};,ebfi;sct: }Z(i:tttgcnstcin, ‘thc w_orldi l\:fslsczltlln
s, and thesc were m

I‘dingly’ 2 Pproposition was a picture of thci‘
basic qualities, The 1 a‘f;/icrc m.adc up of basic obglci;s:j;(l)(r
€xamp] C objects were sense da

Ple, a patepy before m fecling in my leg.
But thege could poy ... Y eyes, or a fecling e
quality. T me,y Jou exist without having some e
€yes—it haqg to,be . could not just have a patch beforc yo |

ome definite colour. And you could not

just h . .

Jsort O;Féil?nfee\l/l\?g " your leg—it had to be some deﬁm}tc
i oo i to the
fieq they " attached a particular colour

facts, which 1 501‘.t offeeling in your leg, you had baSiC
of a basic S€ntence ¢ € Mirrored or coyld mirror. An cxample
green”, Meanj A Mirrored 5 basic fact was “Here, now,

n
datum that Wasggre 2t you had i front of your cyes a sense
out of these by :n. Just as the world was essentially built

of basic-fact Sentep, ey languagc was essentially built out
c . .
to break down ©. The business of the philosopher was

the !
Complex Statements used in language—
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like ““My wife sces a green table”—into its constituent parts.
In the Investigations, Wittgenstein completcly gave up his
Tractalus idcas, and thought that philosophical perplexity
arosc because people abused the ordinary ways of speech and
used a rule that was perfectly all right in its own area to cover
another arca, and so they got into a muddlc; he thought that
you could disentangle the puzzle by pointing out that they
were misusing ordinary language. As he wrote, “Philosophy
is a battle against the bewitchment of our intelligence by
mecans of language.” It was like showing, in his most quoted
phrase, “the fly the way out of the fly-bottle”. If in the
Tractatus Wittgenstein was like Russell, in Philosophical
Investigations hc was like Moore, a common-sense man.
Wittgenstein now thought that you couldn’t ask what the
structure of reality was; you could only analyse the language
in which pcople talked about it. A lot of different types of
structurc werce found in language, and it was impossible to
assimilate them all under any onc heading. He regarded the
various ways of cxpression as so many different pieces in a
game of chess, to be manipulated according to certain rules.
It was quite wrong to apply the rules of one set of statements
to another, and hc distinguished several types of statements
~—for cxample, common-sense statements about physical
objects, statements about one’s own thoughts and intentions,
and moral propositions. It was the philosopher’s job to find
out the rules of the language game. Suppose you had been
brought up from a small child to play football. By the time
you were sixteen, you played it quite according to the rules.
You probably didn’t know the names of the various rules or
what, exactly, they said, but you never made a mistake about
them, and when anyone asked you, “Why do you play this
way, and not that?” you just said, “Well, I always have
played this way.” Now, it would be possible for someone else
to come along as an observer and write down what rules you
were playing by, if he observed you long cnough. Like the
Observer on the football ground, a philosopher should prim-
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arily investigate what the rules used for communication are.’

Just when I thought I had absorbed all this, John said,
‘I hope I haven’t left you with the impression that there is
necessarily a firm connection between Russcll, Moore, and
Wittgenstein, on the one hand, and present-day Oxford
philosophy, on the other. Some pcople would argue that the
late J. L. Austin, in the ’fiftics White’s Professor of Moral
philosophy at Oxford, had as much to do with shaping
thinking at the university as anyone clse, including Wittgen-
stein. Also, you mustn’t overlook the role of logical posi-
tivism in all this.” John said he would prefer not to say any-
thing about Austin, because he had very mixed feelings about
him,

But logical positivism—well, that was another matter. A. J.
Ayer, recently appointed Wykcham Professor of Logic at
Oxford, was the first Englishman to proclaim the principles of
logical positivism to the English intellectual world. After his
graduation from Oxford,in 1932, he went to Vienna and made
the acquaintance of some of the most famous European philo-
sophers—members of the so-called Vienna Circle—who had
come together to discuss, among other things, Wittgenstein’s
Tractatus. Ayer made his reputation for lifc by returning to
England six months later and writing Language, Truth and
Logic, a tract of logical positivism. ‘If I may put it so,” John
concluded, with a smile, ‘he has pattered all around the
kennel, but he’s always been on his Vienncse leash.’

Iknew it was getting late, but I asked John for a little more
philosophy, for the road. We had some more claret, and
before we packed up for the night, he quickly served up
logical positivism.

The logical positivism of the ’thirties, I learned, was a
sceptical movement. It claimed that any statement that
could not be zerified by sense experience was meaningless.
Thus, all statements about God, all statements about moral-
ity, all value judgments in art were logically absurd. For
example, ‘Murder is wrong’ could only mean, at best, ‘I dis-
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approve of murder,’ or, still more precisely, ‘Murder! Ugh?’
What made a statement like “Therc is adog in my neighbour’s
garden’ meaningful was that I could verify it. If I went into
the garden, I could sce the dog, beat it with a stick, get
bitten, hear it bark, and watch it chew on an old bone.

The room was thick with smoke by now, for John, in a
very un-English way, had kept all the windows closed. Both
of us were tired. He put on some coffee, and we chatted about
this and that, after which, instead of trundling to my own
lodgings, I dossed down on his sofa.

The next day, I hung around John’s room, trying to sort
out my thoughts after the injections of Oxford philosophy
administered by the sharp mind of my friend, until the time
came for me to call on Gellner, the first philosopher on my
list. During The Times’ siege of Ryle, I had been first pro-
Gellner, then anti, then pro, but John had watched the whole
affair with the detachment of a philosopher. He gave me
a rationalizing explanation: good editors were eccentric
people, and potentates who ruled scholarly periodicals tended
to be even more eccentric than their counterparts on popular
magazines. Then he handed me a copy of G. E. Moore’s
autobiography opencd to a passage about Moore’s editorship
of Mind, which made me shift my weight about uncomfort-
ably on the Gellner-Ryle see-saw. ‘In 1920, on Stout’s retire-
ment from the Editorship of Mind, an office which he had
held since the beginning of the “New Series” in 18g2,’ I read,
‘I was asked to succeed him as Editor; I . . . have now been
Editor for more than twenty years. . . . I think ...that I have
suc'ceeded in being impartial as between different schools of
pl}llosophy. I have tried, in accordance with the principles
laid do.wn.when Mind was started and repeated by Stout in
the editorial whn?,h he wrote at the beginning of the New
Series, to let merit, or, in other words, the ability which a
writer displays, and not the opinions which he holds, be the
sole criterion of whether his work should be accepted. . - -
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The most noticeable difference between AMind under me and
Mind under Stout seems to me to be that under me the
number of book reviews has considerably diminished. This
has been partly deliberate: under Stout there were a great
number of very short reviews, and I have thought (perhaps
WTOTl.gly) that very short reviews wecre hardly of any usc.
But- 1t is partly, I am afraid, owing to lack of thoroughly
busmf:sslike habits on my part, and partly also because,
kn9wmg what a tax I should have felt it myself to have to
Write a review, I have been shy about asking others to under-
take the tagk. Whatever the rcason, I am afraid it is the case
that I have failed to get reviewed a good many books which

ought to have been reviewed.’
After I"eading these honest words of Professor Moore—a
igzdtedltc')r'and a perfect gentleman, who was fanatical
Ope; I:ivoc;dmg prejudices—I went to sece Gellner with an
in S.W In -Igoton a bus that would take me to his home,
rrxiddle:nsli’dand an hour later I found mysclf on the edge of a
Sparsely 1-kd1e-dass settlement where houses stood out
little Ca;s sll ¢ S0 many road signs. Trucks and brokcn-do'wn
suburbia c;gg_lshly wheeled themselves through the growing
city. A manrrymg Veg.etables, meat, and a few pcople to the
a baby i Was standing in front of Gellner’s house, holding
said, Gellne arms. It was Gellner. ‘Come in! Come in!” he
medium heir }(la man of thirty-four) proved to be dark, of
combeq, 5, dg ht’ and casu?lly dressed. Hi§ hair was un-
went inside an((; }}: afl the air of an Offbcat. intellectual. We
tant to talk,p 1 ¢ introduced me to his wife. He was relu.c—
the room, gq v, osophy while his “:'lfe and the infant were in
that he © C.hattec% about this and that, and I learned
hood ip Pry °rn in Paris of Czech parentage, spent his boy-
just before tlili;aand had come to England with his family

Whe T,

POintedn ol\liltrstv(iellncr took the bal.)y upstairs, he diffidently
TOOM, “Theg, G;n ta.pe reco-rders In a corner of the living
undig machines produced Words and Things,
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he said. “The Mcmorette recorded my words and a secretary
at thc London School of Economics, thanks to this magical
Stenorctte, transformed my voice into typed copy.’ He spoke
in a quick and rather harassed way, as though the tape
recorders were at that moment catching his words on an
ever-shrinking spool.

‘I was going through The Times correspondence the other
day,” he went on. ‘I have kept a complcte file of it. I was
elated to find that most of the people lined up on my side.’

As far as Gellner was concerned, I gathered, all philo-
sophers at Oxford were more or less alike, since all of them
were interested only in linguistic analysis. (‘Oxford philo-
sophy,” he said, was a misnomer, since it grouped the philo-
sophers by the sctting of their practice, rather than by the
linguistic method which they all shared in common.) Instead
of regarding philosophy as an investigation of the universe—
or knowledge as a sort of inventory of the universe (‘There
are morc things in heaven and ecarth, Horatio, than are
dreamt of in your philosophy’), to which wise men from the
beginning of time had been adding—the linguistic philo-
sophers handed over the universe to the students of the
natural scicnces and limited philosophy to an inquiry into
rules of language, the gateway to human knowledge. They
analysed language to determine what could and could not
be said and therefore in a sense what could and could not
exist. Any employment of words that did not conform to the
rules of dictionary usage was automatically dismissed as non-
sense. ‘But I answer,” Gellner said, ‘all words cannot be
treated as proper nouns.’ To clarify his point, he read a pas-
sage from one of this Third Programme broadcasts: “The . . .
reason why the dictionary does not have scriptural status
[according to him, all linguistic philosophers use the Oxford
English Dictionary as the Holy Writ of philosophy] is that most
expressions are not [proper] names; their meaning is not
really exhausted by the specification of their use and the
Paradigmatic uses that occur in the dictionary. Their mean-
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ing is usually connected in a complicated way with a whole
system of concepts or words or ways of thinking; and it makes
perfectly good sense to say that a word, unlikc a name, is
mistakenly used in its paradigmatic use. It makes scnsc to say
this although we have not done any rechristening and are still
continuing to use it in its old sense.” He pegged the rest of his
criticism on the practitioners of linguistic philosophy.

‘Out of the bunch of Oxford philosophers,’ he said, ‘I sup-
pose I have the strongest aversion to Austin, who in somc
ways typified the things I dislike about them most. I found
his lffc'turc technique a creeping barrage, going into cndless
detail in a very slow and fumbling way. He used this style to
brow'beat people into acceptance; it was a kind of brain-
washing. The nearest I got to him was on some committccs
that we were both members of. I always took some trouble
not to get to know him personally, because I disliked his
féulosoPhy ?_md I knew that sooner or later I would attack

m flnd L didn’t wish to be taken as a personal encmy. With
Austin, T had an impression of someone very strongly ob-
sessed with never bein ! 4 2 gty o )

g wrong, and using all kinds of dia

lectical ; ; )
with hi C.levu;es to avoid being wrong. Hc intimidated me
S 1Immense Caginess; like

. Wittgenstein, he never stated
i}rlic?:lC:;r;egs V}VI:sWas try'ing to get across—or, actually, the
into print. ThusSt}?ted In informal sayings, which never got
lengers, To Oxford e .artf'ully shielded himself from cha%-
another little god I}thllosoph(?rs, Wittgenstcin, like Austin, is
stein mainly beca:: © ¢an do no wrong. They like Wittgen-
technical field and ;c he gave up his achievements in the
the ordina 'S Power as a mathematical magician for

1 .
of orclinal'}'r}l,a.r?;ug;l 2g¢ of a plain man—or, rather, the kind
the classics in Greagt: tc}:lt ; ’11{ undergraduate who has studied

Linguistic ph; e to pieces.’
il
neurosis, Gelll:1 erosio_ghers were thought to alleviate cerebral
had to turn to socl‘ iTO understand them, he believed, one
‘About the socia] 10.<?gy, his present professional interest.
Milieu from which these Oxford philo-
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sophers arose,” he went on rapidly, ‘I can say nothing except
what I have alrcady said in the ninth chapter of my book.
On second thought, perhaps there is one improvement that,
on the basis of my reading of C. P. Snow, I could have made
in my chapter.’” Gellner said that had Snow’s brilliant
pamphlet “The Two Cultures and the Scientific Revolution’
existed when Gellner wrote his book, he would have invoked
it, for Snow’s characterization of the two cultures was right
up his philosophical alley. ‘The milicu of linguistic philo-
sophers is a curious one,’ Gellner continued. ‘As Sir Charles,
in his pamphlet, points out, there are these two cultures—a
litcrary one and a scientific onc—and traditionally the liter-
ary onc has always enjoycd more prestige. But for some time
it has been losing ground; technology and scicnce have been
taking its place. Only in Oxford has the litcrary culture
managed to retain an unchallenged supremacy. There
Greats still remains at the apex of the disciplines, and within
Greats the brightest young men are often selected to become
philosophers. But is there any intellectual justification for
this self-appointed aristocracy? Is there any widespread
theory that anybody can subscribe to as to why the Greats
form of philosophy is the highest sort of activity? I say no.
The literary culture would have perished a long time ago
if it weren’t for the social snobbery of Oxford and her self-
perpetuating philosophers. Linguistic philosophy is nothing
more than a defence mechanism of gentleman intellectuals,
which they use in order to conceal the fact that they have
nothing left to do.’

Turning to his Stenorette tape recorder, Gellner asked
me, ‘Would you like to hear something I was dictating this
morning? It really sums up my position, and in a sense you
could say it is the essence of Words and Things.” I nodded, and
he flicked a switch. ‘Philosophers in the past were proud of
Ch?nging the world and providing a guide for political life,” the
voice whispered through the little speaker of the tape recorder.
About the turn of the century, Oxford was a nursery for run-
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ing an empire; nowitisa nursery for leaving tl.lC \\forllcl c*;atcég
1z:l.;riltgis. This is tile sociological backgro.ur}d wh'lch 15121 J?o,u
crucial to the understanding of linguxstl.c p}‘nl?sop 1?;1. e

Gellner stopped the machine and said, ‘T }crcd/ord‘v e
my whole sociological analysis. Full stop. ‘nl oo
Things, 1 used Thorstein Vceblen for the socio ogy

' c
philosophers. If T were writing the book now, I would us
Veblen and Sir Charles.’

Gellner picked up a copy of Commentary from the coffce

table and read me a sentence or two from its review ']?/f'lz]li
book, which implied that he had written Words allle ;”ﬁ
because he had fajled to get a cushy job at Oxford.’ \ as 1id,
Jjob-hungry people do not write my sort of book,” he said,
‘How nasty can you really get?’

Gellner offered tq dr
portation he had a sm
the London Schoo] of
muter train, We boy
making himsclf heard
He said he wag Prese
Hevisited them nowan

ive me back to the city. For trans-
all truck, which he used for getting to
Economics when he missed his com-
nced noisily along the roa.d, Gellncer
intermittently over the engine clatter.
ntly studying the Berbers of Morocco.
dagainand observed theirsocial habits.

Next day, T walked roung ¢ Chelsca to have a talk with
Earl Russel] at his houge, He opened the door himself, an?l !
instantly recognized him p 5 Philosopher by his pipe, which
he took out of his mouth o say, ‘How do you do?’ Lord
Russell looked very alert, Hig mop of white hair, swept care-
lessly back, served as a dignified frame for his learned and
animateq €Yes—eyes that gave life to a wintry face. He
sh.owed Me into hig ground-fipor study, which was sand-
Wiched betweep, the gardep and the strect. It was a snug
roorrx, full of books o a large number of subjects: mathe-
matics, logic, Philosophy, history, politics. The worn volumes
stood as an impressiye testament, to his changing intellectual
Interests; they were wedged i with rows of detective stories
in glass-fronteq Victoriap bookeases. ‘AR!" he said. ‘It’s just
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four! I think we can have some tea. I sec my good wife has
left us some tea lcaves.” His ‘ce’ sounds were exaggerated. He
put a large Victorian kettle on the gas ring. It must have
containcd little water, for it sang like a choir in a Gothic
cathedral. Russell ignored the plain-song and talked, using
his pipe, which went out repeatedly, as a baton to lead the
conversation. Now and again he rcached out to take some
tobacco with unsteady fingers from a tin. When we were
comfortably settled with our tea, he began interviewing me.
Why was I concerned with philosophy when my life was in
peril? I should jolly well be doing somcthing about the
atomic bomb, to keep the Russians and Americans from
sending us all up in flames. Anyone might personally prefer
dcath to slavery, but only a lunatic would think of making
this choice for humanity.

At present, when he wasn’t working on nuclear disarma-
ment, he used detective stories for an opiate. ‘I have to read
at least onc dctective book a day,” he said, ‘to drug myself
against the nuclear threat.” His favourite crime writers were
Michael Inncs and Agatha Christie. He preferred detective
stories to novels because he found that whodunits were more
real than howtodoits. The characters in detective stories just
did things, but the heroes and heroines in novels thought
about things. If you compared sex scenes in the two media, in
his sort of pastime they got into and out of bed with alacrity,
but in the higher craft the characters were circumspect; they
took pages even to sit on the bed. Detective stories were much
more lifelike. The paradox was that authors of thrillers did
not try to be real, and thercfore they were real, while the
novelists tried to be real and therefore were unreal. The
things we most believed to be unreal—nuclear war—might
turn out to be real, and the things we took to be the most
real—philosophy—unreal.

The saviour in him was eventually tamed by the tea, and
the elder statesman of philosophy reminisced a bit about
Moore and Wittgenstein, his Cambridge juniors, and said a
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few caustic words about today’s philosophers in Oxford and
Cambridge. ‘I haven’t changed my philosophical position for
some time,’ he said. ‘My model is still mathematics. You sce,
I started out being a Hegelian. A tidy system it was. Like its
child, Communism, it gave answers to all the questions about
life and society. In 1898 (how long ago that was!), well,
almost everyone secemed to be a Hegelian. Moorc was the
first to climb down. I simply followed him. It was mathe-
matics that took me to logic, and it was logic that led mec

away from Hegel. Once we applied rigorous logic to Hegel,
he became fragmentary and puerile.’
I asked if he hagd based
on the belief that Jan
‘No, it is not so m
ture,’ h

his system of mathematical logic
guage had a structure.
. uch that I believe language has a struc-
¢ said. ‘I simply think that language is oftcn a rather
messy way of expressing things. Take a statement like “All
o are mort al”. Now, that has an unnecessary implication
‘!}:::1 gzzec} N words; that is, that there are men, that men
Syml;ols ytl)uy:au tc;‘anslate tl?js statement into m.athc.mat.lcal
About 1’\400re‘ntho away with any unnecessary 1mp.11cat1(')n.
One had only to ¢ thing T remember most was his smile.
With him, mann:ce 1t to melt, He was such a gentleman.
what I mean by “rs were everything, and now you kno.w
i 8entleman®, To be Left, for example, in
seriously. I Supposct done”. That was to tafkc somct.hing too
manly in that SEHSCPiC_SCnt-day Oxf:ord ph}losophy is gentle-
the best remary Moo 1t takes nothing ser1ousl}f. You kI:lOW
who his begt pupil ware ever made? I asked hlrr.1 one time
5> and he said, “Wittgenstein”, I said,
always looks Puzzleq ”el;trand’ he is my only Izupil who
such a good remark . Lord Russell chuckled. “That was
dentally, very chara Such a good remark. It was also, inci-
stein. Wittgenstein ?:tenitlc of both Moore and Wittgen-
%Y pupil fo, ﬁiWays puzzled. After Wittgenstein
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stein, Why do you want to know?”’—perhaps not the kindest
thing to say. He¢ said, “If I am a fool, I shall become an
acronaut—if I am a wise man, a philosopher.” I told him
to do a piece of work for me over the vacation, and when he
came back I read the first sentence and said, ‘““Wittgenstein,
you shall be 5 philosopher.” I had to read just a sentence to
know it, Wittgenstein became one. When his Tractatus came
out, I was wildly excited. I think less well of it now. At that
time, his theory that a proposition was a picture of the world
was S0 engaging and original. Wittgenstein was really a
Tolstoy and a Pascal rolled into one. You know how fierce
Tolstoy was; he hated competitors, If another novelist was
held to be better than he, Tolstoy would immediately chal-
lenge him to a duel. He did precisely this to Turgenev, and
when Tolstoy became a pacifist he was just as fierce about
his pacifism. And you know how Pascal became discontented
with mathematics and science and became a mystic; it was
the same with Wittgenstein. He was a mathematical mystic.
But after Tractatus he became more and more remote from
me, just like the Oxford philosophers. I have stopped read-
ing Oxford philosophy. I have gone on to other things. It has
become so trivial. I don’t like Oxford philosophers. Don’t
like them. They have made trivial somcthing very great.
Don’t think much of their apostle Ryle. He’s just another
clever man, In any case, you have to admit he behaved
impetuously in publicly refusing a review of the book. To be
a philosopher now, onc needs only to be clever. They are all
embarrassed when pressed for information, and I am still
old-fashioned and like information. Once, I was dining at
Oxford—Excter College High Table—and asked the
assembled Fellows what the difference between liberals and
conservatives was in their local politics. Well, each of the
dons produced brilliant epigrams and it was all very amusing,
but after half-an-hour’s recitation I knew no more about
liberals and conservatives in the college than I had at the
beginning. Oxford philosophy is like that. I have respect for
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Ayer; he likes information, and hec has a first-class stylc.’

Lord Russell explained that he had two modecls for his
own style—Milton’s prose and Baedcker’s guidebooks. The
Puritan never wrote without passion, he said, and the cicc-
rone used only a few words in recommending sights, hotcls,
and restaurants. Passion was the voice of rcason, cconomy
the signature of brilliance. As a young man, Russcll wrotc
with difficulty. Sometimes Milton and Bacdcker remained
buried in his prose until it had been redonc ten times. But
then he was consoled by Flaubert’s troubles and achicve-
ments. Now, for many ycars past, he had learned to writc in

hl.S mind, turning phrases, constructing sentences, until in
his memory the

Y grew into paragraphs and chapters. Now
he Se.ld(,)m changed a word in his dictated manuscript cxcept
fo slip in a Synonym for a word repeated absent-mindedly.
When I was an undergraduate,” he said, sucking his pipe,

[1
there were many boys cleverer than I, but I surpassed them,
because, while the

Y were dégagé, 1 had passion and fed on
controversy. I still thrive on opposition. My grandmother
V\{az 2 Woman of caustic and biting wit. When she was
cihty-three, she became kind and gentle. I had never

f::;dril:crﬁso T€asonable. She noticed the change in hersclf,

“Be;tie I’ﬁgsothe handwriting on the wall, she said to mc,
After, tea Lgndbe dead.” And she soon was.’

him about ;ny i:t Rl.lssell came to the door with me. I told

Oxford. He wre €ntion of pressing on with my rescarches at

philosophe Ng my hand and chuckled. ‘Most Oxford

and Carnblr.idkgr;ow nothing about science,” he said. ‘Oxford
first-clasg Pe0p1;r§l§?e last mediaeval islands—all right for
class peo t

ple—; heir security is harmful to second-
English academin?ke.s them insular and gaga. This is why
¢ life i Creative for some but sterile for many.’
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CHAPTER TWO

THE OPEN DOOR

My first call in Oxford was at the house of Richard Hare, of
Balliol, who, at forty-two, is onec of the more influential
Oxford tcachers of philosophy. His evangelistic zeal for the
subject consumes him. He is renowned throughout the uni-
versity for his kindness, for his sclfless teaching, and for writ-
ing an exciting book in his ficld, The Language of Morals,
published in 1952. He is also famous for his cccentric tastes,
which I encountered for myself while lunching with him.
When I arrived, he was sitting in a caravan—a study on
wheels—in the front garden of his house, rcading a book. He
hailed me from the window, and said, ‘I find it much easier
to work here than in the house. It’s quieter, don’t you
agree?” He looked like a monk, though he wasn’t dressed like
onc; he wore a well-made dark tweed jacket and well-
pressed dark-grey flannel trousers—and he had his legendary
red and green tie on. After talking for a few minutes through
the door of the caravan, we went into the house and joined
Mrs Harc and their four children for lunch. I felt relaxed at
his table. His children spoke in whispers and were remark-
ably well-mannered. His wife was douce and poised. I had
been told that invitations to his country-house reading parties
during vacations were coveted by able undergraduate philo-
sophers at Oxford, and now I could see why.

At the table, we talked about Hare’s interests. ‘I like
music very much—it’s one of my principal relaxations,” he
said at one point. ‘I listen in a very catholic way to all kinds
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of music. I deliberately don’t have a gramophonc, bccz}usc I
think it’s better for one to catch what there is on (].l(‘. wircless
instead of choosing one’s own things. I take in quite a lot of
modern stuff, although I don’t enjoy it as a whole. I listen to
it in the hope that one day I will. Also, on the wircless I have
to listen to Beethoven. I'd never go and get a gramophonc
record of Becthoven. As a schoolboy, I liked him very much,
but when the war began I was—as I think most of us were, or
anybody at all sensitive—very troubled by war and wl.lcthcr
one should be a pacifist. And I can’t cxplain why, but it sud-
denly became clear to me, listening to Beethoven and Bach
and comparing them, that as Jood, musical food, for anybody
in that kind of situation, Becthoven was cxceedingly super-
ficial and insipid. But principally superficial. To be precisc,

itappeared to me one wintry day in 1940 that his music rang
exceedingly hollow.’

At the end of lunch, Mrs Hare told us she would bring us
coffee in the caravan,

and I followed Hare to his wagon
retreat.
I asked him if there was 3 key to linguistic philosophy.
‘No,’ he said forcefully. ‘There isn’t a mcthod that any fool
can get hold of ip order to do philosophy as we do it. The
most ?haracteristic thing about Oxford philosophy is that
we 1nsist on clear thjnking, and I supposc scientists and philo-
sophers are agreed on what constitutes a good argument.
Clear thinking, of course, is especially important in my own

ﬁeld Of moral philosophy, because almost any important
moral question aris

i ® in a confused form when one first mects
tt. But oSt of the undergraduates who come up to Oxford
?;cbzoctivgicl)l:eg fo be Professional philosophers; they’re going
and businessrm":nts 20d parsons and politicians and la.v.vyers
can do is to ten . 1‘? 24 T think the most important thn}g.I
analysis is fright?'cll them to think lucidly—and linguistic
the letters to Theu Z?;:SerI for this. You have only to read
as I've read them, S\Unfortunately I forget them as soon

or I'd give you an example—to come
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across a classic instance of a problem that is made clearer for
one, and perhaps would have becn made clcarer for the
writer, by the ability to take statements to picces. My own
hobby is town planning. I read quite a lot of literature, and
it’s perfectly obvious that immense harm is done—I mean
not just confusion, academic confusion, but physical harm,
roads being built in the wrong places and that sort of thing
—Dbecause people don’t think clearly enough. In philosophy
itself, unclear thinking has led to a lot of mistakes, and I
think it is my job to take pupils through these mistakes and
show them the blind alleys in the city of philosophy. They
can go on from there. Carcful attention to language is, I
think, the best way not to solve problems but to understand
them. That is what, as philosophers, we are mainly con-
cerned with.’

I asked how, exactly, attention to language hclped in
understanding problems.

‘Suppose I said, “That chair over there is both red and not
red’,)” he replied. “This would make you say, “That can’t be
right.” Well, I say partly it’s the same sort of thing that
would make you say “That can’t be right’” if you wrote
down ““fullfil”’, spelled f-u-1-1-f-i-1. If you wrote down “fullfil”’
that way and you saw it on a page, you would say, “That
can’t be right.”” Well, this is because you’ve learned, you see,
to do a thing called spelling “fulfil”’, and you’ve also learned
to do a thing called using the word “not”. And if some-
body says to you, “That is both red and not red,” he is doing
somcthing that you lcarned n0t to do when you learned the
word “‘not”’. He has offended against a certain rule of skill (if
you like to call it that), which you mastered when you be-
came aware of how to use the word “not”’. Of course, learning
to usc the word “‘not” isn’t exactly like learning how to spell,
because it’s also knowing something about how to reason.
It’s mastering a very elementary piece of logic. The words
for “not” in different languages are the same, but not quite
the same; there are variations. For example, in Greck you’ve
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double negatives; you say, “I have not been neither to the
temple nor to the theatre.” This is why Oxford philosophy
%5 based both on simple rcasoning and on cxhaustive rescarch
into language—in  this particular casc, into the word
“not™.’
) Hare’s ideas about moral philosophy, I learned, were
1@uenced by his experiences in Japancsc prison camps in
Singapore and Thailand, where all values had to be hewn
from' the rock Of_his own conscience. In the artificial com-
fgslzlgizfs;};itpnsﬁn, he came to r.calizc. that nothing was
his head: eve Ys that everyone <farr1c:d his m.oml luggage in
rather th’an a;y gian was bqrn with his conscience, and this,
morality. (As }?e INg in society, hc.found, was the sourcc.of
is a socicty - once wrote, ‘A prisoncr-of-war community
which hag o be formed, and constantly re-
othing, The social values, whether military
plied without scrm_has brought with one can scldom be ap-
integrating SitUatiom’y to this very strange, cc?nstant.ly dis-
book, The Langug en') Indecd, the rough draft of lu.s first
was eventually ClictOf Morals—on the strength of which he
outin the grim and de a Fcll.Ow of Balliol—was hammecred
tell me that his pr(‘lsearref1 prison compounds. He went on to
his old ideas, were tr}llt vxcws.’ which were a development of
words one used iy, maka:t cthics was the exact study o_f the
ment, 10 be mqpy) h ng moraljudgn?cnts, and that Juc}g-
tive. ‘“This meang ’,h 2d to }?C both universal and prescrip-
to do Y”, thep YC’>u ¢ expl.alncd, ‘that if you say “X ought
were in X’g POSitiOncommlt yourself to the view that if you
if you have said ¢ at’ You ought to do Y also. Furthermore,
to do it—straightaw J0u ought to do Y, then you arc bound
do Y but yoy don’tay’- 1f possible, If you say that X ought to
ought to do it, the itt i nl:{ that in the same circumstances you
let your Conscien e oo tamoral judgment at all.” In cffcct,
assent o the apq, always be your guide. ‘If you do not
ally, ‘then yoy do nprO-IJOSitionS,’ Hare went on encrgetic-
ot in my opinion, really belicve in any
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moral judgments. You cannot answer ‘“‘ought’’-questions by
disguising then as “‘is”-questions.” He admitted, however,
that most of the philosophers at Oxford were not much
interested in moral philosophy. For that sort of philosophy
onc had to go to the Continent and to Existentialism.

What was the relationship between Existentialism and
British philosophy?

‘The thing wrong with the Existentialists and the other
Contincntal philosophers,” Hare said, ‘is that they haven’t
had their noscs rubbed in the neccssity of saying exactly what
they mecan. I sometimes think it’s because they don’t have a
tutorial system. You see, if you learn philosophy here you
rcad a thing to your tutor and he says to you, ‘“What do you
mcean by that?”’ and then you have to tell him. I think what
makes us good philosophers is, ultimately, the method of
teaching. But you ought to sce Iris Murdoch about Existen-
tialism. She’s read the big books.” He’d recad only little
Existentialist books, he said. He had no sympathy for people
less good than Miss Murdoch who ‘let rip on Existentialism
and usc it as a stick with which to beat “‘the sterile Oxford
philosophers™.’

Was it possible to be a philosopher and have a religious
faith?

Hare pointed out that some of the Oxford philosophers
were practising Christians. He went on to name some Catho-
lics: Elizabeth Anscombe; her husband, Peter Geach (who,
though he was not teaching at Oxford, was still ‘one of us’);
B. F. McGuinness; and Michael Dummett. ‘If you wish to
be rational,” he went on, ‘you’ve got to look for some way of
reconciling formal religion, science, and philosophy. I per-
sonally think you can reconcile only two of these things. As a
philosopher, you can work out your own personal religion,
which may or may not conform to what any particular
church says, but I think it’s slightly sophistical, say, to be a
Catholic and then insist that Hell is scientific. Some philo-
sophers here think that they can serve all three masters, and
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. . : 1 . i . The
the way they reconcile religion and SC}Cn‘CC 1s rC\ Cz;’l’l?g‘;‘\\’hcz
take the dogmatic attitude and call it “‘cmpirical’:

. . > bad
the bad go to Hell, they will verify the statcment that the ba

go to Hell.” So much for the scientific principlcl of V‘Crllf)i((::a;
tion! T think if yYou are a Catholic and arc going to
philosopher,

you're almost bound to do onc of two thingsI.
<k rigidly to the formal kinds of ph}losoplllyi—t
matical logic, purc linguistic analysis, and tha

One is to sti
mean mathe
kind of thin

8- The other is to do ordinary philosophy—my
sort—but with distinct slant.’ . .
It was getting late in the afternoon, and I said I must take
my leave., W

© Went back into the house, so that I could say
goodbye to My

Hare, and she insisted on our taking an?t.lllc{
cup of coffee, ‘T hope Your afternoon has been worthwhile,
she said. ‘1 have learned all the philosophy I know from
reading the Proofs of my 1 band’s books.’

¥y husband’s ' ]
Mr Hare had been candid and informative. Like all good
tutors, he wag

: r
a little idiosyncratic and somewhat oracula
but very approachable.

Next Morning 1 dropped in on Iris Murdoch. She,
Elizabeth Anscony ¢, and Phjl; pa Foot make up the squad-
ron of Oxforq’g ferninine phﬂosgphch, and they and Richard
Ha.re make up th, Constabulary of moral philosophy at the
university, Among er friends and students, Miss Murdoch
has ,the. TCPutation op eing a saint, and she has no cnemics.
S}}e s likely tq 80 aboy without a ,thought for her dress and
w;:'}}t(:luz i PEANY in her Pocket, and this abscnt-1’1'1i1'1dc_dne_SS
It)wo V\Forlda:\lts li?lurce in her custom of living and thinking in

i ich she
inhabits with g, i]ioti,o;):y and literature—both of which s

N ing novels,

Bell d aplomb. Two of her engaging
XZ: suerpr?:e(ii gl’lder the Net, 1 had read very rccently, and I
time noveljgt Sa a Writer of such gifts should be only a Palzt'
St Anne’s Go.lle _ 8rected me a¢ the door of her study, in
She had a Strikig;’ ANd T o immediately drawn to her.

appearance, very much like my image of
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St Joan—a cclestial expression cast in the rough features of a
pcasant, and straight, blond hair unevenly clipped.

I determined to steer my way to philosophy by asking her
about her writing. ‘I do my writing at home, during vacations,’
she said haltingly. ‘I settle down with some paper and my
characters, and carry on until I get things done. But terms I
devote mostly to reading and teaching philosophy—I
haven’t written any philosophy lately. Yes, I do find time to
read a lot of novels, but I don’t think I trespass on my serious
reading. No, I don’t think there is any dircct connection
betwcen philosophy and my writing. Perhaps they do come
together in a gencral sort of way—in considering, for example,
what morality is and what goes into making decisions.’ She
had been an undergraduate at the same timc as Hare and,
like him, had rcad Greats, but, unlike him, she had come
accidentally to professional philosophy. The aftermath of
the war put her in touch with Existentialism. ‘I was in London
during thc war,’ she rccalled, ‘and afterward went to Brus-
sels to do refugee work. In Belgium, there was a tremendous
ferment going on; everyone was rushing around reading
Kierkegaard and Jean-Paul Sartre. I knew something about
them from my undergraduate days, but then I read them
deeply.” She returned to England and Cambridge to study
French philosophy and to look at English philosophy afresh.
Wittgenstein had just retired, and she regretted very much
that she had arrived too late for his lectures. His philosophy,
however, still towered over the university, and she was led up
to it by Professor John Wisdom, a disciple of Wittgenstein’s,
and Miss Anscombe, a pupil and translator of Wittgenstein’s,
whom Miss Murdoch had known from her undergraduate
days.

I asked Miss Murdoch if she had ever seen Wittgenstcin.

‘Yes. He was very good-looking,’ she replied, feeling her
way like a novelist. ‘Rather small, and with a very, very
intelligent, shortish face and piercing eyes—a sharpish, in-
tent, alert face and those very piercing eyes. He had a
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trampish sort of appearance. And he had two cmpty rooms,
with no books, and just a couple of deck chairs and, of
course, his camp bed. Both he and his sctting were very un-
nerving. His extraordinary directness of approach and the
absence of any sort of paraphernalia were the things that un-
nerved people. I mean, with most people, you mect them in a
framework, and there are certain conventions about how you
talk to them, and so on. There isn’t a naked confrontation of
personalities. But Wittgenstein always imposed this con-
frontation on all his rclationships. I met him only twice and
I didn’t know him well, and perhaps that’s why I always
thought of him, as a person, with awe and alarm.’

She stopped talking suddenly, and it was some time before
she resumed. Then she said that she had somc things in
common, as a moral philosopher, with Miss Anscombc and
Mrs Foot. The three of them were certainly united in their
objection to Harc’s view that the human being was the
monarch of the Univcrse, that he constructed his values from
scratch. They were interested in ‘the reality that surrounds
man—transcendent or whatever’. She went on to add that
the three of them were very dissimilar. ‘Elizabeth is Catholic
and sees God in a particular colour, Miss Murdoch said.
Philippa is in the process of changing her position.” As for
herself, she had not fully worked out her own views, though

sf)m.etlmes she did fing herself agrecing with the Existen-
tialists that every Person

was irremcdiably different from
every other.

Would she perhapg Compare the moral philosophy in Eng-
land and France, I ag.q remember

M b
that she had read the big books, ing Hare’s comment
I ;Son?;: of t}}:e French Existentialists fccl th
1; philosop ers err When they picture morality as a matter
° Cfm.sls'cer}lﬁy;ﬂ;h Universa] rules,’ she answered. ‘The Exist-
enct}ghstzf;c: ct)uat. €ven though you may cndorse the rules
SZ; gxdorsc t}?em’. '11E 15 stil.l your own individual choice that
Y ¢ Existentialists fecl that you can have

at certain Eng-
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a morality without producing consistent or explicable rules
for your conduct. They allow for a much more personal and
acsthetic kind of morality, in which you have to explain
yoursclf] as it were, to your pcers.’

As she talked on, it became clear to me that she was much
morc an intuitive person than an analytic onc, and rc-
garded idcas as so many precious stones in the human dia-
dem. Unlike Hare, she found it hard to imaginc the diadem
locked up in an ivory tower, or like the Crown Jewels in the
Tower of London. ‘Most English philosophers,” she said,
‘sharc certain assumptions of Wittgenstein and Austin. You
might want to look into them as persons. They were the most
extraordinary men among us.’

After saying goodbye to Miss Murdoch, I carried my re-
scarches on to Magdalen College. There I intended to draw
out G. J. Warnock, who hcld onc of the keys to the Austinian
legend. This legend was as ubiquitous as the stained-glass
windows, and it might be presumed to illuminate the dark
room of Oxford philosophy, for J. L. Austin, who had died
a few months before I began my quest, had dominated Ox-
ford in much the same way that Wittgenstein had dominated
Cambridge. In the course of an Oxford-to-London telephone
call, I asked John, ‘What was the source of everyone’s venera-
tion of Austin?’ and he said, more analytically than unkindly,
‘Every cult needs a dead man.” He likened the Austinian sect
to primitive Christianity, though he added that he did not
think the worshippers would ever be blessed with a St Paul.
As it happencd, I had attended onc of Austin’s lectures,
just out of curiosity, while I was an undergraduate, and had
been entranced by his performance. To look at, he was a tall
and thin man, a sort of parody on the desiccated don. His
face suggested an osprey. His voice was flat and metallic, and
seemed to be stuck on a note of disillusion. It sounded like a
telephone speaking by itsclf. The day I was present, he
opened his lecture by reading aloud a page from Ayer’s
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The Problem of Knowledge. He read it in a convincing way, and
then he began taking it to bits: “‘What docs he mcan by this?’
He bore down heavily on Ayer’s argument with regard to
illusion—that you cannot trust your senses, because they are
sometimes mistaken. He said that the passage about pcoplc’s
having illusions made this sound as if it were much more fre-
quent than in fact it was—as if when people saw a stick in
water and it looked bent, they were inevitably deccived into
thinking that it actually was bent. Austin turned around to
the blackboard ang, leaning forward, drew a sort of triangle
with a tl}in, frOOked stick in it. He added a cherry at the cnd
R i e 5 i o
as he did 0, ‘Houw mane, (o 7o @ stem and a foof, asies
lectured in ; 4 0(;”' many‘ of you think it is a bu'cl\ct. ’C
deceived €adpan voice, peopling the room with Ayecr's
H}cn, all of whom would take the glass to be a
bucket. This wag Austin’s wa f saying that no more people
were deceived by Ayepc < Y of saying that |
Yer's stick in the water than by the glass
on the blackboarg, thy( gy bout the fallibility
of the senses wag much lycr § argument abou p ¢ and
that most of what th ¢ ¢ss cogent than he madc out, a
¢ logical positivists called illusions were

in fact a madmgyp ) ;
formed like ¢y, ;;ls delusmns. I was told that Austin per-

. > day after 44 , ine. ridiculing, caricatur-

i:/l}%i’l; X;gegzrcttm‘g’ never ﬂaég?r:rcznfj’s work of demolition,

bemused, fol.pélca.l Undergraduates watched, amused and

was the voice ofe:ll-I nFI the performance—the legend—there

marks on Philo, Istilleg intelligencc. Austin’s trenchant re-

cherished qUOtatiop €IS would make a small volume of

clerihew he wr, 1S, and among them would surely be a
) on the Harvard logician W. V. Quine:

veryth:

Is jursyttggleg done by Quine

All we ..

To fogg;

When T arriyeq at

W .
Clant 1S to be left alone,
< around on our own.

Magdalen, I found Warnock reading
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the bulletin board in the porter’s lodge. He looked slightly
younger than Hare, and was round-faced and rather tweedy;
his appcarance went with round-rimmed glasses, though he
didn’t have any glasses on. He was, however, wearing a
rather nice, formal V-shaped smile. Yes, he was expccting
me, he said, and took me straight to the Senior Common
Room for lunch. Warnock was the custodian of Austin’s
papers, but we didn’t talk about Austin right away. Once we
were in the S.C.R., T asked him about the lightning attack
he and Dr David Pears, of Christ Church, had made on
Gellner and Watkins in a discussion on the B.B.C. Third
Programme in 1957. After Gellner’s polemical book ap-
pearcd, some of his detractors had claimed that this broad-
cast had provided him with both the motive and the
cue for writing it—that when the articulate Oxford pair
defeated the less articulate Gellner and his satellite, Watkins,
the defeat had made Watkins sulk and Gellner write. ‘I wish
I’d known that that little rapping of the knuckles would lead
to the big storm,” Warnock said. ‘Gellner is a rather sensi-
tive chap.’ I had not expected him to show cven this much
sympathy for Gellner, for I had been told that Warnock was
onc of Austin’s two or three favourites, and I knew Austin
was one of Gellner’s main targets.

The lunch was a communal affair, an occasion for general
conversation, and I was not able to draw Warnock out until
it was time for coffce, when all the other Fellows settled
down to their newspapers and we managed to find a corner
to ourselves. Once I had mentioned Austin, Warnock needed
no further urging. I just sat back and listened.

‘Like Wittgenstein,” he said, ‘Austin was a genius, but
Wittgenstein fitted the popular picture of a genius. Austin,
unfortunately, did not. Nevertheless, he did succeed in
haunting most of the philosophers in England, and to his
colleagues it seemed that his terrifying intelligence was
never at rest. Many of them used to wake up in the night
with a vision of the stringy, wiry Austin standing over their
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pillow like a bird of prey. Their daylight hours were no
better. They would write some philosophical sentences and
then read them over as Austin might, in an expressionless,
frigid voice, and their blood would run cold. Some of them
werc so intimidated by the mecre fact of his existence that
they weren’t able to publish a single article during his
lifetime.’

Austin’s all-consuming passion was language, Warnock
went on, and he was endlessly fond of rcading books on gram-
mar. He thought of words as if they were insccts, which
needed to be grouped, classified, and labelled, and just as the
entomologist was not put off by the fact that there were
countless insects, so the existence of thousands of words,
Austin thought, should not be a deterrent to a lexicographer-
Philosopher. ‘Austin,’ Warnock said, ‘wanted philosophers
to classify these “specech acts”’—thesc promises, prayers,
FOPCS, commendations.’ In Austin’s view, most philosophers
In the past had stumbled on somec original idcas and had
spent their time producing a few illustrative examples for
the.lr theories, and then as soon as they were safely dead other
Ph_ll?sophers would repeat the process with slightly different
Ong.lna} ideas. This practice had frozen philosophy from the
beglr}mng of time into an unscientific, non-cumulative state.
‘Ssztl;lfwt?;lntc'd to thaw the ice of ages, by unflagging appli'czvl-
clones the 1nte11c-ct, and make phllosoph.y a cumulatl\.c
prcdec;s us enabhng one philosol?hcr to pick up where his

b Sor had left off ‘He envisaged the future task of
ngu(::SZIf?Zﬁrs as the compilation of super-grammar—a cata-
why he co: é)os:lmle fl}nctions of words—and this was pcrhapli
said, ‘He ‘iaz'e reading grammar bo9ks 50 ml%Ch’, Warnocd
the Patienes extremebf rigid in pursuit o.f dc.talls, and he ha
had not diedand efﬁmer}cy needed for this difficult task. If h.e
detailed Workat .fOrty-e1ght——he had cancer, youw kflowj—hls

“Woas AUStinr?;fgiht have led to some b.eal;ltlful things.

. uenced by Wittgenstein?’ T asked.

h H
> 10,” Warnock saig quickly. ‘In all of Austin’s papers
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there is no cvidence that he ever really read him. I do remem-
ber once or two of his lectures in which he read a page or two
of Wittgenstein aloud, but it was always to show how incom-
prchensible and obscure the Austrian philosopher was, and
how casily he could be parodied and dismissed.’

I was getting worricd by the fact that I was supposed to
admirc Austin as a man, and said, ‘Were there some things
about him that were human?’

‘Oh, yes,” said Warnock, with a smile that indicated a
faint donnish disapproval of my question. ‘He was onc of the
best teachers here. He taught us all absolute accuracy.’

I repeated my question in a slightly different form.

‘He rcally was a very unhappy man,” Warnock said
quictly. ‘It worried him that he hadn’t written much. One
lecture, “Ifs and Cans”, which appeared in the Proceedings
of the British Academy in 1956, became famous, but it is mainly
a ncgative work, and he published very few articles and,
significantly, not a single book. He rcad, of course—an enor-
mous amount—and the margins of everything he went over
were filled with notes, querics, and condemnations. When he
went to Harvard to give the William James lectures, in 1955,
he took cveryone there by surprise. Because he hadn’t written
anything, they expected his lectures to be thin, for they judged
the worth of scholars according to their big books. From his
very first lecture they realized that his reading was stagger-
ing. To add to his writing block, he had a fear of micro-
phones, and this prevented him from broadcasting, like Sir
Isaiah Berlin; this was another source of unhappiness. He
took enormous pride in teaching, but this began to peter out
in his last years, when he felt that he had reached the summit
of his influence at Oxford. Toward the end of his life, there-
fore, he decided to pack up and go permancntly to the
University of California in Berkeley, where he had once
been a visiting professor and where he thought he’d have

more influence as a tcacher. But before he could get away
from Oxford, he died.
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Warnock was in the middle of straightening out and cdit-
ing Austin’s papers, and he told me there were scores of bad
undergraduate essays that Austin had written for his tutor at
Balliol. “These essays were of little value becausc his philo-
sophy tutor set him useless subjects,” Warnock said. It was
probably his education at his public school, Shrewsbury,
rather than at Balliol, that got him his Firsts, thec Magdalen
tutor thought. Besides the bad essays, his papers included
only two sets of lectures—one on perception, the other the
William James addresses. But both of them were in note
form, and would not total much more than eighty thousand
words when Warnock had finished turning them into sen-
tences. Warnock was worried by his task of filling out his
master’s lectures. If, by some miracle, the Austin-Warnock
composition did add up to a hundred thousand words, then
the publishers might be persuaded to bring out the work in
two handsome volumes. Otherwise, there would be only one
posthumous book, along with the few published articles, as-a
recc?rd of Austin’s genius. (Some time later, the Oxford
Umvers.ity Press brought out a small book, Sense and Sensibilia,
by Austin, reconstructed from manuscript notes by Warnock.)
There were, of course, his many devoted pupils, and they
would commemorate him.

Au.stin’s family life, T learned, had been conventional. ‘He
married a pupil, and had four children,” Warnock said. ‘He
Wwas a good husband and a good father. His daughter, now
eighteen, 1s about to come up to Oxford; his elder son, who is
seventeen, is going to do engineering. The third child, a boy
%fﬁgﬁ:}e:m 1S very clever, and is about to go up to my school,
we hs : er. He talks and.looks very much like Austin‘, and

T wasgz?at hopes for him. The youngest child is a girl.’

;9> Hme to go, and as Warnock walked out to the
%)rltiel:s lodge with me, I asked him a bit about himself.
er'leat: :;‘;Sit ;f; the other philosophers about, he had. not read
modern phiigosoaway. HE': %1ad dc.mc P.P.E.—a combination of

Phy, political science, and economics—before
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going on to a ycar of Greats and a prize fcllowship at Mag-
dalen. He had been very fortunate in having Sir Isaiah
Berlin, now Chichcle Professor of Social and Political
Theory, for his tutor, and also in having a philosopher for
his wife. She and Warnock had together managed the Jowett
Socicty (for undergraduate philosophers), and they had de-
cided to get married after they were officers emeritus. He was
writing a book on free will—one of the oldest chestnuts in the
philosophical fire. His parting injunction to me was to see
Strawson. ‘He’ll be able to tell you some more about Austin,’
he called after me, waving.

I walked back to my old college, where I'd been given a
guest room, to pick up my mail, and was delighted to find a
letter from John, who had an uncanny gift of never failing
me; he scemed to sense my questions before I could put them.
Just as Oxford philosophy, in his words, ‘made a techniquc of
being non-technical’, John made a technique of helping his
friends without apparent cffort. It cheered me up to find out
that his impaticnce with philosophy did not extend to his
friend’s rescarches. He said that I shouldn’t miss secing
Strawson. ‘He not only is the best philosopher in the univer-
sity but is also unrivalled as a teacher of it,” John wrote. ‘He’s
discovering ncw stars in the philosophical firmament.’ Austin,
he went on, had his equal in Strawson; indced, at one meet-
ing of the exclusive Aristotelian Society, créme de la créme of all
philosophical societics, Strawson had roundly defeated Austin

in a disputation about Truth—a truth that Austin had never
acknowledged.

Next day, I waited for P. F. Strawson, Fellow of Univer-
sity College, Oxford, in his Senior Common Room. Strawson,
who is considered by both undergraduates and his colleagues
to be the most high-powered and creative philosopher in Eng-
land, arrived just a little late and greeted me apologetically.
He had blue eyes with what I took to be a permanently wor-
ried expression, and, at forty-one, looked like an elderly
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young man. At lunch, I asked him to tcll me a little bit about
himself, which he did, in a modest fashion that by now I had
stopped associating with philosophers. He had becn schooled
in Finchley, a suburb of London, he said, and hc had rcad
Greats about the same time as Hare, Miss Murdoch, Miss
Anscombe and Warnock. His carcer, like theirs, had been
interrupted by the war, the closc of which found him teaching
in Wales. ‘I didn’t know what provincialism was until I got
there,” he said. He had been delighted to get an appointment
to Oxford, partly because Oxford had more philosophy in its
curriculum than any other university. This, he cxplained,
was the reason that a philosophy planted in Cambridge had
flowered at Oxford. Cambridge now had only two cminent
philosophers—John Wisdom and R. B. Braithwaitc—while
Oxford was swarming with them. Without the buzz-buzz,
there would be no philosophy, he said; the university would
be a hive minus the honey.

After lunch, as I climbed up the steps to his room, I felt I
was leaving the Oxford of lost causcs behind me—the way
h": moved Suggested subdued confidence. We sat by the
window, and for some time, as we talked, I was awarc of the
acrobatic motions of Strawson’s legs, which werc now
wrapped around ope of the legs of a writing table and now
slung over another chair. We talked about other philosophers
28 S0 many birds outside preying on the insccts that Austin
had dug up for them. I felt Id reached the augur of philo-
sophy. ‘On-the window sill were lying the proofs of an article
zz;::ed ghdlosophy in England’, which was stamped © Times
Str e uppl‘?”_‘em, Special Issuc on the British Imagination’.
;rawson admitted that he was the author of the anonymous
pllece, and.Wh.ile he went to telephone for some coffee, I
glanced, with his Permission, at the first paragraph:

An Australian philosopher, returning in 1g6o to the
cegtre of English philosophy after an absence of more than
2 decade, remarkeq on, and regretted, the change found.
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He had left a revolutionary situation in which every new
movce was delightfully subversive and liberating. He re-
turned to find that, though the subject appeared still to be
confidently and encrgetically cultivated, the revolutionary
ferment had quite subsided. Where there had been, it
secemed to him, a general and triumphant movement in
one dircction, there were now a number of individuals
and groups pursuing divergent interests and ends, often in
a rclatively traditional manner.

When Strawson had rcturned to his chair, I asked him
whether he agreed with the Australian philosopher. He said
he did—that ‘the view of the Australian philosopher was
cssentially right’. For a fuller statement of his own conclu-

sions, hc modestly directed me to the summary at the end of
his article:

Even in the heyday of the linguistic movement, it is
doubtful whether it numbered among its adherents or
semi-adhcrents more than a substantial minority of British
philosophers. It was associated primarily with one place—
Oxford—and there it centred around one man—Austin—
its most cxplicit advocate and most acute and whole-
hearted practitioner. Its heyday was short. When a revo-
lutionary movement begins to write its own history, some-
thing at lcast of its revolutionary impetus has been lost;
and in the appearance of The Revolution in Philosophy
[by A. J. Ayer, W. C. Kneale, G. A. Paul, D. F. Pears,
P. F. Strawson, G. J. Warnock, and R. A. Wollheim, with
an introduction by Gilbert Ryle, 1956] . . . and of G. J.
Warnock’s English Philosophy Since 1900 (1958) there were
signs that eyes werc being lifted from the immediate task,
indications of pause and change. Indeed, the pull of
generality was felt by Austin himself, who, before he died,
was beginning to work out a general classificatory theory
of acts of linguistic communication. It is still too early to
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say what definite directions change will take. In spitc of
the work of Ayer, who never attached value to the lingu-
istic idea, and who, in his most recent book, The Problem of
Knowledge (1956), continued to uphold a traditional em-
piricism with unfailing elegance and skill, it scems unlikely
that he or others will work much longer in the vein. There
are portents, however, of a very different kind. Onc is the
appearance of a persuasive study entitled Hegel: A Re-
examination (1958) by J. N. Findlay. Hampshirc’s Thought
and Action (1959), with its linking of cpistemology, philo-
sophy of mind, and moral philosophy, is highly indicative
of a trend from piccemeal studies towards bolder syntheses;
1t shows how the results of recent discussions can be utilized
1 a conmstruction with both Hegelian and Spinozistic
affinities. Strawson’s Individuals (1959) suggests a scaled-
down Kantianism, pared of idcalism on the onc hand and
2 particular conception of physical scicnce on the other,
'1'"he Philosophy of logic and language takes on a tauter
hne. and a more formal tone in the work of logicians who
derive their inspiration mainly from Frege. Finally, some
of the most successfyy] work of the period has been in the
philosophy of mind; and it seems reasonable to Supposc
that further studies will follow upon Ryle’s Concept of Mind
1(;949)’ V\’httgenstein’s Investigations (1953), and Mi§S
n§°°”.‘be S Intention(1957) and that, in them, Ryle’s explicit
jvr;n 1\)/thtgenstein’s implicit suggestions of system'atilation
o reals'(;ﬁned and reassessed. The Australian phlloso.pher
tion. Wh: elr:OUgh to claim that he found a changed situa-
through tonthnowledge of this fact of change finally filters
philosoph \95¢ who habitually comment on the state of
with it re};:‘gthout any significant first-hand acquaintance
anticipated fOns of complacency may be expected. In the
gains and adace of these it is worth reaffirming t!lat the
lowed the 1 vances made in the dozen years w%llCh fol-
been made iar Were probably as great as any which have
1 an equivalent period in the history of the
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subject. A new level of refinement and accuracy in con-
ceptual awarcness has been reached, and an addition to

philosophical mecthod has been established which will, or
should, be pcrmanent.

I wanted my augur to divine in more detail the flights of the
philosophical birds, and asked him to tell mc what was next.

‘Fiftcen years ago,” he began, with a nod to the past, ‘we
were perhaps over-confident, and dismissed the problems of
the great thinkers of the past as mere verbal confusions. It
was right after the war, and we were mesmerized by Wittgen-
stein and Austin.” Some were still under their spell, he con-
tinued, but within the last five ycars most had wandered out
of the magic circle.

‘Was the Russell and Gellner charge of sterility in philo-
sophy applicable, then, only to the first decade after the
war’? I asked.

He thought so, he said, adding, ‘They are thinking of
things like Austin’s Saturday mornings.” He went on to tell
me that these meetings admitted only Fellows, no professors
or othcers senior to Austin. Austin and his pet colleagues
whiled away their Saturday mornings by distinguishing
shades of meaning and the exact applications of words like
‘rules’, ‘rcgulations’, ‘principles’, ‘maxims’, ‘laws’. ‘Even
this method, sterile with anyone else, was very fertile with
Austin,” Strawson said, ‘though apparently not for Sir
Isaiah Berlin and Stuart Hampshire. Sir Isaiah didn’t last
very long, because the whole approach was uncongenial
to him, and in any case his genius lay in breathing life into
the history of ideas. Most of the other brilliant philosophers,
however, turned up regularly.” This was perhaps what gave
Oxford philosophy some sort of unity in the eyes of its critics,
Strawson thought, but they overlooked the fact that on week-
days Austin did encourage (with results) people to do re-
search in perception—in psychology and physiology. ‘Even
on his Saturday mornings, towards the end of his life, he was
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coming around to more general sorts of questions,’ Strawson
added, waggling his feet on the table. He then echoed a
sentiment I’d heard again and again at Oxford: ‘Austin was
one of the kindest men in the university.” He went on, ‘As for
the present, we arc now rediscovering our way to the tradi-
tional way of doing philosophy. Ryle is composing a book on
Plato and Aristotle, Warnock is reworking thc problem of
free will, and I'm writing a little volume on Kant.” Thus,
everything was now in ferment, and he imagined that the
future might hold a philosophical synthesis chisclled and
shaped with linguistic tools,
. Stra\\ison’s scout brought in some coffee, and both of us
sipped it gratefully, T spent the remaining timec piccing
tOget}ter _Strawson’s intellectual biography. Hec spent the
ea.rly fifties writing Introduction to Logical Theory, in which he
;2:3 tto explode Russell’s theory that formal logic was the
ordinao al perfect, unmessy language. Logic was simpl.c anFl
work Zlda?fuage was complex, Strawson maintained In th}s
was ;eall h_CrCfOf‘e_ neither could supplant the other. B.ut it
his preser?t 'S Individuals, published in 1959, that contained
working Ou‘;“z;:’s- I?Ie.devotcd the second half of the ’fiftics to
Individuals, 30 e .dlSt‘l.nCtiOHS prcsentefi in Individuals. ‘In my
what the ’nece:ald, instead of analysing the Ianguagc, I ask
reach the Condiaf“y condztzon:v of lan-gu:agc arc. lec.Kant, I
S10n that objects exist in space and time, and
is derived from them, rather than the ob-
guage. This enables me to state that the
N precedes the idea of mind and body—that
Son, which includes mind and body, before
€r mind or body. Through this concept of
the old dualistic problem—how mind and
Parate entities, can interact on each other.
€an think of myself as an objective person—
both mind and body—when I postulate the
¥ Persons, In my view, people’s existence is
Same sense that, for example, this table is

:chat our language
Jects from the lan
coneept of a pergq
we think of 5 per
we think of eith
persons I solve
bOdY: lf tW() se
I answer that I
which subsumeg
existence of othe
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hard. It is hard because everyone agrecs that it is hard, and it
does not make any scnse to say ‘“This is not so’’, or to ask
whether it is really hard. But if cveryone had a different
opinion about whether this table was hard or not, the fact of
the table’s hardness would, for that very reason, cease to be
objective, and one would have to speak in some such terms
as: “‘I have the peculiar sensc of this table.” If people had
peculiar senses of the table, it would deprive the table of
existence. This argument holds for existence gencrally. For
the existence of anything would be a private experience if
people didn’t agree about it. In my Individuals 1 establish that
agrcement about the hard table is tantamount to saying that
the table cxists. But the sort of objectivity we ascribe to the
hard table we cannot ascribe to pain, for example, because
people do not agree about other people’s pain, and people do
not feel pain all at the same time. If they did, we should be
able to talk about pain in the same way that we talk about
the hard table. Nonctheless, I am able to establish that pain
is objective.’

By now, his legs were completely entangled with those of
the hard table, but it was quite clear to me that he was one
thing and the hard table another, and that both of them
(hard table more than he) were objective. It was also quite
clear to me that if men were no longer just clockwork
machines, or Pavlov’s dogs with ivory-tower bells ringing for
their intellectual food, then metaphysics (or the mind)—
which until the publication of Strawson’s Individuals Oxford
philosophers thought they had discarded forever—was now
back in the picture. With the edifying thought that I had a

mind in some sense as objective as my body, I took my leave
of the scaled-down Kant.

I returned to my college and found John in its buttery; he
had come up to consult some classical manuscripts in the

Bodleian Library. Once beer was served, we settled down on
a bench in a corner.
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‘I don’t really want to talk your subject,” John said, smiling,
‘but my curiosity has got the better of me.’

‘’ve just come from Strawson,” I said. ‘He cxplained to
me his notions about mind and body, but I did find them
difficult. What do you think about them?’

‘As I told you in London,” he began, rcluctantly but good-
humouredly, ‘I only skimmed the sccond half of Individuals.’

‘Yes, yes,” I said. ‘Go on.’

“The ideas contained in Individuals have a very long his-
tory,” John said. ‘Without going into all of it, you know that
in the ’thirties Wittgenstcin talked a lot about the problem
of mind and body. His pupils kept claboratc authorized
notes, which were only recently published as The Blue and
Brown Books. It was during his lifetime that Ryle brought out
his The Concept of Mind, which galled Wittgenstein very
much, since it contained many of his unpublished ideas.
Ryle had reached most of his conclusions indcpendently, but
this did not assuage old Wittgenstein, who had allowed him-
self to be beaten at the publishing game.’

John swallowed some beer and then fumbled in scveral
pockets for tobacco, pipe cleaner, and matches. As he filled
his pipe, he blew a question in my direction: ‘Would you like
to know something about The Concept of Mind?’

I said T would, especially since Ryle, for personal reasons,
Was unable to seec me. ‘Well, it is a great work and has had
enormous influence,” John said. ‘In this book, Ryle talks
about the question “What is knowledge?”” and also talks,
more significantly, about what he calls, or, rather, what he
Caricatures ag “‘the dogma of the Ghost in the Machine”.’
The behaviourists, he went on to explain, had maintained
that there wag no mind but only a body—Pavlov’s dogs—
and that all statements supposedly about the mind were
covertly about the body. For them, thinking came down to
merely a movement of the larynx, for when you think you
can feel your throat move, as if you were talking to yourself,
Ryle became convinced that the behaviourists had not con-
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querced the classic problem of the mind and the body, and
went on to ask the classic question of how one gets from the
mind to the body—how the two halves meet. When I feel a
pain, how do I gct, say, from the pinched nerve ends to
sensing a pain; or when I am revolted by a bad smell, how
docs, say, the sulphur applied to my nostrils find its way to
the inside of my mind? In The Concept of Mind, Ryle, like
the bchaviourists, dismissed the commonly held theory,
formulated by Descartes, among others, that the human per-
son consists of two halves, the mind and the body, the body
being matcrial, or visible, audible, tasteable, touchable, and
smcllable, and the mind being spiritual, or invisible, in-
audible, untastcable, untouchable, and unsmellable. He cari-
catured this dualism as the Ghost in the Machine. The
Ghost-in-the-Machine men thought that when one said ‘I
fecl a pain’ or ‘I sce a flash’, one was referring to a private
mental act; such acts, unlike the movements of the body,
were not verifiable except by the person who performed them.
‘Ryle, agrecing with the behaviourists, said that in fact we
know perfectly well whether other people want things and
hate things and know things,” John continued. ‘You tell
whether somcone knows somcthing by his actions. If I say
“I know how to read”, this doesn’t say anything about the
private statc of my mind, invisible, inaudible, and so on, but
just means that if you put a book in front of me I can read it.
That kind of thing. There’s a whole serics of potential state-
ments that can thus be “unpacked”—Ryle’s expression—
at will. Ryle reached the triumphant conclusion that there
are not two parts to the person but, rather, one entity, which
is—well, it’s not just body. This conclusion is not quite
behaviourism—which doesn’t recognize any mind—but
posits a machine with a plus. As always, though, various
people were soon as dissatisfied with Ryle as he had been
with the bchaviourists, and as the behaviourists had been
with Decscartes’ Ghost-in-the-Machine man. For my part,
I’ve never been very clear what’s supposed to be wrong with
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The Concept of Mind, cxcept that I myself do believe that there
is a ghost in the machine and I do not see how you can get on
without one. I recalize that this attitude is disrecputable. I
mean absolutely disreputable, not just unprofessional, for today
my belicf would be considered full of logical lacunae.’

Because I wanted John to make a connection between
Rylc and Strawson before I lost The Concept in the philo-
sophical fog in my mind, I didn’t pause to commiserate with
him but pressed on. ‘How does Strawson improve on Ryle?’
I asked.

‘Strawson is very good in this, because he tries to prescerve
somcthing from Descartes, on the one hand, and behaviour-
ism revised by Ryle, on the other,” John said. ‘He says that
you can’t understand the meaning of the word ‘““‘thinking”’
unless you can understand both its mental and its physical
aspects. Take pain, for example. Descartes would have said
that pain was only a mental occurrence; the behaviourists,
with modifications from Ryle, said that pain was mere
physical bchaviour—hopping up and down and going “Ow!”
or something like that. But Strawson says that you can’t
understand the word “pain’ unless you understand both its
aspects: (1) the hopping around and (2) the feeling of pain,
and that since otk other people and I hop around when we
are in pain, and since both also feel it, pain is checkable, is,
%n a way, objective. Thus, by including both these aspects
In the concept of “persons” (which in turn includes oneself
and other people), he is able to add further pluses to the old
machine. Strawson’s on to something new, but all the
Philosophers here are niggling at one or two logical
ﬂz_‘ws in his chapter on persons, because most of them
still tend to cling to behaviourism. There’s one chap who
carrried behaviourism to such an extreme that he says that
€Ven to dream is merely to acquire a disposition to tell stories
1n the mOrnjng.a

John rose to go. ‘I must get to the Bodleian before it
closes,” he said.
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‘One or two minutes more, John,” I begged, and he
accepted another half pint.

John told me a few things about Ryle. Hc came from a
family of clerical dignitaries, and this probably explaincd his
anticlericalism. He was educated in a ‘marginal public
school’ and at Qucen’s College, Oxford. He rcad both Greats
and P.P.E., with cnormous success, and managed at the
same time to be on the rowing crew. The Senior Common
Room atmospherec—any Common Room would do—fitted
him like a glove. He essentially liked drinking beer with his
fellow-men. He pretended to dislike intellectual matters and
publicized his distaste for reading, but he had been known to
reveal ecncyclopadic knowledge of Fielding and Jane Austen.
He loved gardening, and he also loved going to philoso-
phical conventions, where his charm overwhclmed every-
one. Young philosophers swarmed round him and he was
too kind to them. He was a perfect Victorian gentleman;
he would have been a sitting duck for Matthew Arnold’s
criticism of Philistinism, just as he actually was for Gellner’s
attack on idle philosophy. ‘Once, Ryle saw Isaiah Berlin
coming from a performance of Bach’s B-Minor Mass in the
Sheldonian Theatre,” John said. ‘Berlin was totally absorbed
by the moving experience he had just undergone. Ryle
shouted to him across Broad Street, “Isaiah, have you been
listening to some tunes again?”’’

John put down his mug and stood up. ‘I really must go,’ he
said. ‘I hope you won’t assume from my hasty picturc of
" Ryle that I don’t like him. Actually, he’s a very lovable man,
and a highly intelligent one. I simply don’t share his distrust
of imagination. You know, Hume devoted very little space
in all his works to the imagination. He said that it was only a
peculiar faculty of mind that could combine primary cxperi-
ences, enabling one to picture centaurs and mermaids. Well,
Ryle has very much the same conception. His own images arc

mundane, like so many gateposts, firm in the ground.” John
waved and departed.
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My next call was at Professor Aycr’s rooms, in New
College. He was sitting at his desk, writing, and after he had
risen to greet me, he said, rather grandly, ‘Would you terribly
mind waiting a bit? I’m just writing the last paragraph of
my address.” His professorship at Oxford was recent, and he
still had to deliver his public inaugural lecture. I sat down
across from the philosopher at work. His wholc appcarance
was very striking. He was a rather small man, with a fine,
triangular face and a slightly hooked nosc. His curly hair,
turning silver grey, was beautifully brushed; he scemed to
have just come out of a barber’s shop, and had a sort of
glamorous sheen that I had not therctofore met up with
among the philosophers. He was smoking not a pipe but a
cigarette, in a long holder. And now, instcad of writing, he
was leaning back in his chair and impaticntly twisting his
hands. He looked rather sclf-consciously thoughtful. Then he
leaned forward and started writing rapidly, and a few
moments later he laid down his pen. ‘There!” he exclaimed.
‘I have written my last sentence.” Talking in a somewhat
birdlike voice, he explained that his lecture surveyed post-
war philosophy in England and interpreted the philosophical
handwriting on the wall. If one thought of philosophers as
idealists and realists, the idealists werec out—had bcen since
the demise of Josiah Royce (1916) and F. H. Bradley (1924).
The army of philosophers thus lacked a soft, or idealist,
wing, though it did have marginal pcople like Hare, Foot,
and Anscombe. Its tough wing was made up of Wittgenstcin,
Wisdom, Austin, Ryle, Strawson, and Ayer himself, with his
logical positivism. ‘But then,” Ayer chirped, ‘it’s very un-
professional to talk about philosophers as tough or tender,
dry or wet. The whole idea is quite absurd, quite absurd.’
He would leave all that out of his final draft, he said.

We had a quick drink and then walked out of his beautiful
college and up Catte Street and down the High to the Mitre
Hotel for some dinner. On the way, I told Ayer which
philosophers I had met. ‘A very good selection it is, too,” he
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said. ‘Hampshire is the only other one I wouldn’t miss if I
were you.” Hampshire had left Oxford to take Ayer’s former
chair at London University. ‘Why don’t you catch the train
with me to London this evening?’ Ayer suggested. ‘I honestly
think more Oxford philosophers will simply mix you up.’

I said I would think about it over dinner.

We were soon dining, and during the meal I learncd some-
thing about Aycr. Like the great Berlin, hc was born of
forcign parcntage—his mother was Dutch, his father Irench-
Swiss—and the father, like Berlin's, had been a timber mer-
chant. ‘Though Isaiah’s father was a successful timber mer-
chant, minc wasn’t,” he added, playing with a silver watch-
chain and smiling. Aycr had been a scholar at Eton. He had
come up to Christ Church in 1929; most of his Oxford con-
temporarics were rather undistinguished and had been forgot-
ten. ‘It wasn’t like the late ’thirtics, which were really the vin-
tage years of undergraduates,” Ayer explained. ‘Oxford owes
many of its grcat philosophers to the pre-war harvest. Some of
my fricnds, post-university acquisitions, arc Left Wing play-
wrights and novelists—I mcan pcoplc like John Osborne,
Kingsley Amis, and John Wain. I just like their society and
their way of living, and perhaps this explains why I find
London much morc exciting than Oxford—also, incident-
ally, why pcople sometimes connecct me with the so-called
Left Wing Establishment. As for my interests, I rather like
re-reading old novels. I only .go through the new ones when
they’re written by people I know. I love being on television
and I love watching it, and I do think the B.B.C. is a wonder-
ful institution. They used to invite me at least once every six
weeks to lecture or to appcar on the intellectual discussion
programme, ‘“The Brains Trust”, and they show those won-
derful Westerns and programmes like ‘“Panorama’” and
“Tonight”. Both my stepdaughter, Gully, and I enjoy them
very much. I actually don’t think my television discussions
interfere with my philosophy, because if I consistently worked
a four-hour day on my subject I tould produce a philo-
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sophical work cvery six months. Though I came to philo-
sophy from Greats, as almost everyonc here did—for that
matter, all recent English philosophers except Russell,
Wittgenstein, and Strawson were first Greeck and Latin
scholars—language qua language has never been a great
passion of mine. This makes me temperamentally closer to
Russcll than to anybody else, and probably rather a freak at
Oxford.’

By the end of dinner, I had dccided to catch the train with
Ayer. He had a first-class return ticket, so I joined him, and
we had a big carriage to ourselves. He pulled Amis’s Take
Girl Like You out of his briefcase and laid it beside him, and
then he put his legs up on the seat opposite and asked me,
with a little smile, if I had any burning philosophical puzzles.

I said I rcally fclt T was stcaming away from the subject,
but perhaps he could separate Wittgenstein and Austin for
me, since they had now got linked in my mind like Siamese
twins.

‘Wittgenstcin was interested in fundamental philosophical
problems, Austin in language for its own sake,” Ayer said,
‘Yet Austin, despite Gellner, was not a linguist, in any
ordinary scnse of the word; he was not interested in etymo-
logy or in the growth of language. He applied himself only
to the function of words.” He agreed that there was some
truth in the view that philosophy for Austin was an im-
personal investigation but for Wittgenstein was intensely
personal. Indeed, Wittgenstein thought of himself as a living
philosophical problem. ‘I think that before you finish your
rcs‘earches, you ought to read Norman Malcolm’s memoir of
Witigenstein,” Ayer said. “The book is in a sense a piece of
destructive hagiography; the genre is hardly a model for
anyone—in any case, it’s not well written—but it does inci-
dcr-1ta11y reveal a few things about the saint of post-war
[?l.lllosoplly.’ Ayer also said that Wittgenstein often made
friends not because of their intellectual gifts but because of
their moral qualities, so that some of the stories passed
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around about him were a little fuzzy. Until the middle *thir-
ties little was known about Wittgenstein’s idcas outside
Cambridge, for to give his tecaching continuity he preferred
the same band of disciples year after year. And although some
of his students’ lecture notes were authorized and circulated,
his ideas of the ’thirties were available only to the clect until
the posthumous publication of his Blue and Brown Books.
Wittgenstein’s pupils were very remarkable for their intelli-
gence and somectimes for their reproduction of the Master’s
mannerisms. His cccentricity was contagious, and few people
came in contact with him without acquiring a touch of his
habits, which fitted him, as a genius, but did not always suit
others, who were just great intellectuals. His most conspicu-
ously distinguished pupil was Wisdom but the closest to him
was Miss Anscombe, whose brilliant translations of his Ger-
man works would have been enough in themseclves to carn

her a place in the English pantheon of philosophers. Wittgen-

stein had a pathological fear that his ideas would be per-

verted by anyone who did not understand them fully.

Although Ayer had never been a pupil of Wittgenstein’s,

once he had pieced together a statement of Wittgenstein’s

current ideas and published it in Polemic in the *fortics. This

had enraged the Cambridge philosopher, and for a while he

showed a snarling hostility. ‘He had that side to his character

also,” Ayer said.

Ayer picked up Take a Girl Like You and started leafing
through it. ‘I don’t really think it’s as good as Lucky Fim,” he
said. ‘In its way, that was a first-rate work.” The train was
jerkily jogging its way through the night. A look out of the
window was drowsy-making, but Ayer seemed very fresh.

I racked my sleepy brain for some more questions, and
finally asked him whether there was one particular quality
that all philosophers shared.

He was thoughtful for a moment and then said, ‘Vanity.
Yes, vanity is the sine qua non of philosophers. In the sciences,
you see, there are established criteria of truth and false-
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hood. In philosophy, except where questions of formal logic
are involved, there are none, and so the practitioners arc ex-
tremely rcluctant to admit error. To come back to Austin,
no one would deny the incisive quality of his mind, and yet
when Strawson defeated him in an argument about Truth,
it never seemed to have once crossed Austin’s mind that he
was the vanquished. To take another cxample, Russcll
attacks Strawson as though he were just another Oxford
philosopher, without reading him carcfully. But perhaps at
his age Russell has a right to make up his mind about a book
without reading it.” Some of the philosophers were vain not
only about their thoughts but about their personal influence,
Ayer added. Wittgenstein dominated his classes, and, of
course, Austin was an absolute dictator at his Saturday
mornings,

‘Is there anything like those groups now?’ I asked.

‘Well, T've just organized one,” Ayer said. ‘We meet
Thursday evenings, but I hope we do things in a morc re-
laxed way than either Austin or Wittgenstein did.” His
Thursday mectings were very informal, he cxplained. There
Was no preordained leader, but to make the discussion cflcc-
tve only a handful of philosophers were allowed to join in.
plSPUtatiOH took place after dinner over whiskey or beer, and
it centred on one subject, chosen for the term. The topic for
the next term was “Time’. ¢ “Truth” may be going out,” Aycr

sald,.‘but “Time” is coming back into the philosophical
purview.’

‘What is the spread of Oxford
practised far and wide?®

“There are some exce
at Oxford a fair represe
are studied in Englan
staffs other universitie

philosophy?’ I asked. ‘Is it

ptions, but I should say that you find
ntation of the kinds of philosophy that
d, for the simple reason that Oxford

s with philosophers,” Ayer said. “The
real spread of Austin’s linguistic philosoph

) y is in the Domin-
1ons and the United States. For this, Ryle must take some of

the responsibility. He likes Dominion and American students,
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and some people feel that he admits too many of them to
Oxford for postgraduate work. Most students arrive alrcady
intoxicated with the idea of linguistic philosophy, but they
soon find the scene much more diversified than they had
expected. Not all of them profit by the discovery. So, many
return to their countrics to practise Austin’s methods whole-
sale. The first-rate people in America, like W. V. Quine, at
Harvard, and Ernest Nagel, at Columbia, and Nelson Good-
man, at Pennsylvania, don’t give a curse for Oxford philo-
sophy, but I should imagine there are more second-rate
people doing linguistic analysis in America than in England
and the Dominions put together.’

We pulled into Paddington station and, taking separate
taxis, closed the philosophers’ shop for the night.

I spent that night at John’s. He was in bed when I arrived,
and he had left for the British Museum library when I woke
up, so I didn’t get a chance to talk to him until the middle of
the afternoon, when he returned from the Museum to make
himself a sardine sandwich.

‘What’s on your philosophical agenda? he asked, between
bites.

‘’'m having a drink with Hampshire,’ I said.

“You’ll like him very much,’ John said. ‘He’s still the idol
of all the young Fellows of All Souls, where he spent many
years before coming to London.” He added that Hampshire
was a great figure, who was not only still admired by All
Souls’ men but looked up to by the whole of Oxford. This I
could easily believe, because I remembered how highly he
had been regarded in my own undergraduate days. He had
also been passionate about Socialism in a youthful kind of
way, which had made the undergraduate societies court him
as an after-dinner speaker. Intelligent Oxford—at least, since
the ’thirties—was Left Wing, and he had been a patron
saint of the politically conscious university. His beliefs were
reasoned, and he was emotionally committed to his ideas—a
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rare thing for an Oxford philosopher—and because his con-
victions were a matter of the heart as well as of the head, he
had the rare ability to electrify clubs and societics. He might
share his politics with Ayer, but Ayer had only rccently
returned to Oxford; besides, Ayer’s Socialism was perhaps a
little remote.

I asked John what he recalled about Hampshire.

‘Well,” he said, ‘as you probably know, he was a star pupil
at his school—Repton—and was very much under the influ-
ence of one of its masters. Hampshire inherited his liberal
principles from his mentor. Some time in the early *thirtics,
he came up to Balliol, where he fortified his Leftist vicws
with wider reading. The last year of the war found him in the
Foreign Office, and they didn’t know what to make of him,
bccaus.c he used to start discussions by saying, ‘“The first thing
to do is to find out if our forcign policy is Socialistic.” Hamp-
shire claimed he started doing philosophy because he liked
to argue, but in fact he avoided philosophical arguments.’

Leaving John, I taxied to University College (this time, of
.London University), and found Professor Hampshire stand-
ing on the steps of the building where he had his office. Hig
hands were clasped rather boyishly behind his neck, and his
curly .blond hair was flying in the wind. ‘Hello!” he calleq
‘Tve just locked mysclf out of the office.” He looked at mf;
expe.ctantly, as though I might have brought him the key
Taking .hold.of the handle of the door, he shook it vigorousl);
and waited in vain for it tq spring open. ‘I like the Oxford
system of not locking doors,’ he said. “This sort of thing would
never h’ave happened to me there. There isn’t a pub for some
stretch.” Nevertheless, we started in search of one. We came
upon a Lyons Cgrner House, and ducked in for some tea
because Hampshire wag thirsty. Sitting down, he surve eci
t'he motley tea drinkers ip the room and said, “This is tht I
like about London, You always feel close to the people.’ But

tte i i
the Cla T and noise OfHampshlre’s people were so deafening
that we were soon driven oyt
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We finally spotted a pub. YWhen we had settled down in it,
I asked him about his latest book, Thought and Action.

‘I’m not very good at summing up my own arguments,’
he said. ‘But my view of philosophy couldn’t be further from
Austin’s. Like the ancicent philosophers, I feel our function is
rcally to advance opinions, and I think philosophy should
include the study of politics, aesthetics. . . . In fact, I thinkit
should be an all-embracing subject. I also think English
philosophers ought to take cognizance of Continental
thought. I feel uncomfortable talking about philosophy. I
don’t really like to talk about things when I’m writing about
them, and since I write philosophy, I try to avoid it in con-
versation as much as possible.” But he went on to say he
hoped that his ncw book had put him in the middle of the
cultural stream of Europe. He said that, like Miss Murdoch,
he was very much interested in Existentialism and literature,
and, indeed, was now mostly working on aesthctics.

He and Ayer shared many friends, but his closest friend
was Isaiah Berlin. He had just spent two wecks with him in
Italy. ‘Isaiah, rather indirectly,” he said, ‘docs illustrate one
great aspect of Oxford philosophy—the boon of just talking.
As you know, he learned most of his philosophy at the feet of
Austin. They were both at All Souls at the same time, in the
’thirties, and they used to sit around in the Common Room
and talk philosophy day and night. During the war, once,
Isaiah found himself in a plane, without Austin, and some
mysterious thing happened that made him decide to give up
philosophy.” Hampshire thought that Berlin now regretted
giving up philosophy, mainly because he missed the intellec-
tual stimulation of talking. He had no one to talk with about
his subject—the history of ideas. There were only one or two
great historians of ideas, and they were not at Oxford, so
Berlin was forced to work in solitude. Since his great con-
versational gifts could not be exercised in the service of his
work, he relied on an occasional American postgraduate stu-
dent who was studying ideas to bring him out of the isolation
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ward of his subject. The rcason Berlin could not be counted
as an Oxford philosopher was simple. He worked not at pure
but at political philosophy. Where a pure philosopher might
begin by asking the meaning of the word ‘liberty’, Berlin
openced one of his lectures by saying, “There are two sorts of
notions of the word ““liberty”’—negative and positive—in the
history of thought. Kant, Fichte, Hegel belicved . ..

Hampshire rosc to get another drink and was pounced
upon by an African youth of about sixteen who had heard
him speak in a public lecture hall. ‘Sir, do you mind if I join
you?’ he asked, cdging his way over to our table.

‘If you really want to,” Hampshire said, sounding a little
discouraged. He bought the boy a doublc whiskey and
placed it before him.

The boy only sniffed at it, while discomfiting Hampshire
with repcated compliments. ‘I heard, Sir,” he said, ‘you'rc a
man of great vision, really very great vision, and you beclieve
in equality—independence for Algerians and Maltese.’

.Hampshirc asked him about his interests, and the boy
Sfud that he’d always wanted to be an cngincer, but that
since hearing Hampshire he had wondered whether he ought
not to be a philosopher. ‘I’m torn in my conscicnce,” he re-
marked, with a sigh.

Hampshire counselled him to be an cngincer. ‘In that way,
you can do more for your country,’ he said.

. After a while, the boy left, but the philosophical calm—if
it could be call.cd that—of our conversation had becn shat-
tered. Hampshire moved hig hands restlessly, and, after some
nervous false starts, began reviewing the gallery of Oxford
philosophers. His words were recled off in the rapid fashion
of .All Souls ‘convcrsation, and the philosophical lights
WhlZZ(?d past. On occasion, Wittgenstein would say, ‘‘Witt-
genstein, W1ttger1-ste1n, Wittgenstein”, the “W” anglicized
{nto a soft sound, instead of the Teutonic “V?”’, “you are talk-
ing nonsense”, and he would smite hjs brow. He was the
only person permitted—and no doubt the only person quali-
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fied—to utter that particular proposition. . . . Among other
things, Austin was the chairman of the financial committee
of the Oxford University Press—the biggest university press
in the world. He occupiced the post with an enveloping halo,
and his terrifying efficiency raised him above all past and
futurc chairmen. . . . Elizabeth Anscombe, in some ways, is
like Wittgenstein—she cven has his mannerisms. Her classes,
like the Master’s, are brooding seances. She wrote a series of
letters to the Listener in which she opposed awarding former
President Truman an honorary degree, because of his respon-
sibility for dropping the atom bomb. She made an extra-
ordinary speech at the concilium, saying, “If you honour
Truman now, what Neros, what Genghis Khans, what
Hitlers, what Stalins will you honour next?”’ . . . Harc is a
little puritanical in his views. . . . Miss Murdoch is elusive,

. Warnock talks slowly—a thin sheath over his sharp mind
for those who’ve only met him once. . . . Strawson, very excit-
ing. Though somctimes may build a spiral staircase for his
thought out of hairsplitting distinctions. . . . Ayer, like
Russell, well known as a philosopher, brilliant performer on
television, who, among all his other achievements, can sim-
plify. . . . Gellner’s charge that these philosophers have
things in common will not bear examination. Sociology can
be bad history. Sometimes classifies its subjects of study indis-
criminately. Gellner may be a victim of his own art. Good
with the Berbers.’

After saying goodbye to Hampshire, I returned to John’s
rooms and took from the shelf Ludwig Witigenstein: A Memoir,
by Norman Malcolm, with a prefatory biographical sketch
by Professor Georg Henrik von Wright, of the University of
Helsinki. Because each mecting with a philosopher had made
me more curious about Wittgenstein, I set myself the task of
finding out more about him,

Ludwig Josef Johann Wittgenstein was born in 1889. His
parents werc Saxon, but at the time of his birth they were
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living in Vienna. His paternal grandfather was a convert
from Judaism to Protestantism; his mother, howcver, was a
Catholic, and the child was baptized in her faith. His father
Was an cngineer, whose remarkable intelligence and will
power had raised him to 2 lcading position in the stcel-and-
iron industry of the Austro-Hungarian Empirc. Ludwig was
one of eight children. Both of his parcnts were extremely
musical, and thejp home was a centre of artistic activity. He
reccived his carly education at home, learning mathematics
and the clarinet, anq acquiring a burning boyhood wish to
b?come 2 conductor, At fourteen, he was sent to a school in
Lm.z, and after three years there he was ready for the engin-
CCring course at the Technische Hochschule in Berlin.
¢ ompleted his Berlin course in two years and went to
England, where he registered at the University of Manches-
€r as a research student. His first step on the path of philo-
SOphy was the reading of Bertrand Russcll’s Principles of
.atlzemalz'cs, published in 1903, to which he turned when he
Wished o Plumb the foundations of mathematics. After
thl:ls:cu’ }_lc read Gottlob Frege, the German mathematician,
of thzo‘mlng, face to face with the two most.brilliant cxponents
dircCthnew lo.gic. He sought out I'rege in Jena, only to .bc
Russel] l_l,)y him to go back to Engla-nc.l and study with
bridge * ©Y 1912, he was housed in Trinity College, Cam-
Oogre’ whose walls also enclosed Bertrand Russcll, .G. E.
immed" and John Maynard Keynes. Young Wlttgc.nstcm was
of the la;dy befriended by them, and he found hlms.elf part
monthfo den years of Cambridge. He was thFrc for eighteen
logical ,e and,'m addition to his other wor.k, did somc psycho-
was on ixl?erlmcnts in rhythm and music. Even though he
id nog ’tltlkmate terms with the leading minds of En-gland,.he
In the %€ to the relaxed atmosphere of Cambridge life.
there latummn of 1913, he visited Norway, and he return-ed
in seclu;r that same year in a sort of intellectual huff, to live
¢ !on near Skjolden; he soon became fluent in Nor-
weglan. His father had died in 1912, and his stay at Man-

t
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chester and Cambridge had simply driven him deeper into a
depression whose history was as long as his life. ‘It is probably
true that he lived on the border of mental illness,” Professor
von Wright says at the opening of his sketch. ‘A fear of being
driven across it followed him throughout his life.” The out-
break of the First World War found him a volunteer in the
Austrian Army, and he eventually fought on both the eastern
and southern fronts, For Wittgenstein, war was a time of
personal crisis and of the birth of great ideas. At onc moment
he was calmed by Leo Tolstoy’s cthical writings—which led
him to the warm light of the Synoptic Gospels—and at the
next he was excited by his own revolutionary views.

Wittgenstein’s carthquake hit the philosophers of the
twentieth century as hard as David Hume’s cyclonc—which
swept away cause and cffect from the human experience—
had hit their eightcenth-century predecessors. The new
philosophical shudder started at the Austrian front. One day
in the middle of the war, while Wittgenstein was rcading a
newspaper in a trench, he was arrcsted by a sketch of a pos-
sible sequence of events in a car accident. As he studicd it, he
became aware that the diagram of the accident stood for a
possible pattern of occurrences in reality; there was a corre-
spondence between the parts of the drawing and certain
things in the world. He noticed a similar correspondence
between the parts of a sentence and elements of the world,
and he developed the analogy, coming to regard a proposi-
tion as a kind of picture. The structure of a proposition—that
is, the way in which the parts of a statement were combined
—decpicted a possible combination of clements in reality.
Thus he hit upon the central idea of his Tractatus: Language
was the picture of the world. The Tractatus and the Wittgen-
stein revolution in philosophy were under way.

When Wittgenstein was captured by the Italians, in 1918,
he had the manuscript of his first great philosophical work in
his rucksack, and he was able to bring it through thc war
intact. He thought his masterpiece had solved all philo-
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sophical problems, and when the work was published (first in
Germany, in 1921, and then in England, the following ycar),
some leading minds agreed with him, that philosophy had
come to the end of its road. Wittgenstein, on the other hand,
was at the beginning of his. Both his livelihood and his
reputation were assured, He had inherited a large fortunc
from his father, his genius was proclaimed to the world, and
he was free to live in leisure and intellectual pre-cmincence.
But such safe ways were not thosc of Ludwig Wittgenstein.
In the first year after the war, he renounced his fortune, be-
came indifferent to the success of the Tractatus, and cnrolled
in a teachers’ college in Vienna. When he had completed his
C.ducation course, he taught in schools in Lower Austria for
SIX years, wandering from one remotc village to another.
Being a schoolmaster enabled him to lcad a life of simplicity
and Scclusion, but Wittgcnstcin was not at peace with him-
sclf or the world. He gave up the profession and for a time
became a gardener, working mostly at monasterics, and, as
he had donge in the past, considered joining a rcligious order.
Once more, however, the monastic life did not scem to be the
answer. Terminating his restless wanderings, he returned to
Vlennaf and spent two solid years designing and constructing
A mansion for one of his sistcrs. A modern building of con-
crete, steel, and glass, it provided an outlet for his particular
?Irtzhll)tcctura.l genius, and according to Professor von Wright,
o thee:::ty Is of the same simple and statlc.kmd that belongs
. nt.enccs of the Tractatus.” But architecture could not
zg:lz‘tlsr\i/vmgemt?in’s soaring gcniu.s, and he spent some time
von Wri n}ia;?. friend’s studio. Again, according to Professor
metry thgat » N1s sculpture of an e.lf has a 'p?rfcctfon of sym-
draval fro rec}ell'lls the Greeks, WltthI.IStCln s period of. with-
he heard :1 p _11050p}%y was now nearing an end. In Vicnna,
: Philosophical lecture and decided that perhaps
p}.lllosor)hy did have a little way to go, so hc allowed his old
ﬁ‘l.Cnd Keynes to raise some money for his return to Cam-
bridge. He arrived at hjs college in 1929, and presented his
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Tractatus as a dissertation for a Doctorate of Philosophy—a
degree that was 4 negligible accolade to a philosopher with
a worldwide reputation. A year later, at the age of forty-onc,
he was clected a Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge.

As suddenly as a sketch of a car accident had inspired the
ideas in Tractatus, so a gesture of an Italian friend destroyed
them. The gesture that divided Wittgenstein I from Wittgen-
stein IT was made some time in the ycar 1933. ‘Wittgenstein
and P. Sraffa, a lecturer in cconomics at Cambridge, argued
together a great dceal over the ideas of the Tractatus, Pro-
fessor Malcolm records. ‘One day (they were riding, I think,
on a train), when Wittgenstein was insisting that a proposi-
tion and that which it describes must have the same “logical
form™, the same “logical multiplicity”’, Sraffa made a ges-
ture, familiar to Neapolitans as meaning something like dis-
gust or contempt, of brushing the underncath of his chin with
an outward sweep of the fingertips of one hand. And he
asked: “What is the logical form of that?”’ Sraffa’s example
produced in Wittgenstein the feeling that there was an ab-
surdity in the insistence that a proposition and what it
describes must have the same “form”. This broke the hold
on him of the conception that a proposition must literally
be a “picture” of the reality it describes.” It was many years
before Wittgenstein IT worked out his new ideas, but the old
views, which at one time had finished philosophy for cver,
were discarded in the train.

Wittgenstein II, though he spent thirteen years at Cam-
bridge, did not surround himself with any of the atmosphere
of an English college. The stark simplicity of his way of
living would have put any undergraduate to shame. His two
rooms in Whewell’s Court were like barracks; he did not
have a single book, painting, photograph, or reading lamp.
He sat on a wooden chair and did his writing at a card table.
These two objects, with two canvas chairs, a fireproof safe
for his manuscripts, and a few empty ﬁowerpots, constituted
the total furnishings of the room that served him as both
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study and classroom. His other concession to life was a bed,
in the second room.

His classes were held late in the afternoon, and his pupils
arrived carrying chairs from the landing. They always found
the philosopher standing in the middle of the room, by his
wooden chair. He was slender, of medium height, and simply
dressed, habitually wearing a flanncl shirt, flannel trouscrs,
a leather jacket, and no tie. Unlike the other Fellows, he did
not have any notes or set procedure for his lectures; he Just
sat on his wooden chair and, according to Malcolm, ‘carricd
on a visible struggle with his thoughts’. His lcctures werc
simply a continuation of his other waking hours; as always,
he thought aboyt problems and tricd to find new solutions.
The principal difference between his loncly hours and the
le.cture time was the difference betwcen a monologuc and a
dialogue. He would direct questions to thc members of the
class and let himself be drawn into discussions, but whenever
he sensed that he was standing on the cdge of a difficult
problem or a new thought, his hand would silence his inter-
locutor with 5 peremptory motion. If he reached an impasse
?;gft;:&fuieg;cgzg?:ld say, :I’m‘jlist too stul,aicl todyay,; Ocll‘

cacher,” or ‘I’'m a fool.” He worric
ab_out the Possibility that his tcaching might stop thc growth
of independent minds, and he was also besicged by a fear that
he would not be able to last the period, but somchow he
always managed to go on.

Th_c years of the Second World War found Wittgenstein
working as an orderly, first at Guy’s Hospital, in London,
a}l:d then in an infirmary at Newcastle-upon-Tyne. Toward
the c'lose of the war, he returned to Cambridgec to take up the
C.halr o.f Philosophy. When Malcolm returncd there to study
with him, in 1946, he found Wittgenstcin trying, with
strenuous work, to dam the depression that always threat-
ened to flood him. Wittgenstein was composing his Philo-
.ro/)/zz'cal Tnvestigations (which he kept on revising for the rest of
his life). ‘One day,” Malcolm recounts, ‘when Wittgenstein
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was passing a ficld where a football game was in progress, the

thought first struck him that in language we play games with

words. A central idea of his philosophy [in Investigations], the

notion of a “language game”, apparently had its genesis in

this incident.” At this time, most of his day was spent in

teaching, talking, and writing the Investigations. His only

relicf from the constant motion of his thoughts was an occa-

sional film or an American detective magazine. But this was

no opiate, and he ultimately felt compelled to tender his

resignation to the Vice-Chancellor of the university. Late in
1947, when the decision was taken, he wrote to Malcolm,

‘I shall cease to be professor on Dec. 31st at 12 p-m. He
did. Now began the lonclicst period of his never convivial
life. He first moved to a guesthouse a couple of hours’ bus
ride from Dublin, where he lived friendless and in a state of
nervous instability, He tired easily, and his work on Investiga-
tions went slowly and painfully. He wrote to Malcolm that he
did not miss conversation but wished for ‘someone to smile
at occasionally’, After five months at the guesthouse, he
migrated to the west coast of Ircland, where he became a
legend among the primitive fishermen for his power to tame
birds. But there was no rest for him. He went to Vienna,
visited Cambridge, returned to Dublin, rushed again to
Vicnna, where a sister was now dangerously ill, procceded
from there to America to see the Malcolms, and was forced
back to England and Cambridge by an undiagnosed illness.
Hc was eventually found to have cancer. His father had been
destroyed by this disease, and his sister was even then dying
of it. He left for Austria and his family, but some months later
he rcturned to England—this time to Oxford, which he
quickly camc to dislike. He called it ‘the influenza area’ and
‘a philosophical desert’. After spending some time at Miss
Anscombe’s house in Oxford, he visited Norway, only t0
return to Cambridge and live with his doctor. Never a happy
man, he became convinced during the last two years of his
life that he had lost his philosophical talent; he was also
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haunted by the suicides of three of his brothers. He dicd in
April, 1951.

I read the last paragraph of Malcolm’s memoir: “When I
think of his profound pessimism, the intensity of his mental
and moral suffering, the relentless way in which he drove
his intellect, his need for love together with the harshness
that repelled love, I am inclined to believe that his life was
fiercely unhappy. Yet at the end he himself exclaimed that it
had been “wonderful!” To me this scems a mystcrious and
strangely moving utterance.’

When John returned, he found me in a sombre mood.

‘Yes,” he said. ‘Wittgenstein was a tortured genius. He
could have been a first-class conductor, mathematician,
architect, or sculptor, but he chose to be a philosopher.” He
started leafing through A Memoir and read aloud: ¢ ““A pcrson
caught in a philosophical confusion is like a man in a room
Who wants to get out but doesn’t know how. He trics the
window but it is too high. He tries the chimney but it is too
farrow. And if he would only turn around, he would sce that
the door has been open all the time!”’

To _both of us, this particular passage secmed to stand as
an cpitaph for Ludwig Wittgenstein.

Next morning, I rolled out of my makeshift bed and, with
tbc help of my Jottings, started writing furiously the conclu-
Stons of my researches. To my great surprise, complicated
Sentences streamed out of my typewriter and I discovered
t}}at L had a philosophical voice keyed somehow to the right
pitch,

Modern philosophy,’ I wrote, ‘has had two great pushes,
one: from Russell and one from Wittgenstein, and we’re now
Watting for another one. Like all philosophics, its claim to be
heard rests on two assumptions: first, that what it says is
tr ue afld lucid; second, that these particular truths are more
SB.tleYl.ng than any alternative answers to the inquiring and
reflective mind. Naturally, not all reflective minds will be

84



THE OPEN DOOR

better satisfied at Oxford than, say, in Paris, Moscow, New
Dclhi, or New York, but some clearly arc. Oxford philo-
sophers do not claim to be sages. In few cases, indeed, would
the claim be credited if it should be made. By their own ad-
mission, they are not wiscr than other men. They often assert
that their rescarches do not lead to wisdom but only relieve
certain feelings of puzzlement (which you are bound to have
if you ask their questions). Once they have found answers to
their questions, they go on living just as before, and unlike
their French contemporaries, many remain dégagé; they lead
dons’ comfortable lives in north Oxford (though cven so a few
manage to be evangelists, Socialists, or great eccentrics). This
has led Gellner to ask what the point of their activities can be,
since they scem to cure only a disease they have induced in
themselves and, in many cases, in their students. Why
should onc pay philosophers, he asks, if philosophy really, as
Wittgenstein said, “leaves the world as it is”’? Gellner’s is a
mistaken objection. Certainly many philosophers are un-
adventurous, prosaic, and boring, but there are also Straw-
sons and Ayers and plenty of others who are not. Whatever
they may do in their private lives, it cannot correctly be said
that in their work they “leave the world as it is”. If one man
begins to see more clearly how the rest of the world is, then the
world is not as it was. One man sees more truth than was
seen in the past; the more widely this truth is disseminated,
the more the world is changed. Indeed, once one considers
this, Gellner’s criticism scems absurd. For philosophy has
never changed the world except by bringing to consciousness
in the minds that engage in it certain truths that they did not
know (or did not know clearly) before. Oxford philosophers
are fond of quoting a remark of Wittgenstein’s to the effect
that there nced be nothing in common among all the mem-
bers of a class of things called by the same name. If we must
generalize about the Oxford philosophers and their subject,
their philosophy is essentially agnostic, not in respect to the
question of God’s existence but in relation to many of the
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great problems whose definitive solution has in the past been
taken as the aim of philosophy: questions like whether lifc is
meaningful, whether history has a purposc, whether human
nature is good-—in fact, all the questions that have to be
asked when a man reflectively considers the question “How
should I live?” Tt js true that most Oxford philosophcrs arc
not agnostic in religion; on the contrary, several arc Catholic
or Protestant communicants. But they rcgard these matters
as being outside thejr philosophy. As mecn, they decide to
answer these questions in one way; as philosophers, they
teach and develop techniques that arc neutral in respect to
the different answers to them.

‘Oxford Philosophers tend to talk chicfly to cach other—
a.nd, in cases like Wittgenstein’s, to themsclves. These practi-
‘t‘loners are highly technical (even if they claim they make a

teChI}iqUC of being non-technical”). There arc cxceptions:

YEr 1s one; another jg Hampshire, who on some subjects—
especially literary subjects, as opposed to philosophical oncs
—SUCCFed in being illuminating to the simple. Still, most of
the philosophers go on thinking that technical philosophy is a
goc.ad tl}ing, necessary in order to keep the subject from “popu-
lanzatlon”’ which they interpret as oversimplification or
quackery. The Pity is that their insistence on professionalism
means that “ordinary men’ are left not without any philo-
Sophy at all but with old, dead, or quack varictics of it.
Oxford Phﬂosoph}’, by comparison with the past, is non-
Systematic. Where traditional practitioners thought it right
t© deal with questions like “What is Truth?”*, Oxford philo-
f?f‘):;l:saat.rznhi}?iedt% es:ey, following the lat‘er V\:it.tgcnsteip,

. nt ways the word ‘true’ is used in
erdlnary SPeech.” (They refuse to look into the uses of words
10 extraordinary Speech, like poetry, because English philo-
sophy has been dominated since Hume by a prosaic con-
tempt for the irna8‘ination.) When you have considered all
the ways “true” is yseq in ordinary speech, they say, you have
understood the concept of “Truth”. If there is a further ques-
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tion lingering at the back of your mind (“But all the same,
what is Trulh?”), this is the result of a mistake—a hangover
from rcading carlier philosophers. This approach—philo-
sophy as the study of language rather than as thc means of
answering the big questions about life and the universe—
which is bﬂSiCﬂlly that of the later Wittgenstein, has given
Oxlord philosophy a tendency to formlessness. Until re-
cently, the body of philosophical thought has existed mainly
in a vast number of small articles minutely considering a few
uscs of somce single concept. Only the aesthetic sense of
some of its practitioners—Wittgenstein I, Ayer, Hampshire,
Strawson, and a few others—has kept it from overwhelming
diffusencss.

‘Now there is a change coming. The Oxford school is
breaking up; all the signs are that there isn’t going to be an
orthodoxy much longer—that things are going to get eccen-
tric again. Austin is no more, and at the moment Ryle is not
producing. Strawson is going in for talking about mcta-
physics in the old vein, and there is every indication that the
Wittgenstein wave is petering out rather rapidly. In the ten
years since Ryle tried to solve the mind-body problem by a
vast number of small chapters on different psychological
concepts in The Concept of Mind, Oxford philosophy has begun
to develop its own system builders. Probably the strict discip-
linc of the late Austin helped induce guilt about the looseness
and untidiness that these unco-ordinated researches—each
onc precise and tidy—were creating in the subject as a
whole. Two recent books, Hampshire’s Thought and Action
and Strawson’s Individuals, offer quite systematic approaches
to some of the most puzzling traditional problems in philo-
sophy: the valuc of freedom of thought and the relation of
intelligence to morality, in the first; the problem of sense data
and the mind-body puzzle, in the second. The new systematic
quality comes from a recent insight: that while linguistic
philosophy is the study of language, certain wider truths can
be deduced from the conditions that must be presupposec1
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if there is to be language at all—or language of the kind we
have. On propositions deduced from the statement of such
conditions, necessary truths (like the relation between the
mind and the body) can be built systematically. The non-
systematic decades may have been an aberration—p artl}.’, o
doubt, owing to the tendency of philosophers to imitate
Wittgenstein IT ang hjs stylistic lapses from the poctic and
architectura] sensibility he displayed in the Tractatus. As
Shakespeare said of the pedants in Love’s Labour’s Lost, “They
have been at 3 great feast of languages, and stolen the scraps.
O! they have liveq long on the alms-basket of words.”” But
then, as the Proverb, more than two thousand years old, has
it, “Those that study particular sciences and neglect philo-
sophy”—however defined and however studied—*‘are like
Penelope’s Wwooers, who made love to the waiting-women.””’

These Séntences were no sooner out of my typewriter than
they seemed to have been written by a stranger. Reading
them over, I couldn’t shake loose the feceling that they were

one more walker on that common street where on a morning
stroll I’d first met Lord Russell.
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CHAPTER THREE

ARGUMENT WITHOUT END

In the course of my philosophical conversation with Russell,
he had remarked, sucking his pipe, ‘When I was an under-
graduate, there were many boys cleverer than I, but I sur-
passcd them, because, while they were dégagé, 1 had passion
and fcd on controversy. I still thrive on opposition. My
grandmother was a woman of caustic and biting wit. When
she was cighty-thrce, she became kind and gentle. I had
never found her so reasonable. She noticed the change in
herself, and, recading the handwriting on the wall, she said to
me, “Bertic, I'll soon be dead.” And she soon was.” Since
Earl Russell was well up in his cighties at the time of this
talk, I calculated that he must have spent nearly seventy
adult years in devoted altercation. Whatever progress the
stragglers on the casy road of cleverness might have made,
there was no doubt that the tough, intrepid Russell had
reached success by clambering up the brambly and precipi-
tous path of intellectual controversy. Russell’s words pan-
dered to my long-standing predilection for following intel-
lectual escapades, with the aid of newspaper dispatches, from
the case of my armchair. Since one of the subjects I am
particularly interested in happens to be history—1I read it at
Oxford—the thorny journeys that have stood out most
sharply in the news-sheets have concerned historians. The
parties have more often than not been made up of English-
men, and their terrain has been Britain. The smallness of
English intellectual society, the availability of space in
newspapers and periodicals of the better class (indced, their
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encouragement of controversial material), the highly indi-
vidual and belligerent nature of English scholars—all have
made England the perfect country for such energetic pur-
suits. Nor was my choice of history—a subject known for its
uncertainties, revisions, and tentative truths—a bad one; it
appeared to be fair game all the way.
MY safari in search of historical truth didn’t exactly have a
beginning, but the Encounter article cntitled ‘Arnold Toyn-
bee’s Millennium’ (June, 1957), by H. R. Trevor-Roper—
who was appointed Regius Professor of Modern History at
Oxford in 1957—was a memorable blast that could casily
have set me off. The ten-volume A Study of History, which
Trevor-Roper was ostensibly reviewing, was the product of
more.than twenty years’ labour by one of the most tircless
and single-minded men of our time, Arnold Joseph Toynbce,
Pr.ofessor Emeritus of the University of London and former
gg‘:frtsorLOf Studies.at the Royal Institute of International
history, Ofon. on. With unflagging zcal he had examined the
ivilizntin nilx I_;housand years—the life c}'clcs of a score of
response to c . flzl concluded that civihzatlo.ns spring from a
of a ‘creative a Cn‘ges,, and that they flourish by the power
secreting somr:tl'nomy , a_nd that they collapse with its failure,
society. Char Imes am.ld the ruins a religion and a new
responses and }r;g }tlhe series of challenges that produced great
he thought he h gd °f religions, as well as those that did not,
ties make civiliz:t‘ proved that religions and. creative minori-
and schisms unm 1(]’:18 and that the dead weight of majorities
Western Civiﬁzati: es them, Of all the sch.tics considered,
has been tottersy n alone, for Toynbee', still lives, and even it
demption were fag szlm‘:e the Reformation. Its chances of re-
peared that the Wc‘f n the'last four volu.mes. There it ap-
vival, but Toynbe el_gh_t of historical laws is against our sur-
s blessed with £ ¢ ll.lsmted, rather contradictorily, that man
ree will and that history cannot rob him of it.

Our Western civiljza,:
. athn can b ar .
syncretist variety, be saved by a recourse to faith,
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Both the commercial success of the Study (‘As a dollar-
carner . . . it ranks sccond only to whiskey’, Trevor-Roper
gibed) and the despair that flowed from the latter volumes
galled Trevor-Roper. As was noted at the time, the personal
venom that shot out of Trevor-Roper’s pen had seldom, if
ever, been cqualled in the writings of modern scholarship.
(In 1957, Trevor-Roper was gencrally known for one youth-
ful work on a seventeenth-century archbishop, which was
distinctive for being anticlerical, and for a brilliant but rather
journalistic account of the last days of Hitler; but particularly
among scholars for some powerful attacks on his academic
brethren in periodicals, notably R. H. Tawney, who was
acknowledged to be one of the great English historians,
and Lawrence Stone, of Wadham College, Oxford, whom
Trevor-Roper wounded at the start of Stone’s teaching
career.) Now he bellowed that, compared with Toynbee’s
style, the writings of Hitler had a ‘Gibbonian lucidity’, and
declared that the Study was ‘huge, presumptuous, and utterly
humourless’, and not only ‘erroncous’ but ‘hateful’. He
wrote, “Toynbee’s truly monstrous self-adulation combined
with his fundamental obscurantism [does] indeed emotionally
repel me.’ For the Encounter critic, the Study was an extrava-
gant bid of Toynbee to set himself up as a prophet—a
Hitler, Had not ‘Hitler, like . . . Toynbee . . . ranged over
the centuries and crammed such facts as he found it con.-
venient to select into a monstrous system?” Did not both
Hitler and Toynbee see themsclves as the phoenixes of the
centuries, Messiahs who had rolled up Westerncivilization
and opened up a new age—in Hitler’s case the Nazi era, and
in Toynbee’s the wishful age of a syncretist religion of a)]
faiths, ‘a new tutti-frutti . . .““a mish-mash’’, as one commenta-
tor has described it, “of the Virgin Mary and Mother Isis, of
St Michael and Mithras, of St Peter and Mohammed, of
St Augustine and Jalalad-Din Mawlana’?’ To Trevor-
Roper, the scheming Messiah had given himself away at the
beginning and the end of the tenth volume—in the acknow.
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ledgments, where he expressed his gratitude to, in Trevor-
Roper’s words, ‘all who, since the beginning of History, have
deserved immortality by contributing . . . to that ultimate
creation of the ages, the mind of Toynbee’, and in the
index, where Trevor-Roper, by diligent use of the tape
measurc, discovered that the entry ‘Toynbee, Arnold Joscph’,
f)ccupxcd twelve column inches. With an ardour somewhat
m CXCCSS_OF many hounding reviewers, Trevor-Roper trans-
p‘ortcd himself to the centenary of the birth of the Messiah
(‘A.T. 100’) and found the devotces faithfully rcading the
Old Testament (the six pre-war volumes) and the New
Tcstar.nent (the four post-war volumes). In all the churches
of Mish-Mash, they were reciting ‘the drowsy doggerel
of the Founders Litany, “Mother Mary, Mother Isis,
Mot.her Cybele, Mother Ishtar, Mother Kwanyin, have com-
fr?s:}inr;z us. .- . No spirit of fun, however, was at work
with Chillir(;w.h( Am I serious? Alas, I am,’ the writer noted
it created afni;lmour.) ¥ndccd, tl'.le atti?.Ck ‘T/as s'o g-ra_ve t]}at
talk of Trcvor-lo{r SCns,atlon, c.specxally since it 001'nc:1dcd \./v1th
Modern Histo OtpCC)r s appointment to the Regius Chair ?f
gifts of Her MZ; . xford, one of the most f:ovctc.d acadt'zmlc
few Oxford Stuglen?l s Government. Man}j, 11'1c1udmg quite a
more than docs s—and they often don’t like Toynbec any
TrCVOF-ROPCr’S attcvor-Ropcr——sccmed to be a,s repelled by
when the aPPOintmaCth as he was by Toynbee’s work, and
questioned itg adviS:bilv'vtas rr;idc, somec months Iat.cr, thcy
doubts by the London Obl y. cy were supported in their
were ‘WOndering abo server, which noted that some people
man capable of Wu-t-the lnﬁuenffe on Unde‘rgraduates of a
elaborate vio] nting a considered article with such
For som .°1c€ and personal hatred’.

from Toyni(tgl(:r_rlf;v;h;re wasn’t the faintest whisper of a reply
as though Trf’-‘Vor-R nal volumes of the Study were delivered
troversy, the arrOWSOpefr had never written. Debate, con-
Toynbee’s quiver Th of cleverdom were not weapons in

* 4hen, after many years of silence, he did
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try to answer all his critics in a heavy volume called Recon-
siderations, but the book was remarkable for the abscnce of
any bite. Trcvor-Ropcr, the cruclist and most lacerating
critic, was barely acknowledged. Out of seven references to
him, four were in (he footnotes, and only onc betrayed a hint
of exasperation, (‘On the article as a whole, no comment,’
Toynbee said, with a rare shrug.) Was Toynbee a prophet,
as TFCVOF-Roper had charged? ‘The imputation,” Toynbee
noted, with exaggerated courtesy, ‘is difficult to deal with,
because the next most ridiculous thing to saying, “I think I
am a prophet” would be to say, “I really don’t think I am.”
Perhaps the best answer is not a verbal but a practical one.
A readiness to believe that one may have been mistaken in
the views that one has expressed is surcly incompatible with
belicving that they are not one’s own, but God’s. So I hope
this volume of reconsiderations may cffectively dissipate the
spectre of “Toynbee the prophet”.’

During the first years of Trevor-Roper’s professorship,
there was an uncasy Iull in his activitics. Some said that the
professorship had mellowed him, others that he was crouch-
ing in wait for big shikar. Everybody was gucssing, some
people with a greater degree of apprehension than others,
but Sir Harold Nicolson, doyen of critics, appeared able to
tread on Trevor-Roper’s toes with impunity. Writing of the
only book issucd ex cathedra—a collection of the Professor’s
miscellancous reviews—Nicolson commented, ‘It secms to
me that the Professor, for all the fine finality of his judgments,
lacks the daring scope of Toynbee, the majesty of Namier,
the incisive wit of A. J. P. Taylor, the taste of Miss Wedg-
wood, the humanity of Trevelyan, or the charm and modesty
of Dr A. L. Rowse. ... Among the strings of his lute there is a
wire of hate which is apt to twang suddenly with the rasp of
a banjo.” Nevertheless, it was belicved that if there was a case
to be stated against a historian, Trevor-Roper could marshal
and present the evidence not only more destructively but
more elegantly than anyone else.
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It was after nearly five years of thc professorship that a
very spectacular fatted calf presented himself; hc was
A.]J. P. Taylor, Fellow of Magdalen College, Oxford. Unlike
Toynbee, Taylor looked for no grand design or purpose in
the universe, claimed no theory of history. He was a polyglot
scholar who had written about a dozen historical studics,
many of which were standard works in his chosen period of
the nincteenth and twentieth centuries. If anything, he was
more illustrious prey than Toynbec; while practically cvery-
body had stalked Toynbee, not many had dared to pursuc
Ta}rlor. In the eyes of the professionals, Taylor had as many
solid books to his name as any living historian. Truc, many
of them held against Taylor his regular contributions to cer-
tain sections of the vulgar press, like the Sunday Express (the
fact that he wrote Just as often for highbrow papers did not
seem to redeem him), and his regular television appearances
—'—l.'us Who's Whe entry boasts, ‘Appcars regularly in tecle-
:/llg;c;n‘ %Oliream.rnq Free Speech’, and lists among his publica-
ever give; oummlz Rf’v.l’lu!ion of 1917 . . . (s.cript of first lectures
110t % very ulrll television)’—but since a journalistic don was
away with aﬁoni'luf_nml pPhenomenon in England, Taylor got
along, in yet at 51,1 and more, unt.il Trevor-Roper came
Hiler, and Wr:,)t er Encounter article—A. ] P. Taylor,
under attack this t'(J uly, 1961)—to slaughte‘r .hlm. The book
World War. 1y ha;me was Taylor’s T/}e 0fzgzn: of the .S"econd
thunderbolt, unheral?ln;-llved on the historical seenc like 2
While the specialisgs cd by the us.ual pre-publication talk.
Origins, Taylor's bookrlc'ured to their dens to che\:v over the
handsome enCOmium; 1;“3 Toynbee’s w.lork before it, received
Statesman review, f rom the public at large. The New

. .> 10T one, began, ‘Mr A. J. P. Taylor is the

only English historian & s
of Gibbon and Mac, IHO,W writing who can bend the bow
was ‘a masterpicce: l: ag' It went on to claim that the l.:>ook
in a bare, sparse ’swfl » Compassionate, beajlutlfully written
turbing’. Tt was diste, and at the same time dec.ply dis-
urbing because Taylor assailed the
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assumption that Hiler and his henchmen had willed the
war. He termed this universally held belief a myth, and con-
cluded, in one disquicting sentence, “The war of 1939, far
from being Premeditated, was a mistake, the result on both
sides of diplomatic blunders.” The historian depicted Hitler
as arational and serjguys statesman whose foreign policy had a
long pedigree. The implications of this view were far-reach-
ing. To take one Instance—as book reviewers noted—if Hitler
was not a madman, then all Germans were guilty.
Trevor—Roper soon emerged from his library, and his
article on Taylor was only a little less violent than his re-
sponse to Toynbee, In the Study, the prophecy had repelled
him; what repelled him in the Origins scemed to be the
philosophy~though Taylor was no more ready to admit he
was a philosopher than Toynbee had been to admit that he
was a prophet, In fact, Taylor insisted that he was simply
trying ‘to tell the story as it may appear to some future
historian, working from the records’. The philosophy that
Trevor-Roper ascribed to Taylor would scarcely fill a para-
graph in any philosopher’s notebook. According to Trevor-
Roper, Taylor thought that there were no heroes or villains
in history, and that ‘the real determinants of history . . . are
objective situations and human blunders’. According to
Taylor, Trcvor—Roper continued, ‘objective situations consist
of the realities of power; human intelligence is best employed
in recognizing these realities and allowing events to conform
with them; but as human intelligence seldom prevails in
politics, the realities generally have to assert themselves, at
greater human cost through the mess caused by human
blunders’. Taylor might claim to be writing from the
records, Trevor-Roper said, but his philosophy could write
his history for him. This was how, in Trevor-Roper’s view,
both Hitler and Neville Chamberlain could be painted by
Taylor as ‘intelligent statesmen’: both, it seemed, followed
the ‘historical necessity’ of 1918. Since Germany was not
carved up after its defeat, it tended to revert to its natural
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position of a great power. Hitler was, therefore, right and
intelligent in co-operating with this ‘historical nccessity’, f9r
he stood to gain, and Chamberlain was also intclligent in
yielding to the same ‘historical necessity’, though he stood to
lose. With such a philosophy, how could there be heroes or
villains? Trevor-Roper’s insinuation was that any historian
who looked at the world with thesc necutral cyes obviously
could not see the true Adolf Hitler.

If a historian was unable to sce Hitler, whose life was
within our memory—what could he sce, I wondered. The
charge was all the more severe for being applied to a long-
established and brilliant practitioner of the historical art.
And how had Taylor come to such a pass? Trevor-Roper had
his theories. He exhumed an old controversy about the
Regius Chair. The late Sir Lewis Namier, accepted by
Toynbee, Taylor, and Trevor-Roper himself as a historian
vyithout equal in twentieth-century England, had, it was pub-
licly rumoured, recommended Trevor-Roper over his pupil,
Taylor, for the Regius Chair, on the ground that Trevor-
Roper was a preferable academic candidate for not having
appeared much on television, ‘Is it, as some have suggested,’
Trevor-Roper now asked in Encounter, ‘a gesture of post-
humous defiance to his former master, Sir Lewis Namier, in
Jevenge for some imagined slight? If so, it is just as well that
1t 1s POSth}lmous: otherwise what devastating justice it would
have received!” His Speculations on Taylor’s motives did not
stoP here. He went on, ‘Is it, as Mr Taylor’s friends prefer to
beheve,.mer e characteristic gaminerie, the love of firing squibs
and laying banana-skins to disconcert the gravity and upset
the balance of the orthodoyp Or does Mr Taylor perhaps
suppose that such a I‘e-interpretation of the past will enable
us better to face the Problems of the present? Theoretically,
this should not be his Motive, for not only does Mr Taylor,
in his book, frequently te]] us that the past has never pointed
€, but he has also assured us recently,
in the Sunday Express, that the study of history can teach
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nothix}g, not even general understanding: its sole purpose, he
says, 1s. to amuse; and it would therefore scem to have no
more right to a place in education than the blowing of soap
pubblcs or other forms of innocent recreation.” I wondered
if the historian who made soap bubbles out of history would
answer or retrcat behind the dignified cloak of silence, as
T?ancc .had done a few years carlier. A day or two later,
this question was scttled for me, apparently, when I received
the .I unc gth copy of the Times Literary Supplement. In a dis-
turbing letter of two sentences, Taylor dismissed the host of
le.arncd critics who, like Trevor-Roper, had been dogging
him and a kind 7.L.S. reviewer. ‘I have no sympathy with
?.uthors who resent criticism or try to answcr it,’ he wrote.
I must, however, thank your correspondents for the free
publicity which they have given my book.’

Nevertheless, I looked through the subsequent Encounters
for z% shriek of protest from Taylor. It took some months in
coming, but it was unmistakably therc in the September
issue, and what a curious form it took! It was ominously
headed ‘How TO quoTE—Exercises for Beginners’. Two
colu-m.ns of passages—one from Trevor-Roper’s article sum-
marizing and quoting Origins, and the other unedited quota-
tions from the book—were juxtaposed:

But what about the Euro-
pean Jews? That episode is con-

veniently forgotten by Mr
Taylor.

It does not fit the character
of a German statesman who ‘in

D

Many Germans had qualms
as one act of persecution fol-
lowed another culminating in
the unspeakable wickedness of
the gas-chambers. But few knew
how to protest. Everything
which Hitler did against the
Jews followed logically from
the racial doctrines in which
mostGermansvaguelybelieved.

In principle and doctrine
Hitler was no more wicked and
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principle and doctrine, was no unscrupulous than many oth;:rll‘
more wicked and unscrupulous contemporary statesmen. 1
than many other statesmen’. wicked acts he outdid them all.

And s0 on. Butifthis was the non-answering way of replying to
Trevor-Roper, at the end of his exercise Taylor attempted
a variation on the method:

It [the book] will do harm, The Regius Professor’s meth-
perhaps irreparable harm, to ods of quotation might also do
Mr Taylor’s reputation as a harm to his reputation as a
serious historian. serious historian, if he had one.

Appended to Taylor’s columns was more prose from
Trevor-Roper. This time, his words were defensive, even
tame. He wrote that the exercises ‘are calculated to sparc
him [Taylor] the trouble of argument and to give a lot of
trouble (or, more likely, bewilderment) to the reader’, and
that “if Mr Taylor had been able to convict me of any
“quotation” Comparable with his own version of the German
documents (a subject on which he is now silent), or if he had
shown my Summary to be as inconsistent with his thesis as he
so often is with himgelf . .. I should indeed be ashamed’.

Not long after this, a letter from John, enclosing the
transcription of g television confrontation between Trevor-
Roper and Taylor on The Origins of the Second World War,
reached me in America. ‘What a shame you weren’t here for
the sensationa] SCreen struggle,” John’s epistle read, in part.
“Trevor-Roper gave me the impression of spluttering flame
under the withering impact of Taylor’s mind. Taylor would
pinch his nose ang take off his glasses as though he had an
ulcer or was in Pain, and my heart went out to him, while
Trevor-Roper appeared nervous, his mouth a little jumpy,
his hands writhing. As far as T am concerned, Taylor stole the
show. But this is one man’s opinion. No doubt there are others.’

The debate had taken place sometime between the pub-
lication of 4. 7, P, Taylor, Hitler, and the War and that of the
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Exercises for Beginners. It indicated to me that Taylor cer-
tainly hadn’t gone down without a fight. While the detailed
criticisms of his book had been many and varied, the two
points that had drawn everybody’s fire were that Taylor was
blind to Hitler’s wickedness (even if he excluded from the
book the genocide of the Jews, on the ground that it was not
part of the story of the origins of the war, everybody said, he
had no excuse for discounting or ignoring altogether Hitler’s
monomaniacal visions in Mein Kampf, his maunderings about
being master of the world in Hitler's Table Talk, 1941-1944,
and his Hossbach Memorandum to the Generals in 1937,
which became ‘the blueprint for War of 1939’) and that
Taylor had set out to be perverse (Munich, generally ac-
cepted to be ‘a triumph of cowardicc’, was made by him ‘a
triumph of all that was best and most enlightcned in British
life’). In a word, his critics accused him of being an apologist
for Hitler, and an apologist for appeasement.

‘It’s perfectly obvious,’ Taylor now said in his own defence
on TV, ‘that the wickedness he [Hitler] did, the wickedness
he inspired, particularly what went on in Germany—the
dictatorship, later on, the extermination of the Jews—these
have no parallel in history. I don’t dispute this. But it seems
to me that his foreign policy was the least original part of
what he contributed, either for good or ill. That in this—and
this is all I've been trying to say, not thinking of it in moral
terms—that Hitler’s policy sprang out of the German history
that had gone before. That in one form or another Germany,
remaining united at the end of the First World War, was
bound to seek to destroy the defeat; was bound to seek to
undo the Treaty of Versailles; and that the impetus of success
in undoing this Treaty would carry Germany forward, unless
it was checked in some way, into being again a great and
dominant power in Europe. If these are wicked things—ifit’s
wicked for Germans to want to be dominant in Europe, and
not wicked, shall we say, for Americans or Russians to be
dominant in the world, well then he was a wicked statesman.
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But I don’t understand, except that I dislike the Germans,
why merely wanting your country to be the most powcrful
in the world puts you into the head [sic] of a wicked states-
man. . . . The basis of this blucprint [thc Hossbach Memor-
andum]—Hitler lays it down—is that there’s going to be a
great war in 1943-45—nhe uses these figures more than once,
this is the thing that he's thinking of, the Great War—which
maybe he was planning for 1943-45, instead of that hc got
himsclf into a smaller war in 1939, and how the first can bc a
blueprint for the second, I don’t understand. If a man comcs
along, yYou kl’lOW, and says I'm proposing to ﬂ}’ by th plzmc
to Canada next year, but instcad gocs on a motorcycle tour
next week, I don’t think he’s a very good planner. .. . The
war ol 1939 is not the war he planncd. It may well be that he
planncd some different war—a war against Russia, a war in
1943, bUt. the war of 1939 was a war against England and
France, .lt took place against antagonists that he’d not
planncd it to take placc against, and it took placc at a time
when he had not planned it to take place. . .. When I judge
;It’c‘;}}llilr)ls Itl}ls is the wrong way for a historian to go on—
terms of theJudgc cvents in the past I try to judge them in
I say that I\j[nor_ahty which then existed, not of mine. When
British life Iuruch was a triumph for all that was best 1n
Cnlightenec,l Mmcean that the years and years before that,
equate too CI;(;OIPIC, _men of the Left—whom perhaps I
attacked ngchl% WIt}.l all that was beSt_—that the}f had
sion of the SudcotS ovakia, that they had said t.hat the inclu-
words of one ofetrlll German.s in Czechoslovakia vYas_in the
peace settlement me, Brailsford—the worst crime of the
all those who h Ol 1919. ... ] mean by that a triumph for

ad preached enlightenment, international

conciliation, revyig; . . . . -
from forc > "CVISion of treaties, the liberation of nationalities
180 rule, and S0 on.’

F
! (;)rrlcr;ft:; nthe bool.{s of Toynbee and Taylor had raised dis-
& questions, which could no longer be answered by
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arguments over such specific points as whether Toynbee
rcally wished to put out the lights of Western civilization, and
whether Taylor overlooked the ferocious and destructive
springs of Hitler’s character. More fundamental questions
had begun to nag at me. The majestic Sir Lewis Namier had
furnished his The Structure of Politics at the Accession of George III
—one of the best historical works of our time—with an epi-
graph from Aeschylus’ Prometheus Vinctus: ‘I took pains to
determine the flight of crook-taloned birds, marking which
were of the right by nature, and which of the left, and what
were their ways of living, each after his kind, and the cnmi-
tics and affections that were between them, and how they
consorted together.’ If] in a sense, history was a movement of
birds, Toynbce and Taylor used very different methods to
divine it. Both insisted that they were empirical historians,
yet one used a telescope and the other a microscope. Both
claimed to be objective historians, yet one indisputably
tilted his telescope to the hcavens and the other, by his own
admission, confined the range of his vision to the minutiae of
forcign policy. From my study of history, I knew that selec-
tion and exclusion were basic principles of the historical
method. But the disparity in the procedure of Trevor-
Roper’s two kills was so great that for me it could not be
explained on the grounds of method or temperamental
differences. My perplexity, as I was soon to learn, was shared
by a Taylor of Cambridge—E. H. Carr, Fellow of Trinity
College—who, even as Trevor-Roper was laying low his vic-
tims one by one, was asking the question ‘What is history?’
On its own merits, the question was an engulfing one, and
the fact that the answers were delivered as Trevelyan lectures
to Cambridge undergraduates, broadcast over the B.B.C,,
reproduced in Listener articles, and finally issued as a book,
What is History?, contributed to the swell of interest.

Carr, one of the most distinguished historians at Cam-
bridge, began his lectures by assailing a few victims of his
own with a cutting polemical style that was all thc more
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brilliant and cffective for having an air of cogency, reason-
ableness, and sanity. Prominent in the display of his trophies
sccmed to be the head of Sir Isaiah Berlin, whose book 7?"
Hedgehog and the Fox and whose lecture ‘Historical Incvit-
ability’ had established him as a sober and intelligent thinkfir
on the question ‘What is history?’ ‘In 1954,” Carr now said 1n
attacking the Chichele Professor, ‘Sir Isaiah Berlin published
his essay on “Historical Inevitability’. . . . He added to the
indictment the argument . . . that the “historicism” of Hegel
and’ Marx is objectionable because, by explaining human
actions in causal terms, it implies a denial of human free will,
and encourages historians to evade their supposed obligation
- - - t0 pronounce moral condemnation on the Charlemagnes,
Napoleons, and Stalins of history. . . . Even when he talks
nonsense, he earns our indulgence by talking it in an
engaging and attractive way.’

At the very first opportunity—that is, when Carr’s lectures
were printed in the spring of 1961, in the Listener—Berlin
trde to fend Carr offjp 5 letter that finished, ‘His short way
with the problem of individual freedom and responsibility
(the “‘C‘lead horse” which, in Mr Carr’s horrifying metaphor
-+ I “have flogged into life””) is a warning to us all of what
may happen to these who, no matter how learned or perspi-
cacious, venture intg regions too distant from their own.
Mr Carr Spcaks of his indulgence towards my follies. I am
glad fo reciprocate by offering him my sympathy as he
gropes h‘S.Way in the difficult, treacherous and unfamiliar
field of phllosophy of hist y

Carr, however "h
tunity to redeliv:gr
found sympathiser,

summary of Berlip’s

took Berlin’s letter simply as an oppor-
his thrusts, in the Listener, at his new-
He quoted chapter and verse for his

views:
-O-nc, [he recited abacus fashion], in ‘Historical Inevit-
ability’ . . | Sir Isa

iah writes: ‘I do not here [“my italics”,

Carr noted] wish tq say that determinism is necessarily
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false, only that we neither think nor speak as if it were
true and that it is difficult, and perhaps impossible, to con-
ceive what our picture of the world would be if we seri-
ously believed it.” Over and over again, he sccks to show
that determinism is incompatible with ‘the notion of
individual responsibility,” . . . which he emphatically
endorscs. If these arguments do not lead to the conclusion
that ‘determinism must be false’, I do not sce where they
lead.

Two, Sir Isaiah dismisses what he calls ‘thc modern
plea for a greater effort at understanding’ . . . on the
ground that those who make this plea are involved in the
fallacy that ‘to explain is to understand and to under-
stand is to justify’. This seemed to me to mean that the
historian should not look for, say, underlying social or
economic causes of the two world wars, lest he should in
the process explain away the moral responsibility of
Wilhelm II or Hitler or the German pcople.

Three, Sir Isaiah sharply dissents from the view .
‘that it is foolish to judge Charlemagne or Napoleon or
Genghis Khan or Hitler or Stalin for their massacres’ and
from the view that it is ‘absurd’ or ‘not our busincss as
historians’ to praise ‘benefactors of humanity’. I took
this to mean that it is wise and sensible and our busincss
as historians to award good or bad marks to outstanding
figures of the past. . ..

When I wrote my lectures, I thought I knew where he
stood on these three questions. Now, with the best will in
the world, I simply do not know.

To what extent Hitler could help being Hitler, to what
extent he would be morally exonerated if he was regarded
as the product of his environment, to what extent a historian
could place himself in the role of judge—all were more than
clockwork hares, even if the scent had stuck to Berlin, who
now thumped Carr with a second solid epistle:

103



FLY AND THE FLY-BOTTLE

(1) My reason for not asserting that determinism must
be false is simple—1I did not, and do not, know whether itis
false. The word ‘here’, italicized by Mr Carr, was mcant to
indicate that I did not think it appropriate to conduct a
full-scale discussion of the arguments for and against
determinism in general in a lecture on history, not (as he
seems to think) that I claimed to know it to be false but
did not bother to show this in the lecture in question.
What I did say, and still believe, is that the arguments in
favour of determinism are not convincing, let alone con-
clusive, and that acceptance of it logically entails a far
more drastic revision of some of our commonest convic-
tions and notions than is usually allowed for. The belicf,
for instance, that men who acted in a particular way in a
particular situation could, within certain limits, have
acted diﬁ'crently in this same situation, in a morc than
mercly logical sense of ‘could’, scems to me to be one of
these.

I argued in my lecture that this assumption underlay the
normal thought and language of most men and most his-
torians (including Mr Carr), whereas they do not imply
ability [sic] in determinism as described by Mr Carr, but
rather the contrary. But this fact, although it may create a
presumption against detecrminism, is not, of course, tanta-
mount to showing that determinism is false, still less that
it must necessarily be so; only that if it is, at any rate for
practical purposes, a valid hypothesis (as it may be), then
much that historjang and common men (including Mr
Carr) assume or believe will turn out to be false.

_I .also argued that we cannot really embrace deter-
21311;?; ;:rat is, incorpora:te it in our thmfght and action,

more revolutionary changes in our language
and outlook (some among them scarcely imaginable in
ter.ms of our ordinary words and ideas) than are dreamt
of in Mr Carr’s philosophy. On the other hand, Mr Carr
is perfectly right in supposing that I believe that the deter-

104



ARGUMENT WITHOUT END

minist proposition that individual (or indced any) actions
arc wholly determined by identifiable causcs in time is not
compatible with belief in individual responsibility. Mr
Carr believes that both these irreconcilable positions are
supported by ‘common sense and common experience’,
whereas I think that only the sccond is what ordinary men
assume. It is this paradox that is at the heart of the prob-
lem of free-will, and, as I have admitted already, I do not
know what its solution is. It is this issuc that Mr Carr dis-
misscs as a ‘dead horse’, as many cminent thinkers have
tricd to do before him. It has, unfortunatcly, survived them
all and may, I fear, survive him too.

(2) If Mr Carr supposcs that I deny the proposition that
‘to understand all is to pardon all’ he is, once again, per-
fectly right. But if he infers from this that historians should
not, in my view, use all their powers to understand and
explain human action, then he is certainly wrong. It
scems to me, to give an example, that the better we under-
stand oursclves, the less liable we may be to forgive our-
sclves for our own actions. But from this it does not begin
to follow that historians should not look for ‘social or
economic causcs of the two world wars’ because their dis-
coverics may explain away the moral responsibility of
specific individuals; they may or may not. It is the busi-
ness of historians to understand and to explain; they are
mistaken only if they think that to explain is ipso facto to
Justify or to explain away. This truism would not neced
stating werc it not for a tendency on the part of some
modern historians, in their understandable reaction against
shallow, arrogant, or philistine moral judgments (and
ignorance or neglect of social and economic causcs), to
commit themselves to the opposite extreme—the total
exoneration of all the actors of history as products of
impersonal forces beyond conscious human control.

(3) It is onc thing to recognize the right of historians to
use words which have moral force, and another to order or
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recommend historians to deliver moral judgments. I can
only say again that to attempt to purge the historian’s
language of all evaluative force is neither desirable nor
possible. But it is a far cry from this to inviting or com-
manding historians to give marks ‘to outstanding figurcs
of the past’, of which I am accused. In matters of moral
judgment historians seem to me to have the same rights and
duties, to face the same difficulties, and to be liable to the
same lapses as other writers and other men who scck to tell
the truth, . .. sincerely hope, therefore, that in his forth-
coming book, which I shall read, like all his other works,
with eager interest, he will not charge me with views which
neither of us holds. I know that he would not do so willingly.

If Carr had failed to decipher the philosophically coded
signals of ‘Historical Inevitability’, he could hardly have
failed to understand the Jetter. But the Cambridge historian
unapologetically presented Berlin’s head as a trophy in the
plﬂ?lished book, alongside countless decad and living his-
torians, including Trevor-Roper, who was pinned to the
wall as a violent, almost irrational conservative by his own
ren}ark, ‘When radjcals scream that victory is indubitably
theirs, sensible conservatives knock them on the nose.” Karl
Popper, Professor of Logic and Scientific Method at the
Lond.on School of Economics, whose The Open Society and Its
Enemies had made him 3 pundit without equal on the philo-
s9phy of history, anq had also put him at least partly on the
side .Of Carr, was another of Carr’s trophies—and that
despite the Pre-publication warnings of E. H. Gombrich, a
§tr on‘g ally of p Opper’s, who often does his public letter writ-
ng. T.here is Something disarming,” Gombrich had noted
(again in the Listeneys epistolary tournament), ‘in Mr E. H.
Carr’s picture of himself as another Galileo, facing a bench
of such obscurantig; inquisitors as Sir Lewis Namier or Pro-
fessor Popper . . . while boldly holding on to his Marxist
belief in the predetermineq movement of history towards
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cver-increasing human self-awareness. Unfortunately, he is
more like Galileo’s famous colleague who refused to look
through a telescope.’

In his book, Carr unhesitatingly held on to his belicf,
Marxist or not, that all history is relative to the historians
who write it, and all historians are relative to their historical
and social background. (‘Before you study the history, study
the historian. . . . Before you study the historian, study his
historical and social environment.”) History was not objec-
tive (possessing a hard core of facts) but subjective (possess-
ing a hard core of interpretation). Each generation re-
interpreted history to suit itself, and a good historian was
one who projected his vision into the future—or, rather, one
whose vision coincided with the goals toward which history
was advancing. History was progress, the forward march of
cvents, and a historian was judged to be good if he left the
losers on the ‘rubbish heap of history’ and picked the winners
of tomorrow. This, as Berlin, who was thus far Carr’s
severest critic, pointed out, in his final estimation of the
book (New Statesman), was a ‘Big Battalion view of history’
—although he acclaimed the book as ‘clear, sharp, excel-
lently written . . . a bold excursion into a region of central
importance where most contemporary philosophers and his-
torians, unaccountably, either fear or disdain to tread’. Even
as I put down Berlin’s review, which was remarkable for
pulling its punches, rumours reached me that Trevor-
Roper, whose conservative views were destined by Carr to
Join the rubbish heap of history, was bringing out his
Encounter chopping block.

By this time, my armchair inquiry had grown to com-
pelling proportions, and I was a captive of the delicate art
of the philosophy of history. I felt an impulse to talk to the
controversialists themselves. After spending a few days in the
public library, I came to realize that England is now the
home of historians doing historical philosophy, having
grasped the leadership from the Germans, who, from Hegel
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to Oswald Spengler, were unchallenged champions of the
subject; today the Continentals who have thoughts on the
study tend to gravitate to Britain. I set myself thc assignment
of finding out what the practising historians think about their
own craft, and what they think the conncction is between
their craft and their theories of history—hoping at thc same
time that I would come to know them hoth as thinkers and
as men. Through my reading of history, I was familiar with
the names and writings of many historians who rcpresent
various ways oflooking at history. Besides Trevor-Roper and
Toynbee, Taylor and Carr, there were Herbert Butterficld,
Master of Peterhouse, Cambridge; Picter Geyl, Emeritus
Professor of Modern History at the University of Utrecht;
C.V. (Veronica) Wedgwood, a scholarly historian who writes
popular history at its best; and a number of others—such
quict English historians as Christopher Hill, Professor R. W.
Southern, the Reverend Dr David Knowles, G. R. Elton,
Sir John Neale, David Ogg, and the late Professors Richard
Pares and Sjr Lewis Namier, who cultivated their scholarly
gardens in Private. (Berlin and Popper occupy somce un-
defined region between history and philosophy, and their
v{ews.merit a study by themselves.) With an open list of
historians to meet, I started out for thc colony of intellec-
-tuals, my first stop being the study of Trevor-Roper himself,
in the History Faculty Library, on Merton Strect, in Oxford.

I found Trevor.
the First World
behind a desk ijn

Roper—who was born in 1914, the year
War started—in his study. He was scated
a cold, grey, almost bare room, and he was a
youthful-looking gentleman who, one would guess, used a
Stfalght razor for a shave. His voice was as bleak as the
winter wind from the open window beside his desk, and he
had no tl_me for pleasantries. My first few questions fell flat,
but mention of the name Taylor made him sit up, rather as a

su.lllen country squire might when he is asked to talk about
his grouse shooting.
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‘I believe in clarity,” he said, with a purc B.B.C. accent.
‘In my article on Taylor, there was not a single emotive
word—well, maybe onc or two! “Emotive word” I define as
any word that carrics with it a value judgment.’

I felt I was in the lion’s den, but I asked him if speculating
on Taylor’s motives was not making some sort of value
Judgment.

‘I was following Taylor’s stricturc in the Origins that one
must question the motive of every document,” he replied.
‘For me, Taylor’s book is a document, albeit a worthless
one. It must, therefore, have a motive. Before speculating
on his motives in writing the book, I did consult onc or two
pcople—they shall remain nameless.’

How did he think the telcvision debate had gone?

‘He called me Hughic, but I was not disconcerted or de-
flected from my manners,” he said. ‘I called him Taylor—
though in private lifc he is known to me as Alan—because I
believe that in public debate one must not give the impres-
sion of a private coterie. I do not think I did badly.’

Had he looked at Toynbee’s Reconsiderations?

‘I rcfuse to read any of him now,’ he said. ‘He is utterly
repellent to me. His laws are false. He presented the whole
Minoan civilization in a way to fit his laws of rout and
rally, etc.’

Was it truc that he was preparing a picce about Carr for
Encounter?

‘I am reviewing What is History? at length,’ he said. ‘Tt is
not a good book. Carr presents his own side with an enormous
degree of sophistication, whilst his opponents are ridiculed.
For example, he denigrates the rolc of accident in history by
saying that pcople who argue from accident arc arguing from
the shape of Cleopatra’s nose, or the proverbial monkey bite
that killed the king. They are saying, “Were it not for the
shape of Cleopatra’s nosc, or the monkey bite that killed the

king, the course of history would have been different.”” Sup-
posc we substitute for Cleopatra’s nose the death of Churchill
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in 1939. Am I then to be told by the Carrs of this world thz%t
the course of history would have gone on pretty much as it
did under the leadership of Churchill? For my other criti-
cisms of Carr, I direct you to my Encounter review, which will
be on the stands in a month or two.’

Were there any twentieth-century English historians he
admired?

‘Not really.’

‘Not even Tawney or Namier?’ I asked. In the cyes Qf
many professional historians in Britain, R. H. Tawney is
considered to be second only to Sir Lewis Namier. The two
men, it is thought, revolutionized the study of history—
one by brilliantly employing economic analysis, the other
by using psychological and biographical tools. It is said that
Tawney and Namier did for history what Marx and Freud
had done for sociology and psychology respectively.

‘A colleague of Tawney’s told me the other day,” Trevor-
Roper said, ‘that he used to get very emotional about evi-
d.ence which contradicted his theories. He sometimes valued
h1§ conclusions too much. I do admire Namier, though I
think his method is a limited one.’

‘W.hom do you admire unreservedly?’ I asked.
‘Gibbon.’

‘In this century?’
:One or two French historians.’
‘gssycfubh;ve any theories of history yourself?’ I asked. -

) ¢lieve in parallels in history—what happened in
the fourth century B.c, can throw light on the twentieth cen-
tury. I believe in the law of causation—= causes y in history.’

His credo was gq unexceptionable that neither Tawney nor

Nir}?{ir nor Toynhee nor Taylor nor Carr would argue
with it.

‘Sometimes,’ T said
the works of m
prejudices. Ar
could throw 1i

» a little cautiously, ‘you explain away
en like Toynbee and Taylor in terms of their
¢ there any personal details about you that
ght on your way of writing history?’
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‘Not really,” he said.

As soon as I had left Trevor-Roper, I got hold of a set of
proofs of his Encounter article, which was called E. H. Carr’s
Success Story. Like many other reviewers, Trevor-Roper
took the Cambridge historian to task for his detcrminism
(Carr had dismissed the people who tarried over the might-
have-beens of history as players of a ‘parlour-game’); for his
new definition of the ‘objective’ historian (believing that his-
torians were not frce from prejudice, Carr had to some de-
gree redefined objectivity in a historian, as ‘the capacity to
project his vision into the future’); and for disregarding acci-
dents and contingencies. But the weight of Trevor-Roper’s
axe fell on Carr personally. Here, as in his other Encounter
exccutions, the condemned man’s personal life was made the
scapegoat for some of his views (this time with the emphasis

on Carr’s proposition ‘Study the historian before you begin
to study the facts’).

In 1939 [Trevor-Roper wrote], Mr Carr published an
important book, The Twenty Years’ Crisis, in which he ap-
peared, as so often since, as a ‘realist’, cutting as ruthlessly
through the ‘utopian’, ‘idealist’ verbiage of Sir Alfred
Zimmern and Dr Lauterpacht as he now cuts through the
antiquated liberalism of Sir Isaiah Berlin and Dr Popper.
The upshot of his argument was that only the realities of
power matter, and that German power, and the ideas t0
which it gave force, must be respected as a datum in politics.
The book was, as Mr A. J. P. Taylor has recently called
it, ‘a brilliant argument in favour of appeasement’. A few
years later, Mr Carr changed his mind about the realities
of power, and during the war, when he contributed largely
to The Times, he became known as ‘the Red Professor of
Printing House Square’. But suppose that, in the 19305, he
had written a history of Germany, ‘objective’ in his sense
of the word, according to the evolving standard ‘laid uP
in the future’, and disregarding ‘the might-have-beens of
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history’. T have no doubt it would have been a brilliant
work, lucid, trenchant, profound. No doubt it would
have been acute in analysis and without crude error or
misjudgment. Nevertheless, I wonder how well it would
have worn: how ‘objective’, in any scnse of the word, it
would have appcarcd to us now, when the Nazi success
story has ended in discredit and failurc. In fact, Mr
Garr did not write a history of Germany, But his great
History of Soviet Russia bears the same relation to What s
History? which that unwritten history would prcsumably
have borne to T7e Twenty Years’ Crisis. For what 1s the
most obvious characteristic of A History of Soviet Russia? It is
t}.le author’s unhesitating identification of history with the
:"mtof'i?lls cause, his ruthless dismissal of its opponents, of
1ts victims, and of all who did not stay on, or stcer, the
band.wag(m. The ‘might-have-beens’, the deviationists,
the .rxvals, the critics of Lenin are reduced to insignificance,
denied justice, or hearing, or space, because they backed
tl}e wrong horse. History proved them wrong, and the
hlStOI:l&l’l’? essential task is to take the side of History. . . -
No historian since the crudest ages of clerical bigotry has
;\rlcatc.d C\/_ichCe with such dogmatic ruthlessness as this.
m?).ti}:lr;to;:::’ Cven_ in 'thosc ages, has exalted sgch df)g-
Berlin wrotq an blstox‘}ographlcal thcsny. As Sir Isaiah
perhaps it i il}ll-hls review of Mr Carr’s first \{olum.c (a'nd
Inevz'tabiligy Whils as much as the argux:ncms in stlorzf(d
S0 pertinaciy ;:h has provoked Mr Carr ‘to pursue hll”l’l
remainingVOIL:lsy through _tI}CSC Pa_gCS)i If Mr Carr-s
constitute the mes equal this impressive opening, thfiy will
that idea of i:OSt .mo.nuantal ?hal'lengc of our time to
handed justice Partiality 2.1r.1d objcc?lvc truth. anq even-
deeply embeddegl-the writing of h-1story wlnf:}} is most
In the European liberal tradition.’

Impressed a5 | was

b _ s e, . hi
bullets at the most vy y Trevor-Roper’s ability to aim his

nerable parts of his prey, to find chinks
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in cverybody’s armour, I put down E. H. Carr’s Success
Story in a state of exasperation. Trevor-Roper had a gift for
marshalling the faults of a historian—a Toynbce, a Taylor, a
Carr—without a grain of sympathy. After reading him, one
wondered why the books had been written at all, why anyone
rcad them, why anyonc took them seriously. He put me in
mind of a literary critic who has no love for writers, whose
criticism is not an cnhancement of our understanding, an
invitation to read the book again in the light of his interpre-
tation, but simply an instrument of destruction. Yet the
paradox was that in principle Trevor-Roper scemed to have
no objection to historians who, in ecrror, put forward chal-
lenging theses. He had written once in a lecture, “Think of
the great controversies launched by Henri Pirennc’s famous
thesis on Mohammed and Charlemagne. No one now accepts
it in the form in which he published it. But how the living
intercst in Europe’s dark ages was re-created by the challenge
which he uttered and the controversy which he engendered!
Think too of Max Weber’s famous thesis on the Protestant
cthic: a thesis of startling simplicity and—in my opinion—
demonstrable error. But how much poorer our understanding
of the Reformation, how much feebler our interest in it
would be today, if that challenge had not been thrown down,
and taken up! The greatest professional historians of our cen-
tury . . . have always been those who have applicd to his-
torical study not mercly the exact, professional discipline
they have learned within it but also the sciences, the hypo-
theses, the human intercst which—however intermixed with
human error—have been brought into it by the lay world
outside.’

Perhaps the explanation of Trevor-Roper’s Janus-like pos-
ture, scowling at Pirennes and Webers with one face, smiling
at them with the other, lay not with him but with England.
Even as I had been chasing the Hydra of historical and
philosophical controversy, the intellectual atmosphere in
Britain was thickening with hundreds of other altercations
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until the air choked with a miasmic, blmdmg fog In a scnse,
to follow any of the proliferating controversics to its roots
was to discover oneself writing about the intcllcctual life of a
people. Going for the largest game, crcating an intellectual
sensation, striking a posture, somectimes at the expensc of
truth, stating the arguments against a book or its author in
.the most relentless, sometimes violent way, cngaging the
Interest of practically the whole intelligentsia by using cvery
nook and cranny of journalism, carrying on a bitter war of
words in public but keeping friendships intact in private,
gencrally enjoying the fun of going against the grain—all
these features prominent in historical disputation were also
part of the broader English mental scene. The more sccure
the Cas.tle of any reputation, the more battering rams arrived
to assail it, and Sir Charles Snow and Dr F. R. Lcavis were
but the most spectacular casualties of what Hampshire in the
New Statesman called ‘a ruinous conflict’. The rolec of the
S:)l:g.rs themselves in many of these personal or intcllectual
the ;(C:: coul.d be glimps.cd in the Spectator’s first p.u'bhshmg
Snowitesm:n;ous and ruinous utterances Of‘.Lcawsnc.s a{ld
that begann‘cthcn closing the controversy with an CC!ltO'I‘lal
frequent] ’h ontrove.rsy on matters of mtcl%cctual prlr.1C1p1e
which ityis iast the disadvantage ?f obscuring those issucs
volumes of Angtzjed © !ay barc.” 1 hﬁd not read 'alll ;1_;6
Origins of ih, s, 5 of History, or actually ag'rccd with The
thunder of the };?n Worl.d W‘_”; or Cflrcfully listened for the

ussia, or ook 1§ battalions in Carr s mOflUrr.lcntaI work on
History? but | 1 ly grasped the full implications of What is
about, ;Ilan £ 2d read cnough O.f; and thought enough
interesteq i:tc;l the \_Nork_s to be excited by them, and to be

ese historians as men.

My n . .

Ch};thz}r{rtl VBSIt was to Arnold Toynbee, who works in

Institut House, in London—the home of the Royal
ute of International Affairs.

I arri
frived at the two-hundred-year-old house early one
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afternoon, and was shown by a watchful porter to a door on
the second floor marked rather portentously, “The Toynbee
Room’, but the professor who opened the door was anything
but portentous. Toynbee, who is seventy-three, is a medium-
sized, alert-looking man with a heavy head and a heavy
nosc. He was wcaring an old blue serge suit, which hung
rather loosely around him, and he suggested a saint who is
wrapped up in his theories and his prayers and yet is eager to
please. The Toynbee Room appeared to be a shrine not so
much to him as to a world long past. Books on archzology, on
ancient Greece and Rome, on China, on Egypt, on the Orient,
were spread out like panel after panel of mosaics in a
cathedral. Over the fireplace was a portrait of Toynbee.

‘Oh,’ he said of this, rather apologetically, looking away
from it, ‘I used to have a rather good print of the Parthenon
there, but my elder son presented me with this painting
and...

There wasn’t a single volume on the twentieth century,
and when I commented on this, Toynbee said simply, ‘I keep
all the modern books at home. I will be leaving those to the
family. These more valuable ones I am leaving to Chatham
House.’

We sat facing each other in a corner and talked.

I asked Toynbee how he managed to produce one thick
volume almost cach year.

‘T have a very good memory, but it sits lightly on me,’ he
said. ‘I read an enormous amount, but I suppose it’s from
expericnce that I know exactly what to copy down in my
ruled, ten-by-six notebooks. I have a sort of fore-knowledge
about useful material. Sometimes I take notes years in ad-
vance of actually writing a book. I have just been in Italy in
conncction with a study on ancient Rome, for which I have
been unsystematically taking notes for the last forty-odd
years. Whenever I come across an interesting quotation, I
copy it out in one of my notebooks, and I have now filled
twenty-five of them. Incidentally, I have sold my notebooks,
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along with the longhand text of 4 Study of Ifistory, to the
manuscript collector, Arthur Houghton, of Corning Glass. If
it doesn’t bore you, I was in America recently, and called on
Houghton and found some of my writings, framcd, alongside
some by Alexander Pope, who has an exquisitc hand. It was
like rcturning from the dead.” He laughed quictly.

‘How did you come to write your Study of History?’ 1 asked.

‘It all goes back to the First World War, Toynbee
answered readily. ‘I happened to be re-rcading Thucydidc,s,
Peloponnesian War, when it struck me that the tragic cxpceri-
¢€nce we were going through had alrcady been experienced by
the Greeks. It came to me that it was possible for onc society
to have experienced things—such as mortal war—that were
still in the future for another socicty. Two socicties could be
spaced wide apart chronologically and yct be mentally
contemporancous, I have been at work on the Study ever
since.’

With time banished as a factor from the lifc of a socicty,
Toynbee said, a human mind could compare and contrast
the experiences of various socictics and make some {ruitful,
scicntiﬁcally valid generalizations about man’s experience in
the universe, From the very beginning, he went on, his whole
enterprise had been precarious. There was the antipathetic
cl'lmate of opinion, the depression, the war, and a racc with
his own life cycle. He had written his book under tremendous
mental pressure, and it was only by chance that it was not
killed before its inception. “In 1911,” Toynbee explained, ‘I
came down from Ballio] and made straight for Greece. I spent
a year there, tramping about the villages, talking to anybody
and everybody, generally learning about Greece. I had an
naccurate Austriap staff map with me, which, among the
other h.owlers, indicated a non-existent road. I thought I'd
found 1t, and, being thirsty, drank a lot of the roadside
WZ_Itcr, until a Greek shouted across to me, “You shouldn’t
drink that water, it’s bad water!”” Because of the bad water,
I contracted dysentery, which took years to throw off, but
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because of the dysentery I was not a second licutenant in the
war, and did not, like half my college contemporaries, dic in
1t. Isn’t it extraordinary how chance docs work in history?’

‘If you believe in chance,’ I asked, ‘how can you belicve in
historical laws?’

‘I don’t think I am a dcterminist,” Toynbec said. ‘I believe
in frec will. I often think back to the intervention of chance,
like the dcath of Alexander the Great. Had he not died
young, hc might have politically united the world. Today,
instcad of two warring camps, we might have had a united
world, with no nuclcar sword of Damocles over our heads.’
‘But if one chance can affect history so,” I insisted, ‘then

3

‘Ah, ycs!” he interrupted. ‘But Alexander the Great is an
cxception. In his case, no other Alexander came along to do
the job. In most cascs, there arc many candidates, and it’s a
matter of chance who docs the job, who gets the recognition.
Many people had the idea of evolution simultaneously in the
nincteenth century, because the time was ripe, but Charles
Darwin got the recognition.’

Granted that, so to speak, human fruits did ripen and rot
according to the scasons of civilizations, how had Toynbee
had the audacity to formulate climatic laws from only a
couple of dozen specimen societies?

‘I would, of course, have liked hundreds and thousands of
specimen civilizations to work from, but I did the best I
could with the samples I had,” Toynbee replied immediately-
‘Charles Darwin says somewhere that “ten specimens are too
many for a scientist”.’

All the criticisms and rcconsiderations, Toynbee said, had
not shaken his fundamental belief that human expericnce has
a pattern, a shape, an order; indeed, he had anticipated, in
1919, when he first outlined his magnum opus, all the criti-
cism that was later heaped on his head. Today he stood
alone as a grand generalizer, but he comforted himself with
the thought that the days of the microscope historians were
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probably numbered. They, whether they admitted it or not,
had sacrificed all generalizations for patchwork, relative
knowledge, and they thought of human experience as incom-
prehensible chaos. But in the perspective of historiography,
they were in the minority, and Toynbee, in company with
St Augustine—he felt most akin to him—Polybius, Roger
Bacon, and Ibn Khaldun, was in the majority. ‘You sce,’
Toynbee said, ‘I was a scholar at Winchester, and naturally
subjected to all sorts of tribal customs. I fought many of thc
customs, and you can, I think, cxplain away some of my
differences with the contemporary historians—I am a
minority of one—by saying I am still going against the grain,
against the tribal customs.’

‘But Augustine and Bacon weren’t going against the cur-
rent of their times—they were going with it,” I said. ‘Indced,
they epitomized the spirit of their times.’

‘That’s true,” Toynbee said. ‘But then therc arc many
other men whose work was only recognized years after their
death. I think, you see, that history moves in alternations.’
At th.e‘moment, he went on, we were passing through a
despam.ng time in intellectual matters, but a period of
generalization wag ot necessarily not just around the corner.
In any case, he haq not neglected the mood of the century
completely-. He had kept his feet on the ground of our times
by Rroducmg Survey of International Affairs, a series of ycarly
studies for the Royal Institute of International Affairs. From
.the VEry start of his Study, he had entertained no hopes for it
;{n his lifetime, ‘Aq soon as I put pen to paper,’ he said, ‘I
Tr}llewﬁthat whatever reputation I had would go up in smoke.’

€ Irst two three-volume sets of his Study, in fact, had been
}‘)AlflbllSI%ed and forgotten in the shadow of the Sccond World

_é’-_r- he Post-war volumes had been written in a slightly
different M00d—as 3 sort of tract for the times. He had tried
to do for history wh Jung had done for psychology. Both he
B:I’Id Jung, as more historical and psychological facts came to
light, would be Superseded, as a matter of course, but as far
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as he was concerned, if even a quarter of his generalizations
were not lost in the sands of time, he would consider his work
well done. He and Jung had come upon their ideas separately
—not a small portent of the times. Jung’s discovery of psycho-
logical types, primordial images, Toynbec said, was very
similar to his discovery of contemporancous societies. ‘You
know, Jung scrved in the Swiss artillery,” Toynbee went on.
‘Once, his unit was digging a trench in the Alps. They had
been digging hard for some time when an artilleryman

shouted, in cxasperation, “If we dig any farther, we will
come to the Mothers™.’

Some critics, he added, had accused him, Toynbee, of
finding not just the bed of civilizations under the mountain
of facts but gods as well; mothers and civilizations were one
thing, gods another. But if the death of civilizations did give
rise to religions, how could he help applauding their death,
especially since the better off a civilization was materially,
the less vital it was spiritually?

‘Since I do not believe in a personal god,” Toynbee went
on, ‘I don’t have a vested interest in any one religion. If it
doesn’t bore you . .. Although, of course, I can’t get away
from my Judweo-Christian background, temperamentally I
am a Hindu. As a Hindu, I don’t have any difficulty in be-
lieving in many gods simultaneously, or thinking that a
syncretist faith may be the answer for our age. To Hindus, it’s
of no consequence which road, Siva or Vishnu, one travels—
all roads lead to Heaven.’

I asked Toynbee if his religious views had provided the
motive and the cue for Trevor-Roper’s violent attack.

‘If it doesn’t bore you,” he said, ‘I have been very puzzled
by that article. If Trevor-Roper thought my ideas to be rub-
bish, why did he bother with them, and that, too, in such 2
systematic and relentless fashion? When the onslaught was
published, Encounter pressed me to write an answer, but I'm
pleascd that I didn’t adopt my enemy’s tactics. In the
original version of the Reconsiderations, I said quite a few harsh
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things about Trevor-Roper, but my wife cdited them out,
and I'm glad. For, you sce, Trevor-Roper, by overclectro-
cuting me, really clectrocuted himself. Of course, he hurt me
very much—I still feel pain in my pinched tail—but . . .’

Taking up the cudgels for him, I said, ‘You could safcly
have made short work of his comparison of you to Hitler.’

‘Did he compare me to Hitler?” Toynbee asked with inno-
cent surprisc. ‘Oh, I'd forgotten that. I may be forced to write
another volume of answers.” He laughed. ‘And then 1 shall
certainly disclaim being a Hitler.’

‘Another volume! T said.

‘Well, Picter Geyl, my very pugnacious and persistent
critic’—Toynbee’s tone was affectionatec—‘brought out a
pamphlet answering and dismissing my Reconsiderations prac-
tically within ten days of its publication. So far, I’ve only
written him a remonstrating letter, but if he gocs on at this
rate, I may well have to bring out another book of answers.’
After a pause, he said, ‘By the way, what did you think was
the most damaging count in Trevor-Roper’s indictment—in
casc I should write another Reconsiderations?

'l thought his quotations from your autobiographical,
tenth volume were quite telling,” I said.

‘I'f Mmay sound to you like double-talk,” Toynbec said, rc-
considering, ‘but I don’t really belicve in objcctive history, so
in t}.1e autobiographical volume I tried to put on the table my
cnvironment, my prejudices, and my methods—the bag of
too'ls I used in writing the Study. Often when reading his-
tOrl.anA? like Thucydides I have missed not having a record of
:Ehelr .hves and training. Such a record would certainly have
Hluminated their works for me. I think it’s a help to the
readers of my Study to know that my mother was a historian,
my eclder s.istcr is a professor of archzology at Cambridge, my
younger sister is an excellent monographer on the Stuart
d}fn.asty, one of my sons, Philip, is a distinguished literary
critic, and so on. Even Philip’s novel Pantaloon—it is largely
aumblographiCal‘might aid some curious future readers.’
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‘But surcly Trevor-Roper is complaining about the auto-
biographical cxcesses rather than about the facts,” I said.

“Yes,” Toynbee promptly agreed. ‘I wrote A Study of History
under enormous mental pressure. All the while I was
writing it, I didn’t know if there was time cnough in the
world to finish it. Also’—he hesitated—‘I wrote some of
those volumes under fire, when I was having lots of trouble.
You sce, my first marriage had collapsed, affccting me
deeply, and . . . in a sense, I never got over it. A tired man
is apt to make mistakes.’

I wanted to talk to him about the many historians I had
been reading, but he had not seen Taylor’s book and had
not heard of Carr’s What is History? He readily admitted not
knowing much about the professional historians, but he
thought he admired Miss Wedgwood and Tawney. ‘I am
very ignorant about their ficlds, however, so I suppose I can’t
really judge them,’ he said. ‘Before you censure me for my
ignorance of day-to-day history, I ought to tell you that the
climate of my mind is wholly classical. It’s becausc of a
classical education that I’ve concentrated all my encrgies on
looking for order in human experience.’

‘But Trevor-Roper had a classical education,’ I said.

‘Oh, I didn’t know that,” he said. ‘I can’t imagine, then,
what he got out of it. I am not saying that a classical educa-
tion stamps people with a uniform point of vicw but, rather,
that it does endow men with some common propertics.
Gibbon had a point of view totally opposite from mine, but
nevertheless, because of his classical education, I can read
him with pleasure, just as I think he could rcad me with
pleasure.’

‘Would Trevor-Roper grant Gibbon’s reading you with
pleasure?’ I asked.

‘Perhaps not,” Toynbee said, laughing.

It was nearly seven, and Toynbee asked me to dine with
him at the Atheneum, a club that is said to have more
bishops per square inch than any other club in the world.
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‘I very seldom go out,” he said, ‘but I warned my wife %n
advance that I might take you to my club today.” He said
that, aside from his family, he didn’t sce many pcople. He
had lunch once a week with one old school friend, a retired
county court judge, and sometimes he met a retired insurance
executive. Out on the street, he didn’t so much walk as float
on a thick cushion of air, and he gave the impression of being
a Gabriel among the pcople.

In the club, Toynbec ordercd medium-dry sherry, lentil
soup, steak and kidney pie, and strawberry ice, and talked
rather expansively about a seventcen-month journcy he
had taken around the world a little while back as a journa-
list, which had resulted in a book called Between Oxus and
Jumna. “When 1 travel,” he said, ‘I carry in my pocket a copy
of the Bhagavad-Gita, a volume of Dante, an anthology of
the metaphysical poets, and Faust—books I rcad over and

over again. Some people live by Freud and Hamlet. T live
by Jung and Faust.’

Toynbee’s attempt to generalize, his regarding history as
a tapestry with recurring patterns, his ordering of the lifc of a
civilization according to its religion and art (the development
of medicine and science, the basis for most people’s belief in
human progress, hardly gets a hearing in his work—no
wonder the West has been on the decline since the sixteenth
century), his refusal to believe that the faith of ages past in an
orderly world has been shattered like a Humpty-Dumpty,
never to be put together again—all are contrary to the pre-
dominant mood. This, perhaps, is the rcason Toynbee has
attra.cted critics as a sweetshop invites children. The most
forr-nldaple of the living critics, possibly, is Picter Geyl, of the
University of Utrecht. Geyl, who is seventy-five, spent more
than twenty years (1913-35) in England, beginning as a
correspondent for a Dutch newspaper and then becoming a
professor—first of Dutch studies and then of Dutch history—
at London University. He is well acquainted with—indeed,
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a part of—the English historical scene, and his reputation
among the professionals is as high as Toynbee’s is low.
A. J. P. Taylor, who is almost as sparing of compliments as
Trevor-Roper, and almost as prolific as Toynbee, wrote a
rapturous picce about Geyl for his seventieth birthday:
‘When pcoplec ask impatiently: “How then would you define
an historian?” I am at no loss for an answer. This is my
dcfinition: Picter Geyl is an historian. . . . He represents the
idcal towards which historians strive—or rather (to avoid
generalizing in my turn) towards which I, as an historian,
strive and towards which other historians whom I admire
strive also. . . . Even when he is wrong (and I think he is
somctimes), he is wrong as only an historian can be. . .. The
historical significance of Dr Geyl’s work (much of which has
been translated into English) has been widely acknowledged;
this year its literary significance, too, was recognized, when
he was chosen to receive the P. C. Hooft Prize, the leading
Dutch literary award. . . . His style is unassertive. But when
he has rcached the point of decision, his words fall like the
blows of a hammer. . . . His attitude towards historical evi-
dence is well seen in his prolonged controversy with Toynbee.
IFaced with a sweeping generalization covering the cen-
turies, Geyl docs not intervene with an equally generalized
doubt. Modecstly, unassumingly, he takes some individual
casc—the rise of the Netherlands, the British colonies in
North Amcrica, the unification of Italy—and asks: “Does the
generalization accord with these facts?’ When it does not,
that is the end so far as Geyl is concerned.’ Taylor then, as a
professional historian, used the occasion to discharge some
volleys at Toynbee. ‘But that is not the end for Toynbee,’ he
wrote. ‘It is not even the beginning; it is nothing at all. For,
since he makes up generalizations to suit his convenience or
his religious whim of the moment, the fact that they do not
accord with the evidence is irrelevant to him.’ This was not
all. Geyl could not even comprehend the workings of
Toynbee’s mind: ‘He [Geyl] cannot bring himself to believe
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that anyonc should fly so wilfully and so persistently in the
face of cvidence as Toynbee docs. Therefore Geyl comes
back once more to wrestle with the convicted sinner, hopeful
that—this time—he will sce the light. But it is of no avail.
Toynbee remains incorrigible; and once more the damning
sentence is pronounced.” And, Taylor continued, ‘thc same
rigorous appeal to the cvidence is shown in the historical
work with which Geyl made his name. He challenged the
accepted version of how the Nectherlands were divided.
Earlicr historians had explained the division by differences
of religion or of racc or of national character. They did not
find these differences in the historical evidence; they put the
differences in from their own expericnce or inclinations.
Dutch Protestants wanted to show that Holland had always
been predominantly Protestant and that Protestantism was a
superior religion. Belgian historians wanted to show that
Belgium had always existed as an independent entity, though
no one noticed this at the time. Geyl looked at the evidence.
He studicd the contemporary record and noticed the obvious
things which no one had noticed before: the decisive part
Pla_ycd by the Spanish army and the line of the great rivers.
This is a less inspiring and romantic explanation than the
older ones; it is less flattering to national pride, whcther
Dutch or Belgian. It has only the virtue of happening to be
correct; and it is now difficult to imagine a time when men
did not rcalize it. The discrediting of the older version and
the substitution of a better one, firmly based on evidence, is
one qf the most beautiful historical operations in our lifetime.’
lca‘cl}’ilrtxh Taylor’s tribute. as my guide:—he seemed to be
ng me out of the mediaeval, theological world of Toynbee

jVT;C:, irolt{)j tthe modern, medical w<?r1d 'of Geyl—I made my
recht to sce the Dutch historian. One of his pupils,

wh.o Mmet me at my hotel, the Pays-Bas, the morning I
arrlveq, told me a little bit about him. ‘Both Geyl’s father
anc-l hls' grandfather were doctors,” his pupil told me, ‘and
while his mind still has the precision of an operating room, as
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a man he is vain as only a humanist can be. Once, in a
seminar, a student argucd that one day national barriers
might disappear, lcaving the world with one state and one
language. Geyl pounced on him: “But what about my im-
mortal Dutch prose?” It was said with a touch of irony,
but only a touch of irony. Some of his works, even now, he
won’t have translated, saying, “If anyone wants to know
what I think, he can jolly well learn Dutch.” In fact, I believe
he’s somewhat hostile to the Common Market because he
fears that the Dutch language will disappear in such an
organization. This is not just love of the language but love of
his country and its history. In that sort of way, he is very
much a conscrvative.’

After some lunch, I went to Geyl’s house. I knew it was a
Dutchman’s home by the bicycles in the doorway. Geyl, who
opencd the door, proved to be an impressive gentleman—a
tall man with the grey beard of the wise and the narrow smile
of the aristocrat. He was wearing an unobtrusive hearing aid,
a bluc tie, an English-style grey jacket, and grey trousers. He
invited mc to follow him up a narrow wooden stairway, and
showed me into his study. It was as thick with books as the
Toynbce Room, but Geyl’s books had a distinctly modern
look. Bchind his desk was a two-shelf display of various edi-
tions and translations of his works. He picked out the
smallest volume, his English translation of the fourteenth-
century Dutch play Lancelot of Denmark, and, holding it close
to his heart, read aloud, in a soft English:

‘Now hear what we intend to play.
*Tis all about a valiant knight,
Who loved a lady day and night.
Noble of heart she was and pure,
But of lowly birth for very sure.’

Returning the book to the shelf, he said, ‘How I’ve loved
history!”” We sat down under what Geyl told me was his
favourite print of his mentor, Erasmus, and near the window,
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which looked out on the Biltse Straatweg—a road along
which, in the Sccond World War, the Dutch Army had
retreated and then the liberating Canadian Army had
advanced.

‘I am by nature a talker,’ Geyl began, ‘and unless some-
body baits me, making me angry, I tend to go on talking.
Do you mind?’

I said no indced.

“Until my chance encounter with Toynbee,” Geyl said, ‘1
rather prided myself on my ignorance about the philosophy
of history; he made me take my first step toward wisdom by
regretting my ignorance. My fame as a philosopher of history
is not only accidental but gratuitous. Toynbce has done for
me in the historical world what Margot Fontcyn did for me
at Oxford.” He pointed to a picture on the opposite wall,
which showed him, tall and serious in an academic gown,
beside the graceful and striking Margot Fonteyn, also in an
academic gown. ‘She and I reccived honorary degrees at
Oxford the same year,” Geyl said. “When we walked through
thestreetsinacademic procession, no onc had eyes for anybody
but her. I was her neighbour, and because of that I was
noticed. I encountered Toynbee when an English journalist
who was visiting me here in 1946 asked me if I’d heard of
A Study of History. I said I hadn’t. Out of politeness, he sent
me as much of it as had been published. I was struck by the
first half of what I read, but by the seccond half I was com-
completely disenchanted. In the meantime, Jan Romein—he
is a historical materialist, and thinks that all unphilosophical
historians are helpless sailors on the sea of history, while
historical philosophers like himself and Toynbce are the cap-
tains—was using it as part of his seminar in a rival Dutch
university. I decided to bait him a little, and did so by mak-
ing Toynbee’s determinism the subject of an attack in a
paper I delivered before our national Historical Association.
The B.B.C. must have got wind of my argument with
Romein, for it invited me to debate with Toynbee on the
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Third Programme. I faced Toynbee on the wireless, and
accused him of dipping into the cauldron of facts and taking
only those which fitted his theories. He said all historians
approached facts with theories, and if they denied this, they
were simply ignorant of the workings of their own minds.
I said all systems were doomed to disappointment. He said
people who belicved that took the view that history was non-
sense. I said no, they didn’t. So it went. When the remainder
of his Study came out, I flayed him for finding a panacea for
our troubles in a universal religion. In Reconsiderations he
made me “the spokesman of the jury”. He said I had been
“plaintively asking for answers”. “Plaintively” is not quite the
word.” Geyl smiled his narrow smile. ‘I demolished his
Reconsiderations with a pamphlet,” he continued. ‘The trouble
with Toynbee is that, because of his religion, he will not
acquiesce, like us sccularists, in human ignorance. Like
Faust, hc tries to know more than can be known. I was
saved from Toynbec’s religion and Toynbee’s fate by a
priest. When I was cleven or twelve, I wandered into a
cathedral and found myself in the middle of Vespers. 1
started going there every day about six o’clock—mostly for
the music, I suppose. One day, a priest came up to me and
put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Little boy—" I
raced out of the cathedral and have necver returned.” He
brought out of his pocket a copy of what he told me was the
only sonnet he had ever written in English. “This sonnet,” he
said, tapping the piece of paper, ‘composed in a concentra-
tion camp, contains my philosophy, and colours my historical
thinking.” Without a pause, he rushed through the sonnet:

‘The stars are fright’ning. The cold universe,
Boundless and silent, goes revolving on,

Worlds without end. The grace of God is gone.

A vast indifference, deadlier than a curse,

Chills our poor globe, which Heaven secemed to nurse
So fondly. *Twas God’s rainbow when it shone,
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Until we scarched. Now, as we count and con
Gusts of infinity, our hopes dispersc.

Well, if it’s so, then turn your cycs away
From Heav’n. Look at the carth, in its array
Of life and beauty.—Transitory? Maybe,

But so arc you. Let stark cternity

Heed its own self, and you, enjoy your day,
And when death calls, then quictly obey.’

He sighed. ‘How I wish I could arguc Toynbee out of
some of his idcas!” he said. Then, abruptly changing the sub-
ject, he asked, ‘Have you rcad Carr’s What is History?—this
year’s Trevelyan lectures?’

I said I had,

‘Well,” he announced, ‘I am giving the Trevelyan lectures
next year. They will probably be on Dutch history and my
historical revolution, which Taylor has called ‘““onec of the
most beautiful historical operations in our lifetime”. Good
heavens, if 1 had accepted some of the theoretical pronounce-
ments of my Trevelyan predecessor, my opcration probably
couldn’t haye been performed at all. And if anyone had
taken scriously—thanks to me, not many people did—his-
tOfians like Toynbcc, who go in for simple explanations of
things, the result would have been much the same.’

‘I asked him to say more about this.

Carr, in hig lectures, gives no role to fortuitous events,’
he saiq, ‘But, good heavens, the division of the sixteenth-
Sentury N ctherlands into Holland, in the north, and Belgium,
o th? South—what was it if not fortuitous? You know, before
the SiXteenth century all this area was one Netherlands, But
the Spaniards succeeded in holding on to only the southern
half, Before my revolution, it was thought that the Spaniards
Were unable to subdue the rebellious northern provinces

CCause of the difference between the Flemish and Dutch
te.mperamcnts. The southerners, the Flemings, were flighty,
frivolous, light-hearted—an easy prey to Catholicism. The
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northerners were serious, hard-working, commercial-minded,
and Calvinist—thercforc not an easy prey to Catholicism.
My revolution consisted in advancing a simple military ex-
planation in place of all this abstract theory. I said the
reason the Spaniards didn’t subjugate the north was that
they were stopped by the great rivers—the Rhine and the
Meuse. My discovery was borne out by General Mont-
gomery, cight or nine months before the end of the European
phase of the Second World War, when he, too, was stopped,
at the Battle of Arnhem, by the fortuitous rivers. You see the
dangers of imposing theorics on facts?’

Geyl paused, and I nodded.

“The infuriating thing about Toynbee, a historical materi-
alist like Romcin, a determinist like Carr, is that they believe
in laws,” Geyl continucd. ‘But I say—you’ll find it in my
book Napoleon: For and Against—that history is an argument
without end.” We could agree, he said, about simple facts—
the Sccond World War began in 1939—Dbut such facts were a
very small part of history; the rest was made up of judgments
of events, situations, and characters, and they would be de-
bated till doomsday. ‘In my Napoleon,’ Geyl went on, ‘I sur-
veyed all the century-and-a-half-old arguments about Napo-
lcon. What historians from generation to generation thought
about him—whether in their eyes he was in or out—de-
pended, it turned out, upon the politics of the time. Have you
read the book?’

I said I had, and remembered well the famous ‘Argu-
ment’ passage:

“To expect from history those final conclusions, which may
perhaps be obtained in other disciplines, is, in my opinion, to
misunderstand its nature. . . . The scientific method serves
above all to establish facts; there is a great deal about wh'ich
we can reach agreement by its use. But as soon as there isa
question of explanation, of interpretation, of appreciation,
though the special method of the historian remains valuab.le,
the personal element can no longer be ruled out—that point
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of view which is determined by the circumstances of his time
and by his own preconceptions. . . . Truth, though for God
it may be One, assumes many shapes to men. Thus it is that
the analysis of so many conflicting opinions concerning onc
historical phenomenon is not just a means of whiling away
the time, nor need it lead to discouraging conclusions con-
cerning the untrustworthiness of historical study. The study
even of contradictory conceptions can be fruitful.
History is indeed an argument without cnd.’

With a smile, he now added, ‘Good heavens, if there were
such as thing as objective history, pcople would have made
up their minds about Napoleon long ago.’

Like a good lecturer, Geyl read the questions in my mind
and, instead of my putting them to him, put them to me.
‘Have you read Taylor’s Origins of the Second World War?
he asked.

I said 1 had.

‘I pasted that book in a review,” he said proudly, ‘and,
tl.lrough correspondence, have been arguing with him about
his thesis ever since. In his letters to me he says that, con-
trary to all the allegations, he has not gonc out of his way to
Provoke, to create a sensation, to confound everybody with
I).a{‘adoxes. He says he wrote the book with truth and objec-
tivity as his only touchstones. He says hc objectively dis-
covered Hitler to be just another statesman. He insists Hitler
was a godsend, for if anybody more shrewd than Hitler had
come along, he might have dominated Europc without a
war. He says his book is not an apology for Chamberlain, not
an ap°1°_8')’ for the policy of appeascment, but simply an
explanation of them, [ say, what is an cxplanation if not an
apology? I wrote to him insisting that Hitler was not just
another statesman but 2 unique phenomenon. I said that he,
Taylor, had been too faithful to his printed documents, that
he had overlooked the temper of Germany in the *thirties—
the street gangs, the S.S., the S.A., the whole Nazi pheno-
menon. I said that to write about Hitler and the war as
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though it were all a natural conscquence of the Treaty of
Versailles, and leave out of the calculation Hitler the freak of
nature, dynamism gone mad, and the reasons for his success
—the acute depression and the complete collapse of the
cconomy in the early ’thirties—was bad history. I insisted that
a historian was inevitably limited by his time, his period, his
situation, and that there was no such thing as objective his-
tory. To make my point, I sent him copies of my correspond-
ence with my intimate friend Carel Gerretson—I am going
to include them in a small volume of my letters.’

Geyl was by now as excited as a lecturer at the climax of an
oration. Getting up, he feverishly rummaged in his desk for
the Gerretson letters, without, however, stopping the flow of
his words. He told me that Gerretson was a Dutch poet,
historian, and politician, and he explained the context of one
particular letter. It was written in 1939 and concerned one
Dr Hendrik Krekel, who was a journalist. “You see,” Geyl
said, ‘when a Hague daily stopped publishing Krekel’s
weekly reviews of the international situation, Krekel col-
lected some of them and brought them out in pamphlet form.
Gerretson forwarded the pamphlet to me, challenging me to
deny that the reviews werc models of objectivity, fair-
mindedness, and good journalism. What I wrote’—inter-
rupting himself to exclaim ‘Here it is” he triumphantly
fished out of a drawer the relevant letter to Gerretson—
‘about Krekel then applics just as much to th_c sort of history
Taylor writes.” He read, in a loud, clear voice, ¢ ¢ Krekel’s
expositions no doubt have their interest. There is something
attractive in this method of systematically connecting events
with earlicr phases; the writer has a keen mind. But objec-
tive? When a man writes in a quiet and matter-of-fact way,
avoids the use of big words, does not bet.raY any ex:n.otion or
express any sympathy, letting his conclusions or opinions ap-
pear only in the most moderate terms or even obliquely—
that does not make him objective. Krekel does not waste
words on the moral worth, or, let me say, on the anti-moral,
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anti-human tendencics of the German régime; at most, he
mcntions them once in a while when he notices that the
horror evoked by them elsewhere constitutes a factor. The
feverishness inherent in ecvery dictatorship, the need to
register successes, the abscnce of all counterweight of criti-
cism—all such factors Krckel leaves out of account in his
estimates, or at Icast docs not give them their due weight. In
this I see the symptoms of a fecling of aflinity with the Ger-
man system, or of moral blindness; at any rate, no objec-
tivity., Those clements must be taken into account in cvery
higher synthesis. To keep talking all the time in terms of
power politics, imperialism versus imperialism —let it be in
itself as able and well-informed as you please, it denotes a
one-sidedness which must Icad to formidable miscalcula-
tions,” ’ Putting the letter down, Geyl said, ‘How truc all
this is of Taylor! Krckel and Taylor not only are trying to do
the impossible but arc gravely erring. Taylor is still writing
old-fashioned political history, from which it appcars that
the great issues of the world arc scttled in Forcign Offices
rather than in society at large.” Some aspects of Taylor’s
history, Geyl said, had an all too imposing ancestry in Sir
Lewis Namier’s work. Namicr all of the timc and Taylor
frluch of the time had no real respect for statesmen and policies,
ldeas and ideologies, which for them, as for I'rcud, were sim-
ply rCﬂexes—responscs to subconscious influcnces. Because
O.f its purely factual approach, Namicr-Taylor history had a
kind of pointedness, a kind of dramatic quality, a kind of
brilliance; in their hands history took wings as only good
Stories did, but their picturc of the socicty was no more
than a bird’s-eye view of it.

For the first time, Geyl’s voice became freighted with
¢motion. Until then, he had been talking like a European
Professor, who is more used to lecturing than to holding
tutorials or seminars. His arguments werc clear and limpid,
bUt. one felt that they had already taken place, rather than—
a5 In a good tutorial or seminar—that they were still in the
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future. Now he scemed a little confused, as though he were
still debating something in his mind.

‘The Origins of the Second World War is drcadful history,’
Geyl said. ‘But Taylor has culogized me—you’ve seen his
article on my seventicth birthday?’

I said I had.

‘Well, then,” he said, ‘it would be only rcasonable that I
should have agreed to contribute to a Festschrift that a man
at Oxford is organizing for him. But I refused. Do you think
I was right? Or ’

Just then we were interrupted by a red-checked woman,
only a little shorter than Geyl, who came in carrying a
couple of cups of tea. She introduced herself as his wife, and
said as she handed us the tea, ‘I hope my husband found all
the books and papers he nceded. He 1s so untidy that I
don’t know what he would do without me.” With that, she
left us.

‘I don’t know what I would do without her,” Geyl echoed.
‘We used to bicycle a lot before the Utrecht traffic got so
heavy. Now we pass the time playing draughts.’_

I asked Geyl a question that had been troubling me for
some time—how controversy could be a way to the truth, In
return, he told me a story. ‘During the Second World War,’
he said, ‘the great French historian Lucien F_cb\'rc proposed
that, to keep the spirits of the French youth high, they shou.ld
be encouraged to read Jules Michelet, the Romantic his-
torian. Michelet was intensely nationalistic. He always talked
about “the great French nation”; for him France was the
créme de la créme of nations. In one of my essays, I attacked
Febyre for his Micheletism. When Febvre came to Utrecht, a
friend invited me to lunch with him, and I went, prepared
for a good intellectual fight about Michelet. Bu_t when.I
broached the subject, he simply said, “1 do.not w15.11 to (}15-
cuss it.”” > Geyl produced his narrow, a'rlstocr.atlc smile.
‘Good heavens, what future is there to hlstf)ry if you take
that attitude? For me, as I’ve said, history is an argument
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without end, and temperamentally I am a born polemicist—
but not, of course on the scale of Trevor-Roper.’

Geyl’s mind, perhaps, was like Trevor-Roper’s, I thought,
but as a man he streamed with a charm no less engulfing than
Toynbee’s; even his vanity and hishaughtiness were engaging-
It was easy to sec how in argument he could get the better of
Toynbee. But Carr and Taylor were different matters. There
was much more to Carr than his theory about fortuitous
events, and from the little history I knew, it scemed to me,
judging Geyl in accordance with his dictum-—°A historian is
inevitably limited by his time, period, situation’-—that some
of his strong feelings against Taylor and The Origins of the
Second World War could be explained by his political con-
servatism, Holland’s proximity to Germany, his war mem-
ories of Hitler, his suffering at the hands of the Germans (he
was in Buchenwald for a ycar), and, above all, perhaps, the
different visions that Geyl and Taylor had of the future.
Taylor had pinpointed this very difference in the conclusion
of his Geyl panegyric. ‘Geyl speaks for the Europe of the past
as well as for the Europe of the present,” he had written.
‘He loves them both; and he believes, as 1 do, that they
present the highest point which humanity has achieved. If his
principles and passions mislead him, it is, I think, more in
relation to the future than to the past. Loving the past so
much, he cannot believe that it will come to an end. He
cannot believe that Europeans will cecase to care for indi-
vidual liberty and national diversity. I am not so gyre. It
seems to me possible that men may come soon to live only in
the present; and that they will forget their historical inheri-
tance in favour of television sets and washing machines.
There will be no classes, no nations, no religions; only a single
humanity freed from labour by the electric current of atomic-
power stations. European history will then be as dead as the
history of ancient Egypt; interesting as a ficld of study but
with nothing to say to us. . . . Our last conversation was just
after the end of the Suez affair. I was jubilant. . . . National
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independence [of Egypt] had been vindicated; Anglo-French
aggression had been defeated. Geyl was gloomy: he saw only
the passing of European predominance. I think he was wrong.
The Geyl of the twenty-first century may be an Indian or a
Ch.incsc—cvcn perhaps an Egyptian. But maybe our light is
going out. What matter? It has burnt with a noble flame.’

To most Englishmen, whether philistine-barbarians or
Hellenist-Hebraics, Taylor is not an unfamiliar figure, for
his name appcars in print with the regularity of the Sabbath
or the scheduled tclevision programmes, and whether one’s
approach to culture is through newspapers (he appears in
intellectual papers, like the Observer, the Guardian, the New
Statesman, and in popular ones, like the Beaverbrook press),
broadcasts (he often appears on television programmes like
‘Brains Trust’ and ‘Free Speech’), textbooks ( The Struggle for
Mastery in Europe: 1848-1918), & university (he is one of the
thrce or four best lecturers at Oxford), or politics (he is a
recalcitrant bow in the hair of thc Labour Party, and a
luminary of the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament),
Taylor inevitably turns out to be onc of thc main gateways.
At Magdalcn, his Oxford college, where I had dined two or
three times, Taylor was often to be found in the Senior Com-
mon Room at mealtimes on weekdays, his glasses resting
rather forbiddingly on his big nose as he talked in a clipped,
acid voice to half a dozen alternately solemn and amused
colleagues. He had a spccial way with anecdotes, including a
special way of smacking his lips, often as a signal that he was
about to tell an important story. As an undergraduate, I had
sat in on some of his lectures. They tended to be sliced into
equal halves, one meaty with the solid specificity of history
and the other juicy with histrionics, but among the undex:—
graduates, always pressed for time, it was Taylor’s use of his
day that was most marvelled at. It was said that he often read
and reviewed a book before breakfast, which he took at eight
o’clock. Then he worked steadily through original docu-
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ments (in five languages), with a break for lunch, until late
in the afternoon, when he met his pupils. (He was patient
and meticulous with clever pupils, impaticnt and hasty with
the plodders.) He might finish off his day by listcning to
m.usic (for which he had a real passion), by distributing his
wit, like Dr Johnson, among his Oxford colleagues at the
dinner table, or by talking, like his hero John Bright, in @
lecture hall in London. Indeced, sometimes he spent half the
week in London, where he worked out of several librarics—
at a little more relaxed pace, it was hoped-—and led the
Public life of a prima donna. Even among thosc discriminat-
Ing colleagues of his who deplored certain of his activitics,
Tta)ilor Temained the subjcct of a sncaking admiration. Onc
distinguished man of letters at Oxford, to whom comparisons
anc.i analogics, though hedged with qualifications, came as
casily as daydreams come to most of us, had once summed
Ta_yIOr up as ‘the Tolstoy of our time-—um, with a difference’,
tgc?:;:il(;nléo Cxplain., ‘Like Tolstoy, Taylor thinks.tl.lc his-
telcgram: offqrce is the mlcrosclopztf facts, ll:lOS(: mll'llons of
could makand dlspﬂt(-:hcs, but while lolslo'}t didn’t ll_unk onc
can. Tho ¢ sensc -of 1t—h.c was humblc—'lay.lor tlnnk.s onc
UndergradperverSlty of h‘1s responses Lo situations, which in
tion of hiuatc conversation was never far l.)chlnd the men-
One dop ricn;ilmc, was scarcely less .a subject for vt'ondcr.
Peace Ciop, r?: Ccé hc?w he had found hll:TlSle at a meeting ofa
roster of s gcalS(s . chind th'c Iron Curtain a,nd, glancing at fhc
the first plgcc ’C}is’ had discovered Taylor’s name there. “In
ing that T, 1’ ¢ told me, with much rcl_lsh, it was astonish-
line c0nfcreﬁ o ??Olﬂd be there at all—it was a very Party-
miracle s tche' hen, that he should be speaking! But th-c
was dyed-in-th.c sPcc;:h he gave, to a dumb, stony housc—1t
to come oue €-woo conservaFlvc. A.nd then he had the gall
d : g t.o me and whisper in my car, “I’ve been

reaming of giving a speech like that since God knows when!”’
In Oxford, at a meeting of bluc-hlooded Conservatives, he
would have delivered a stinging Left Wing harangue.’
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When I wrote to Taylor asking if he would talk about his
view of history, he—unlike most other historians—made a
perverse response. ‘I have no theories of history and I know
nothing about them,” he said. On reflection, this seemed
more than contrary. He had written reviews dealing with
practically all historical thcoreticians, including Toynbee,
Geyl, and Carr; he had been taken to task for his own
theories of history by Trevor-Roper; and his lectures—in-
deed, his writings—many times turned out to be illustrations
of his view that history is made up of accidents, with states-
men and politicians more often than not unable to control the
events around them. But ultimately he agreed to talk to me
at his suburban London house. I found Taylor in his living
room one morning at cleven o’clock. He was wearing a
mushroom-grey corduroy suit; his hair, which, though he is
fifty-six, is abundant and only slightly grey, was neatly
combed; and his glasses were forbidding as ever (he seemed
to be peering at the world through a microscope), but the
most noticcable thing about him was a permanent frown
line—a sort of exclamation point—between the fierce circles
of his eyes. Unlike Geyl’s, the room was not inundated with
historical works, though, as with Geyl, there was an im-
pressive exhibit of books—they were displayed in a cabinet
near a piano.

I said I understood he was ‘the real successor of Namier’.

‘I’m not surc I’d want to be his successor, though no one
would deny his super gifts,” he said, then added, ‘He took
the mind out of politics, so I don’t think he’ll survive.’ The
implication was that he himself did wish to survive. ‘Nobody
would deny that Namier understood Freud, but so do most
professional journalists. Furthermore, his attitude to psycho-
analysis was more that of a patient than that of a psy(.:ho-
analyst. It is thought that I was Namier’s pupil. Strictly
speaking, he was my pupil.’

I said, “What do you mean?’ L.

‘During my eight-year spell at Manchester University, I
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instructed him in marking examination papers, in thc hours
of his lectures, and even in the subject matter of his classes,’
Taylor said. ‘For cxample, I used to send him little notes
saying, “You’re meceting your class at such-and-such an
hour, and it is a general, not an honours class, so include
dates in your lecture.” So you scc, strictly speaking, he was
my pupil in many things, though actually he was a professor
at the university, and I was an assistant lccturer.’

I had been told at Oxford that, during Namier’s lifetime,
‘Taylor had felt himself to be a little bit in his shadow. There
was not a trace of his shadow in the room now, however; in
fact, Taylor gave the impression of having comc into his own
quite early, His conversation was tough and thcatrical, and
his small, pointed mouth had a way of snapping on words,
¥1kc a rat trap. He talked as though he were scated at dinner
in the Senior Common Room, with the assembled dons
Paying close attention to his words.

Treading gently, I approachcd his territory by asking him
what Namier would have thought of The Origins of the Second
World Way. (Although Trevor-Roper, in his revicw, had
confidently asserted that the great historian would have
Squas-hcd it, others had said, with equal assurance, that
Nétmler would have saluted it.)

He would probably have both liked it and not liked it,’
'I_'aylor said wryly. ‘Take his Diplomatic Prelude. 1t is dis-
tlr}ctly a two-sided work. On the onc hand, it recounts the
mlSta.kcs of everybody. On the other hand, it reasserts
i\i::uer’s lifelong anti-G?rmanism. My book can be 'rcad in
Sayinwatyhs. In one way, .1t may.sort of exonerate 'H1t1cr. by
off '€ the war was a mistake; in another, by letting Hitler

> 1t may make all Germans responsible for the war.
Namier wouldn’t have liked the implications about Hitler,
.but _he might have been pleased by the anti-German
implications,’

T?.lylor was a beguiling man to talk with, partly because
of his ability to turn everything one expected him to say
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topsy-turvy. ‘American critics were far cleverer than the
English reviewers,” he said now. “They declared the book to
be bad because of its present-day implications; if all Ger-
mans arc culpable for the war, then the present Western
policy toward Germany is wrong. I have written that the
First World War was a mistake, and I have written that the
Second World War was a mistake.’

He snapped his lips shut, and, for the first time, I felt the
full political impact (as Trevor-Roper must have) of one
sentence in the Origins: “The war of 1939, far from being pre-
meditated, was a mistake, the result on both sides of diplo-
matic blunders’—a sentence accurately described by the
publisher on the book jacket as ‘shattering’. If history was
made up of ‘accidents’, then there wasn’t much hope for the
future, for avoiding the Third World War. ‘Liking the book,’
Taylor said, ‘becomes a matter of politics. If you're a Left
Winger and arc against the bomb and the arming of Ger-
many, you may be in sympathy with the thesis; if you're a
conscrvative, a militarist, and for Germany in NATO, you may
not be.” Superficially, this seemed reasonable and free of
paradoxical spikes, but on closer inspection it becamec some-
thing different; history scemed not only to be falling from the
grace of objectivity to personal prejudices but to be slipping
down into the abyss of political bias. Even if this could be
explained on the ground of recent memories of the events
under review, what followed couldn’t be. ‘Obviously, his-
torians like Sir John Wheeler-Bennett and Alan Bullock and
the younger American practitioners are hostile to my book
because, whether they know it or not, they have vested
interests,” Taylor was saying. ‘They have written textbooks,
and they have their own books and legends to sell.’ It was
difficult to tell whether or not Taylor was serious.

Now, however, he switched from the treacherous gr oun(-i of
ad-hominem argument to the safer one of evidence. ‘I_Jntll I
started studying the records, I, like many of my reviewers,
had swallowed the legends about pre-war history,’ he said.
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‘I had accepted, for example—it’s written in all the books—
that Hitler sent for Schuschnigg. But when I looked into the
records I discovered that it was the other way around—
Schuschnigg asked to see Hitler.” He scemed to be saying that
small facts could change our picture of the past. ‘[ was talking
to Ian Gilmour, past editor of the Spectator, the other day,’
Taylor went on, smacking his lips, ‘who docsn’t agree with
my thesis. I told him two facts that, to say the least, sur-
prised him. I told him that in the ’thirtics the fatc of the Jews
in Poland was far worse than the fate of the Jews in Ger-
many, and that in the ’thirtics there were no extermination
camps in Germany. Most pcople, like Ian, believe the re-
verse; pre-war history is shrouded in legend. The records,
however, just don’t corroborate the legends. I wrote my his-
tory from the records. Ian and others project the later madness
of Hitler back into the ’thirties. Without the carnage of the
war, I wonder if he would have stumbled on to the idca of
the gas chambers. In actual fact, even according to Bullock’s
Hitler, which represents the orthodoxy, Hitler, avoiding the
use of force, which would have been suicidal, became Chan-
cellor and carried out the Nazi revolution by legal, rational
Mmeans, and conducted his foreign policy shrewdly—no more
madly, insanely, than any other statesman. According to the
records, Hitler did his feeble best. Yes, he had his lunatic
Viston—and Mein Kampf is a record of it—but he didn’t be-
have like a lunatic all the time. I think all statesmen ought
to be considered first on the basis of what they were trying to
do, and what they did, according to the rccords. They ought
to be taken as statesmen, as rational beings, before we resort
to ¢xtraordinary, escapist, and easy explanations, like “He
Wwas Just insane.” > He again snapped shut his lips.

Some had traced the furor against the Hitler book to
Taylor’s nihilist view of history (‘a tale told by an idiot, full
of sound and fury, signifying nothing’). If there were over-
tones of the ‘idiot’ view in his notion of accident, his attempt
to find a rationale for Germany’s behaviour muffled them.
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Now, like Namier, Taylor underrated the role of plans and
ideas; now, unlike Namier, he found a ‘statesman’, a man
who had ideas and policies, even in Hitler. Moreover, while
Namier might list the pcople who owed their jobs to, say,
Thomas Pelham-Holles, Duke of Newcastle, the eighteenth-
century politician, and note their tendencies to vote as a
group in favour of Newcastle’s policies (he stopped short of
saying, ‘They voted with Newcastle because they owed their
Jobs to him.” If there was even a hint of diagnosis—‘X pro-
fesses that he voted Whig principles, when actually he had
no choice but to fall in linc with his patron’—it was con-
tained in bringing the true facts to the surface), Taylor, at
least in the Origins, subordinated his facts (how Hitler and
SChuschm'gg met, what the state of Jews in Germany was) to
a thesis and to professed ideas and motives—of the depen-
dent, say, in my Namier example, or of Hitler in his own
book.

Taylor now turned to his critics, and impaled them on his
quick wit. Beginning in a low key, he first dismissed Geyl in
the terms one might have expected. ‘Geyl is too much of a
moral historian,” he said. ‘In his book on Napoleon, he
roundly condemns him; I am not sure we should condemn
him. Napolcon, like Hitler, went from stage to stage. Geyl
thinks I ought to keep saying, again and again, “Hitler was
a wicked man.” I tend to think that once I have written a
sentence about Hitler’s wickedness I have dealt with the sub-
Ject. Besides, Geyl has too many personal memories of
Nazism.’ He stoppcd, as though he feared that he was saying
something ordinary. He turned to Trevor-Roper, and up
came the surprise-package side of Taylor’s character again.
‘Hughic shouldn’t have attacked me, because my views
really agree with his,’ he said. ‘Not only did I agree with him
when he attacked Toynbee and Carr—he wrote at length
what most of us really thought, though he did goon a little
too long, and also his “Carr’’ came much too late—but we
look at history in the same way. Unlike Hughie, I may be a
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determinist—I belicve in large trends, like the continuous
growth of German power before the First World War—but I
always write very detailed studies, in which it is the accidents
that seem to stick out and make up history. My books,
therefore, really turn out to be illustrations of free will—to
which Hughie attaches so much importance.’

This was not only paradoxical but a little incomprchen-
sible; the belief in ‘accidents’ scemed to be a roundabout
way to determinism, not to voluntarism. I wanted to clecar up
this theoretical confusion, but Taylor went straight on.

“The difference between Hughic and me may be no more
than that of definition,” he said. ‘If you regard a plan as a
great vision, then, of course, Hitler did have a plan—a
lunatic vision. But if you define “plan” as I do, a plan of
day-to-day moves, then Hitler didn’t have onc. In this con-
nection, a review of my book that meant a great deal to me
was written by a Cambridge historian, I'. H. Hinsley. He
defined “plan” in yet another way. He said that while
Hitler may not have had a pattern, the more he succeeded
the more of a pattern he got; success became his pattern.
This, I think, is a fruitful approach. But'—Taylor sighed,
then stood up and started pacing thc room—‘Hughic’s attack
on me was full of misquotations and misrcadings. Robert
Kee, the moderator of our television dcbate, told me about
Hughie’s mistakes, and it was due to him that I looked into
his article carcfully and wrote my Exercises for Beginners.

Pausing in front of a shell of his work, he took out of his
collection Englishmen and Others (published five years before
the Professor’s Encounter attack), and brought it over to his
chair. ‘I will read you something to show how much I admire
Hughie,’ he said, looking through the book. ‘After I'd heard
that Hughic was preparing an attack on the Origins, the
fewspapers, by leaving out a “‘not”, misquoted me on him.’

€ was still looking for his passage. ‘What I rcally said was
not “It should be very amusing. He knows as much about
twcntieth-century history as I do about seventeenth-century
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history—which is to say nothing at all” but “It should be
very amusing. He knows as much about twenticth-century
history as I do about seventecnth-century history——which is
70t to say nothing at all.”

He laughed dryly, as though to say that journalism
wasn’t what it should be, and then, in an unexpectedly ten-
der voice, read his accolade to Trevor-Roper. It was no less
gencrous than his appraisal of Geyl, and it struck me that,
however he belied it (to many it could come as a surprise),
Taylor was a historian with great warmth:

‘No one cares now about Germany’s bid to conquer
Europe. Few carc about the fate of Adolf Hitler. In the
present situation of international politics both are better
forgotten. Mr Trevor-Roper’s book [The Last Days of
Hitler] would be forgotten along with them if it merely
solved the riddle which he was originally set. But it
transcended its subject. Though it treated of evil men and
degraded themes, it vindicated human reason. In a world
where emotion has taken the place of judgment and where
hysteria has’ become meritorious, Mr Trevor-Roper has
remained as cool and dctached as any philosopher of the
Enlightenment. Fools and lunatics may overrun the
world; but later on, in some future century, a rational man
will rediscover The Last Days of Hitler and realize that
there were men of his own sort still alive. He will wish, as
cvery rational man must, that he had written Mr Trevor-
Roper’s book. There are not many books in our age of
which that could be said.’

Resuming the subject of the controversy about the Origins,
he said, ‘The trouble with my book may be thatina numbe.l‘
of places I left my own side very weak. I tend to think that if
I have written one or two sentences about a theme, I repeat,
that’s the end of it, that’s enough. In the first place, I know I
know. In the second place, I know other people know; after
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all, I didn’t write my book to bc rcad as the only book on the
origins of the Second World War. Now [ am thinking ©
writing a long preface, when the storm has died down, in
which I will answer my critics and point up some of the
arguments for my casc. Like the onc about German arma-
ment: If Hitler had planned war in 1939, why weren’t there
morc armament preparations in Germany?’ Then he made
the point that the futurc could add an clement to the under-
standing of the past, and finished by saying, ‘I am a rc-
visionist about the causcs of the Sccond World War, but
what would rcally embarrass me would be if somcone like
Harry Elmer Barnes, onc of thosc raving American rec-
visionists of the Iirst World War, should like my book.’
(Within two months, Barnes was in print with a three-column
letter to the New York Times extolling Taylor’s book and
attacking its rcvicwer in that papcr.)

A boy of cleven or twelve, Taylor’s son, sauntered in and,
sitting down at the piano, ran through somc scales. Over his
shoulder, he informed me intensely that he was taking part
in a neighbourhood music festival that aftcrnoon. He as
much as turned us out of the room. We went outside into a
small yard, at thc edge of a quict strect, and leaning over
the hedge, Taylor talked a bit about himsell. ‘I suppose’—
he smacked his lips—‘I am a sort of conventional radical
from the north. I was educated in a Quaker school and then
went to Oriel, Oxford—wherc I was thec only member of the
Labour Club in the College. I would have gone to Balliol if I

hadn’t messed up my cxamination.’
In Oxford, therc was a legend that Taylor, in applying

for entrance to Balliol, had donec very well on his written
Papers but that at the interview, when he was asked what he
Planned to do after going down, he had characteristically
replied, ‘Blow it up.” Few, if any, of his interviewers at the
serious college had cracked a smile; they had just kept the
.Would—be pétroleur out. I asked Taylor if the story had a basis
In fact. He chuckled, and replied, ‘Ifit docs, I said, “Oxford
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should be blown up.” > He sighed (sighing was one of his
many histrionic mannerisms, as dramatic as his phrasing),
and said, ‘Now I have a vested intercst in Oxford and I
don’t think it ought to be blown up quite yct—not till I am
retircd. [Some time later, Taylor created a flurry in the
newspapers by threatening to Iecave Oxford if his special
lectureship—gravy from the university for scnior dons—
were terminated, as the regulations required.] I like living in
Oxford. I like the surroundings, the life. But by no means am
I as happy at Oxford as I was in noisy, industrial Manches-
ter.” The ordinary attitude, of course, would have been the
reverse. He went on in the same vein. ‘The countryside
around Manchester is much more plcasant than the country-
side around Oxford. Besides, I was young and had young
friends, and we used to go out of the city three or four days
a week and have a lot of fun. The other thing besides my
radicalism that shows through my writing of history is my
northernness. You sce, in thc north people are much
tougher; in the south they arc more traditional, conscrvative
—soft.’

I mentioned his journalistic activities, and got an un-
expected response.

‘I don’t know whether I am more a professional journalist
or a historian,” he said, and, perhaps realizing from my ex-
pression that I thought this a strange remark for one of the
leading English historians to make, hc said somcthing even
stranger. ‘If you look at my income, you will find I get more
money out of journalism than I do out of history.’

I asked him what he meant by ‘a professional journalist’.

‘A professional journalist is he who pleases his editor,’
Taylor said. He scemed to delight in my puzzlement. ‘I think
the Sunday Express [most educated Englishmen consider ita
rag] is a much better paper—I have a contract with it—
than The Times. The Times is softhcaded. When you sce -thC
causes they have sponsored in the past, you can’t help coming
out on the side of the Sunday Express.” All of a sudden, he
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made a concession to my growing bewilderment. ‘It is only
fair to say,” he added, pinching his nosc, ‘that I was brought
up in the Manchester Guardian tradition. We didn’t takc to
The Times at all.’

He turned to a discussion of his mcthods of writing. ‘I try
not to write more than a thousand words a day. This is a
ncgative principle, as I do not positively write a thousand
words a day; it’s just that I won’t writc anything more than
that. Since I am writing for the papers all the time—bcsides
teaching, though never more than ten hours a weck—1I never
get more than two or three thousand words done on a book
in a week. Much of my past work thus far T have written
from intellectual capital, stored up from my carlicr re-
searches, but the book I am working on now is quitc another
matter.” It was a major work for the fiftcen-volume The
Oxford History of England from Roman Britain to the present,
he told me, and was to cover English history from 1914 to
1945. ‘Also,” he went on, ‘somc of my time is taken up with
Just getting hold of thc books I nced. I am not a book
hoarder; I work out of the libraries, and although at Oxford
I can get to books quite casily, the closest library here is about
five miles away. But I am fast on the typewriter.’

A car started somewhere down the street, and Taylor
stopped talking until it had passed. T asked him whcther he
had been to America.

‘Yes and no,” he answercd. ‘I went across to Cianada—to
New Brunswick, to get an honorary degrec—and then T did
look America full in the face. I leaned over'—he bent for-
ward—‘and had a good look at the hills of Maine. So in a
way I have been and not been.’

‘I asked him if he had a wish to visit America.

I don’t think so,” he said. ‘I have two interests. One is
buildings, and America doesn’t have any buildings—I mean
old buildings, like cathedrals. The other interest is food and
wine. From my little experience of Canada, the Americans
have neither good food nor good drink. In this interest I am
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an unconventional radical. You see, I have been corrupted
by the good lifc; I now find even living in industrial cities
depressing. I imagine, as socicties, America and Russia have
a lot in common.’

‘What do you think of Russia?’ I asked.

‘I think it’s heading toward good,’ he said, ‘though Com-
munism, like Catholicism, is by now top-heavy.’

As a parting shot, I risked a question that had been itching
at the back of my mind. I asked Taylor if his use of para-
doxes in speech and in writing had any purpose behind it.

‘I am not at all paradoxical,’ he said, brushing aside all
the paradoxes of our conversation, not to mention the innum-
crable paradoxical scntences in his works. “The reason people
think I am paradoxical, if they do think that, is that I have a
clear and sharp style. And I can’t sce that there is any harm
in having a clear and sharp style.”

We went into the house, so that Taylor could ring for a
taxi—his son was playing a vigorous waltz, but Taylor man-
aged to make himself heard over the music—and then re-
turned to the yard. As I was getting into the taxi, Taylor said,
‘After you have lived with books as long as I have, you start
preferring them to people.” That seemed to be a parting jab
at me. Before the taxi pulled away, he was laughing.

As I sat in my room, the opening of the ‘profile’ of Taylor
that had appcared in the Observer following the publication
of the Origins—perhaps the best single short piece ever
written on the mercurial man—came back to me. The lines
were unattributed, but they had the look of J. Douglas
Pringle, an excellent leader writer and a close friend of both
Namier and Taylor. ‘In the eighteenth century,’ the phrases
rang out, ‘dons were indolent, obscure men who drank them-
sclves to sleep cach night with port and claret. In the nine-
tecnth century, they were austere, dedicated scholars, still
celibate, often eccentric, whose only concession to the hurly-
burly of life outside their college walls was an occasional re-
view, vitriolic but anonymous, in the Edinburgh Quarterly. In
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the twenticth century, they advise governments, sit on Royal
Commissions, fight clections, marry—and remarry—produc¢
plays, write detective stories, and cntertain us on the telly-
None of them has enjoyed this minor revolution more than
A. J. P. Taylor. ... Yet from under the deft ink Taylor
emerged, as always, a jack-in-the-box. I now tried to put
him together, but, like many bcfore me, I simply saw the
serious historian, the Manchester radical, the tutor,
the journalist, the bon wivant, and the lover of music
—all of them equally real. What Taylor undoubtcdly
achieved, often with unsurpassed brilliance, he scemed to
mar with his antics, and for me the proportion of mischicl
to intelligence in his last and most controversial book re-
mained a puzzle. There was, for example, an ambiguous
passage in the Origins in which Taylor both defended his

casc and almost wilfully delivered himself into the hands of
his critics:

Hitler was an extraordinary man. . . . But his policy was
capable of rational explanation; and it is on these that his-
tory is built. The escape into irrationality is no doubt
f:asicr. The blame for war can be put on Hitler’s Nihilism
Instead of on the faults and failures of Europcan statesmen
—faults and failures which their public shared. Human
blundcrs, however, usually do more to shapc history than
human wickedness. At any rate, this is a rival dogma which is
worth developing, if only as an academic exercise [my italics].

Once, during a lecture, I had heard Taylor say, ‘Error can
often be fertile, hut perfection is always sterile,” and it seemed
to me, upon a sccond rcading of the Origins, that this remark,
if anything, might be the key to Taylor’s book.

Both '1."aylor and Geyl, in their different ways, had argued
that history was a debate. But if history was an argument or
an academic excrcise, could we ever discover what really hap-
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pened? What was the truth about the past? How could we
tell? If both Taylor and Geyl could be wrong, who could be
right? Carr scemed to think that in his book What is History?
he had dealt with these and countless other historiographi-
cal questions. ‘In some respects,” the reviewer in the Times
Literary Supplement had said of the book, ‘it is the best state-
ment of its kind ever produced by a British historian.” The
reviewer noted, ‘Much though Mr Carr has absorbed from
the Marxist conception of history, he docs not identify him-
sclf with it and maintains a certain reserve towards it; and in
spite of his explicit criticisms of the British tradition, especi-
ally of its empiricist strand, he is of it, even if not quite in it.
Indeed, he picks up the threads of British philosophy of his-
tory where R. G. Collingwood left them about a quarter of a
century ago. . . . If e docs not bring to his job Collingwood’s
philosophical sense and subtlety, he is greatly superior to his
predecessor as both historian and political theorist.’

I found Carr, who is seventy, in the living room of his
Cambridge house. The room was lined with bookshelves,
but they bulged with manila folders, and there wasn’t a book
in the room. Carr appearcd to be a historian who, like
Taylor, worked out of librarics. When I entered, Carr was
reposing on an enormous brown sofa. His fcet were bare, and
there was a pair of rope-soled sandals on the floor beside him,
suggesting that sandals were his regular footwear. He stood
up to grect me. He was a hulking man, with white hair. His
face was rather hawklike, and tapered from a prominent
forehead to a pointed but also prominent chin. He was
dressed in baggy, donnish trousers, an old grey-and-white
tweed jacket, and a well-worn tie. Having drawn up a chair
for me next to his sofa, he lay back as before, the picture of 2
don, who has as little use for appearances and possessions
and the other accoutrements of living as a high priest.

‘To study the historian before his history, what in your
background, would you say, explains your set of ideas?” I
asked, borrowing a leaf from his book.
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‘Well, now’—his voice was as warm and comforting as
eiderdown—*‘I grew up in a rathcr suburban atmosphere in
North London, in a closed society of forty or fifty rclatives.
I went to day school and then to Trinity, Cambridge, which
I chose because it was the largest and the best college in the
university.” After Cambridge, he continucd, he had spent
twenty years with the Foreign Office: in Riga, where he
taught himself Russian; in Paris, where he improved his
French; and in London, where he learned the proper use
and importance of diplomatic documents and wrotc a book
on Dostoevski and one on Herzen and his circle. Then he
left the Foreign Office to write history, and to take a chair at
the University College of Wales, in Aberystwyth. On the way
to being appointed a research fellow at his old college—his
present position—he’d also written leaders for the London
Times and taught at Balliol. ‘When I was younger,’ he said,
‘I found stimulation in teaching young minds, but now it
would simply bore me. I have always been rather restless
anq on the move. Intcllectually, like Toynbee—and perhaps
I‘salah Berlin, too—I belonged to the pre-1914 liberal tradi-
tion, which had as its credo a belief in rational progress, a
Progress through compromise, and in History with a capital
letter-. Since 1914, all of us, in one way or another, have been
reacting against our liberal environment—I have spent much
of my time studying the Russian Revolution, which hardly
Tepresents a progress through compromisc—but the faith in
S0me sort of progress still clings to me, and is rcally the main
1ssue between Berlin and Trevor-Roper and their followers,
on one side, and me, on the other. I sce the Golden Age
lqonnng ahead of us; Berlin probably sces it behind us, in the
Tuneteenth century; Trevor-Roper may still be searching for
lt. Somewhere in the past—he hasn’t written enough to give
himself away even on that.’

I asked him what he thought of his critics.

‘It’s not very difficult to answer them, or their self-appointed
spokesman, Trevor-Roper,’ he said. ‘Actually, I feel insulted
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that he Iet me off so lightly. I thought I was at least as great
a villain as Toynbee or Taylor. Why do you suppose
Trevor-Roper didn’t sec me for what I really am?’

He exuded good cheer. If he seemed invulnerable, it was
not becausc he was spiky or wore battle dress or talked against
a thunderous background of battalions but because he came
across as a sort of Greck god—one who might have many
human failings but nevertheless was a god.

‘My critics, on the whole,” he said, raising himself a little
on his sofa and wiggling his tocs, ‘simply repeat the old
charges that have been ringing in my ears for many years.’
They had said that for Carr history was a power and success
story, and was not objective. He was a complete relativist.
They carped. What about those failed men in history? What
about the great Western tradition of trying always to know
the facts? What about conservative and radical historians
flowering in the same cultural milicu? ‘I’ve always said,’
Carr continued, answering them now, ‘that nobody can
write about the winners without writing about the losers,
without going over, step by step, the whole conflict—the en-
tire game. About those facts—for me history is a river, and
you cannot step in the same river twice. By history as a
river, I mean that you can never have a twentieth-century
Mozart; you may have a genius comparable to Mozart, but
the musical idiom and style today are so different from those
of the cightcenth century that a new Mozart would have to
compose in a radically differcnt way. And, finally, different
types of historians, people with different shades of opinion,
can emerge from the same society because of personal factors
—their home environment, school and college, and so on.’

I put myself in the place of his critics, and pressed him on
a couple of points of this debate with his detractors. I sa.Jd
that if, according to his theory, the losers had a role in his-
tory that was equivalent to the role of the winners, W.hY
hadn’t he given them more than a few pages in his six-
volume A History of Soviet Russia?
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“That is the fault of my History, not of my theory of his-
tory,” he replied. (Isaac Decutscher, a distinguishcd bio-
grapher of our times—he shared Carr’s theory of conflict—
had given space to the programmes and aspirations of prac-
tically every splinter group when writing his book on
Trotsky, The Prophet Unarmed.)

I took up another point. ‘When pecople complain that your
theory would lead the historian to be cavalier with facts,
aren’t they saying more than you supposc? I asked. ‘Aren’t
'they saying that the function of a historian is to reconstruct,
in .all its complexity, what really happened? Aren’t they
saying that a historian should study fifth-century Athens for
lt.s own sake, rather than as just another link in the chain of
h.lStO.I‘Y? You would have them study fifth-century Greece in
relation to the importance it had for the fourth or third cen-
tury B.c., or, indeed, the twentieth century A.D. Isn’t there
morf: value in objectivity—in trying to put ourselves, as far as
possible, in the sandals of, say, a fifth-ccntury Greek states-
:;n and to view thc.landscapc of problems as he did, con-

€rng the alternatives he had before his cyes when he
mzide a particular decision?’
viextzst:; he said..‘This is the hcart- of the. attack.'Blft in .my
from i, :to}tl Possible to study a period on its own, in isolation
and you appefled before .and after it. History is a process,
own. M t2}11r1not _1solatc a bit of process and stut.iy it on 1ts

s r};lincelory 1s that the facts of the past are 's1mply what
them s make of t}.lem, and what these minds make of

¢pends on the minds’ place in the movement.’
menton;f aicePth Ca.rr’s c?ntention that hist'ory was 'move-
futur:e Ofi)qcess, a river, if one accepted his ‘faith in the

! Clety and in the future of history,” I thought, then
his con.clusmns did seem more or less irresistible. ‘But isn’t
Yollr falt-h perhaps naive, incapable of logical proof?’ I asked.

YCS,. 1t 1s,” he said. ‘But then every faith is naive. Faith is
something you cannot prove. You just believe it. Actually,
all those theoretical differences are really a smoke screen for
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the real difference between my critics and me. As I said be-
fore, basically we are just at odds about the position of the
Golden Age.

‘I got the impression from the rejoinder in the Listener to
your attack on Berlin—your most persuasive critic—that the
crux of your disagreement was determinism,’ I said.

‘If it is determinism to think that men arc a product of
their society, that their actions are conditioned by the
society, then, as opposed to Berlin, I am a determinist,” Carr
said. *You sce, I don’t think there arc such things as bad
pcople. To us, Hitler, at the moment, secms a bad man, but
will they think Hitler a bad man in a hundred years’ time or
will they think the German sociefy of the ’thirtics bad?’

‘But the very fact that you aren’t prepared to call people
bad but arc prepared to call things bad,” I said, ‘shows that
you are prejudiced against frec will, that you have a bias in
favour of putting the blame on things, on society, on
cnvironment.’

‘Yes, that’s perfectly true,” he said. ‘I think people are the
result of their environment. Berlin thinks that becausc I don’t
belicve cach individual can modify the course of history, in
some bad sense of the word I am a determinist. But if I say
that without pcasants there wouldn’t have been any revolu-
tion, am I not saying somcthing about the individual peasant
—for what arc peasants if not a collection of individuals? I
don’t deny the individual a role, I only give socicty a role
equal to that of the individual. The rcason all this rings as
dcterminism in Berlin’s ears, I insist, is that he tends to re-
gard history as a succession of accidents; otherwise, why
would he begin his “Historical Inevitability’’ with a Bernard
Berenson quotation?’

Berlin had opened his lecture with the following passage:
‘Writing some ten years ago in his place of refuge during the
German occupation of Northern Italy, Mr Bernard Berensont
set down his thoughts on what he called the “accidental view
of History”: “It led me,” he declared, “far from the doctrin€
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lapped up in my youth about the inevitability of events an’d
the Moloch still devouring us today, ‘historical incvitability -
I believe less and less in these morc than doubtful and ccr-
tainly dangerous dogmas, which tend to make us accept
whatever happens as irresistible and foolhardy to oppose.”’

‘I have read Berenson’s The Accidental View of History,” Carr
continued, lying back on his sofa, ‘and I think the natural
consequence of his accidental view is that events arc causcless
—you can’t say, for instance, that the depression caused
Hitler.’

That Berlin had begun ‘Historical Incvitability’ with a
Berenson remark was not sufficient evidence for me that he
accepted Berenson’s views on accidents. Indeed, in his re-
buttal to Carr, Berlin had proved—to me, at least—that he
believed events did have causes. ‘I think that in your book
you misinterpret Berlin and Popper,’ I said. ‘When you say
they don’t belicve in causes, I don’t think that’s quite fair.
For example, what you call causes, Popper, in his book, calls
“logic of situation”, and he and Berlin certainly believe in it.
If they didn’t believe that historians should study causes,
they would have to believe in abolishing the study of history.
It seems to me that the basic difference betwecn you and
your opponents is that you tend to take a much more socio-
logical view of history; they don’t see everything as a mani-
festation of an omnipotent socicty.’

T can’t see a possible alternative to my sociological view
of history,” he said. ‘It seems to me that everything is com-
Pletely interconnccted. If I did misread some of these people
a little, you must remember that I wasn’t writing a treatisc—

was writing lectures. Also,” he added, ‘I love writing
Polemics and love reading good polemics. That’s why I was
disappointed in Trevor-Roper’s Success Storp—because it was
a bad polemic.’

Carr got up from the sofa and slipped his feet into the
rope-soled sandals. ‘I’ll ask my wife for some tea,’ he said,
and walked towards the door.
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CHAPTER FOUR

THE FLIGHT OF CROOK-TALONED BIRDS

Metaphysically inclined thinkers, like Marx, Spengler, and
Toynbee (plum-cake historians), have had a large, all-
embracing explanation of history—why things happen as
they do—which they demonstrate with a nod now and again
to examples. The professional academics (dry-biscuit his-
torians), like R. H. Tawney and Sir Lewis Namier, respec-
tively, detect causal connections between religion and
capitalism, or between Parliament and the sclf-interest of
the M.P.s, or, like Taylor, notice a discrepancy between an
intention and an action, and then arrive at small theories—
why particular things happen at a particular time—which
they substantiate with analysis, illustrate with exhaustive
examples, or prove, however obliquely or indirectly, by a
sustained narrative of events. Miss C. V. Wedgwood belongs
to neither of these schools. She is a shortbread historian. She
tells stories simply and entertainingly, in the manner of
Somerset Maugham (that is, without the deep psychological
perceptions of Proust, the sensitive nerve ends of James, or
the linguistic virtuosity of Joyce; the historian counterparts
of these literary figures almost always come out of one or the
other of the two schools), or as the Victorian Carlyle or
Edwardian G. M. Trevelyan did-—straight, and with an
unerring eye for the dramatic. Like Carlyle and Trevelyan,
Miss Wedgwood seldom, if ever, fishes in the treacherous
waters of philosophy or psychology. Because she has 10
theories to prove, her histories generously give the available
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facts a hearing, without rigorously applying the aristocratic
principles of cxclusion and sclection, and if her democratic€
approach towards [acts crowds her narrative as denscly as the
mainland of China, the terrain of her history, unlike the
mainland of China, is scldom overrun by a mob; her felicity
of style and mastery of the language for the most part keep
the mob at bay, and carry the brimming narrative forward
like a mountain strcam. Miss Wedgwood, however, has felt
the necd to justify her nincteenth-century approach to his-
tory by once in a while dclivering a theoretical pronounce-
ment. She wrote, in a book of essays called Truth and
Opinion:

My writing experience has led me to sct a very high
value on investigating what men did and kow things hap-
pened. Picces like The Last Masque and Captain Iind the
Highwayman [the first about Charles I, the second about
one of his supporters] were written partly to provide enter-
tainment; they are small literary diversions. But they were
also written because limited and relatively simple subjects
like these, where passion and prejudices play little part,
give the historian an opportunity for the purest kind of
enquiry. The apparcnt objectives may scem light and even
frivolous, but the experiment in reconstructing as accur-
ately and fully as possible a detached incident or a
character without altempling to prove any general point or demon-
Slrale any theory whatsoever is a useful excrcise. 1 have found
by experience that in the couse of such neutral enquiries
unexpected clues are found to far more important matters.
The La{t Masque gave me numcrous indications for lines
of enquiry into the Court and administration of Charles I,
and Captain Hind has left me with a handful of hints, ideas,
and sources for the social consequences of the Civil War.
The older historians concentrated more on narrative than
on analysis, on the Hpw rather than the Why of history.
But now, for severa] generations, Why has been regarded
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as a morc important question than ffow. It is, of course, a
morc important question. But it cannot be answered until
How is cstablished. The carcful, thorough, and accurate
answer to the Question How should take the historian a
long way towards answering the question Ihy; but for this

purpose narrative history must be written with depth and
reflection.

Miss Wedgwood’s detractors in both the plum-cake and
the dry-biscuit schools might rctort-~indced, they often do—
that narrative history is the least neglected aspect of history;
that the /How is much morc easily apprchended than the
Why; that the HHow docs not advance knowledge, does not
develop new variations on old explanations, does not intro-
duce new ways of thinking about old facts; and that the life
of a How history is scarcely as long as that of a fashion in
ladies’ hats, since no sooner has a researcher turned up a
handful of necw facts than the narrative is dated and a new
onc has to be constructed. But Miss Wedgwood’s detractors
rcalize that she is awarc of all this, and they also realize that
their objections and her defence are beside the point, for her
natural gifts are unanalytical and litcrary, and she can no
morc resist writing narrative history than they can help
writing metaphysical or academic history. Ever since 1 had
first read her books some years before, I'd wanted to meet
her, perhaps as much as anything because of her fine prose
and her uncontainable interest in history. ‘By the time I was
twelve,” she had written in one of her essays collected in
Velvet Studies, published some fifteen years ago, ‘my writing
had grown dangerously swift. There was a special kind of
writing pad called “The Mammoth”, two hundred pages,
quarto, ruled faint; under my now practised pen Mammoths
disappeared in a twinkling. “‘You should write history,” mY
father said, hoping to put on a brake. “Even a bad writer
may be a useful historian.” It was damping, but it was sensc.
It was, after all, unlikely that I would ever be Shal\cspca-fe
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To lcarn morc about Miss Wedgwood and her How his-
tory, I now invited her to lunch with me in London—at
Plato’s, a quict Greek restaurant whose glass front looks
out on Wigmore Street. I waited for her at a small table near
the glass wall. She arrived a little late, and grasped my hand
warmly. Without any further formalitics, she scated herself
across from me and started talking cbulliently; as though we
had known cach other for ycars.

‘I am sorry not to be prompt, but right across the street I
discovered a Wedgwood china shop,” she said. ‘For thc
family’s sake, I had to look in thc window—the Wedgwoods
have been in the china business ever since the cightcenth
century—although, being a seventeenth-century historian, I
don’t know much about the history of Wedgwood china.’
Miss Wedgwood, who is fifty-two, grey-haired, and brown-
eyed, was conscrvatively and tastefully dressed in an English-
cut suit. She spoke in an cflervescent voice. ‘My interest in
history is a very long one,” shc continued. ‘My father, not
being the cldest son—here I go ofl on a tangent, my Achilles’
hecl—instcad of going into the family china busincss, went

into railways, so when I was a girl we did a lot of hard and
bouncy travelling in Europe. In railways, as in the china
business, there is a sort of frecmasonry of the trade, and we
had as many free passages as we wanted.’

Miss Wedgwood paused for the first time, and I asked her
if she would like a drink. She ordered a dry vermouth on ice,
and went on talking. ‘When I was a girl—herc I go offon a
tangent again—I went to a day school in Kensington, from
which everybody moved on to a proper, high-powered school,
like St Paul’s Girls’ School, but I liked it so much there that
I stayed on. So few of us stayed back that we were given
what amounted to private tuition. When I was fifteen, I
finished, and thereupon immediately rushed off to Germany
to live with a family and learn German. I rushed back to
England to take the Scholarship examination for Lady
Margaret Hall, Oxford, and rushed off again, this time to a
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family in France, to learn French.’ She stirred her vermouth.

‘Would you like to order?’ T asked.

‘Oh, T almost forgot,’ she said. She studied the menu and
ordered cgg-and-lemon soup, moussaka, and a glass of red
wine, and went on talking. “When I came down from Ox-
ford,” she said, ‘I decided I’d do a thesis with Tawney on
some forbidding seventeenth-century subject. Had I gone on
with it, I would have become a IWhy historian, but I didn’t. I
discovered that in Why history research is much more im-
portant than writing, and 1 wanted to do both. I really de-
cided to become a How historian when, a little later, my
father arranged for me to go and spend a weekend at the
house of Trevelyan, who was then fifty-five; my father,
Trevelyan, G. E. Moore, and Ralph Vaughan Williams had
all been at Cambridge together and knew each other very
well. Trevelyan was a great How historian, and he encouraged
me to write a biography of the Earl of Strafford, which 1
did, instead of doing my thesis with Tawney. The biography
was very feminine and sentimental. Sir John Neale, ‘.Nho
writes two kinds of history—the literary and the analyt'lc——
with equal success, helped me to revisc it and place it \Ylth a
publisher. Ever since then, I have been writing How history
continuously. I am not embarrassed to say that I write about
the surface things—men in action, how the decisions were
taken on the spot. I don’t have much patience with secondary
sources, which stud the Why historians’ pages in the form of
bulky footnotes.’

I recalled that she had once written:

Whether it is that I have never quite outgrown the first
excitement of that discovery [reading Pepys, .C.larendon,
and Verney when she was just a girl], I find in mysel,f.to
this day an unwillingness to read the secondary 'f‘“.thormes
which I have difficulty in overcoming. Indeed 1t is rather
the fear of some learned reviewer’s ‘the author appears to
be ignorant of the important conclusions drawn by Dr
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Stumpfnadel’ than a desire to know those conclusions for
their own sake which, at the latter end of my own Ic-
scarches, drives me to consult the later authoritics.

Miss Wedgwood was by now in the middle of her egg-and-
lemon soup. ‘The Why historians,” she said, ‘start with the
assumption that there are deep-scated motives and reasons
for most decisions, and they concentrate on that rather than
on the action. Sometimes, happily for me, the historical
characters surprise their Why historians by, say, not voting in
a Parliament in accordance with their party and economic
interests, as they should have voted. But this sort of thing
doesn’t scem to have daunted the Why historians very much,
for the gencral preoccupation in this country and century re-
mains Why history; in our universitics the /ow history has
mostly gone by the board.” Countless historians had investi-
gated the causcs of the English Civil War, she went on, but
they had been so mesmerized by the Why of the Civil War
that, reading them, onc would never know that England in
that time had a day-to-day forcign policy. Indced, in Miss
Wedgwood’s opinion, they themselves often forgot it, and
were misled in their analysis. They cnriched history by delv-
Mg 1nto its undercurrents, but they impoverished it by not
gathering all its froth into their pages. ‘I know that many
8ood historians arc intolerant of my way of doing history,’
Miss Wedgwood said, putting her soup-spoon down. ‘They
52y it’s popular and short-lived. In a sense, I agree with
th“fm- Does that surprise you?’

No,’ T said, (I had read in her Velvet Studies: ‘At twelve
had no theory of history. Since then I have had many, even
for. Some years the theory that in the interests of scholarship
1018 wrong to write history comprehensible to the ordinary
reader, since 4] history so written must necessarily be modi-
fied and therefore incorrect. This was I think always too
much agajngt my nature to have held me long.’)
‘Women are very sensitive and self-conscious about what
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is said about them,’ she went on. ‘I think the mansion of his-
tory has enough rooms to accommodate all of us. I mean
many sorts of history can be illuminating—and by “illumin-
ating”” I mean you canshow things by the way you relate them.
When I was young, I was Left Wing and intolerant, pre-
pared to damn many books and many ways of doing things.
Now that I am a little older, I can tolerate many points of
view and many types of books.’

Over her moussaka, Miss Wedgwood told me that she had
lived in London ever since she came down from Oxford, and
had made ends meect by writing successful history books, by
reviewing, by ‘being on cvery prize committee’, and by
doing a lot of work for the B.B.C.

I asked her if she had ever felt the lack of a university
connection and a securc income.

‘I haven’t, because I really can’t teach,’ she said. ‘Once, 1
did teach for a bit, and found that most of th.e pupils I
thought were brilliant failed their examinations.” She
laughed. _

The waiter brought her a cup of coffee, and also a Turkish
delight, which she unwrapped slowly and carefully, as though
she were pecling an orange. ‘By temperament, 1 am an
optimist,’ she said. ‘But I am very gloomy _about the uses and
lessons of history. The whole study at times scems to me
useless and futile. I give lectures now and again abo.ut Fhe
uses of history, but I always come home with a sinking
feeling of whistling in the dark.’

If history were simply a series of rough guesses, more art
than science, as narrative historians from Thomas Babington
Macaulay to Trevelyan, Miss Wedgwood’s mentor, -have
thought, Miss Wedgwood would have even more claim to
our attention than she now has. But ours 1s an age ofa'nalysw,
of science, and at least for the moment fireside hlstox:lans. are
flickering under the cold gust of the ‘why’s.. Many hlstf)rllzims
may disagree with Miss Wedgwood that history is whisthng
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in the dark, but few have the resources to light up the
shadowy mansion of history. Two of them in our timec who
appear to have had batteries and torches strong cnough for
the illumination are R. H. Tawncy, 1880~1962, and Sir
Lewis Namier, 1888-1960—both Why historians.

To learn something about Tawney and Namicr and their
Why histories, I thought it would be pleasant as well as uscful
to take up residence at Balliol, the old college of both of
them, and perhaps talk history with my tutors, with whom I
had studied the subject (the non-theoretical varicty) for three
years. But when I went to Oxford, I found that Balliol, which
had survived for six hundred and ninety-nine ycars (prepara-
tions were then under way to celcbrate the seven-hundredth
anniversary), had altcred beyond my cxpectations, even
though, as these things went, I was a recent graduate. Walk-
ing through the quadrangles, I sensed that a great gulf
divided me from the people around me. In the few years
since I had gone down, a new body of undergraduates had
entered the shell of the college. In the desert of new Balliol
faces, however, therec was one familiar landmark, the tall
figure of my close friend Jasper Griffin. He and I had come
Uup to the college in the same year, and had found ourselves
living next door to each other; indeed, in the affluent days
9f the college, our two rooms had formed a suite, and among
1ts occupants had been Gerard Manley Hopkins. It was dis-
Covering that Hopkins was a favourite of both of us that had
drawn us together and begun our long friendship. As it hap-
bened, when the college clected him to a Junior Fellowship
n Classics, he was given my old room as his office. Since he
now lived out of college and worked mostly in the libraries,
he let me have my old room back for the duration of my stay
at Oxford. The room was intact, but again, like the student
body, the staff of Balliol historians had changed. A. B.
Rodger, who had brought me to love the manicured English
countryside of the eighteenth century, had died. R. W.
Southern, one of the greatest living English mediaevalists,
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who had led me to the springs of Anglo-Saxon and mediaeval
history very much like a soldier leading a rccalcitrant horse
to water, had since been raised to a chair connected with
another college. Even my external tutor, James Joll—he had
conducted me through the tortuous European politics term-
inating in the First and Second World Wars—was at Har-
vard for a few months. Of the tutors who had tended me
term after term, Christopher Hill, an authority on sixteenth-
and scventeenth-century history, was one of the two or three
still at the college. Like Southern, he was in high feather;
he was holding the post of Ford’s Lecturer, a distinguished
university appointment, for the year. In several c%uarters
he was regarded as the spiritual heir of Tawr?ey, wh9 in some
ways had personified the traditions of Balliol, which to its
adulators is ‘the best tcaching college in thf’, world’ (the Ox-
ford tutorial system is thought to have origlnate.d there) and
to its detractors is a mere ‘teaching shop’. Like T.awney,
Hill had spent much of his life studyi.ng and teac}ur'lg the
history of the Puritans and of the birth of revolutionary
ideas and idcals in scventeenth-century England. It. was no
surprisc to me, therefore, that when I saw Hlll3 who s fifty—
his three hallmarks arc a legendary §hyncss, pithy sentences,
and high, bouncy black hair—in his college room we con-
versed about Balliol, about teaching, about the English
historical scene, and about Tawney. .
As Hill talked, I couldn’t help _fcehng tha.t some of his
obscrvations on Tawney were applicable to himself. At one
point, he said, ‘Tawney thought, and I agrec, that anyone
can write narx"atjve histories, but that it is the analy'txc his-
tories that advance knowledge. Qf course, both Namier an.d
Tawney were analytical historians, b_Ut they had‘ ,"el};
different spiritual fathers; it 15 1mP°5§1b1° to con.cell\vf 0\:
Namier without Freud or of Tawne,y thho}lt Marx——f .I?r'
because the main feature of Tawney's work. 15 ,a never-tatling
in hi Namier’s contribution
concern for the underdog in hIStOry.bl' cords to private
was to go below the surface of public re P
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necy’s great contribution was

papers and diarics, and Taw . .
art of good history 1s to

asking the right questions. Surcly pa)
ask the right questions. By right questionss I'mean those that
produce fruitful answers. Indeed, once he s supposed to have
said, “What historians nced is not more documents but
stronger boots.” Whercas Namicr only recorded facts and
left you to draw your own conclusions, T;}wncy put forward
tremendously interesting hypotheses, which were not con-
sidered in the old, established historics, though thesc were
often more accurate and learnced than Tawncey’s. You re-
member going through with me thosc dozens of volume‘s on
the Puritan Revolution by S. R. Gardincr z.md C. H. Firth?
Well, those incomparably learncd Victorians took it for
granted, until Tawncy, that the seventeenth-century English
Parliament represented the people. Nor did they distinguish
between different social classes; they wrote as though the
Puritan Revolution were a struggle for liberty by all the
people and all the classes. No historian thinks of the Puritan
Revolution in those terms now, and it’s all duc to Tawney
and his questions. In some ways, of course, Tawney was
traditional and Victorian. For him, as for his Victorian
counterparts, knowledge and virtuc werc onc. Indced, he
used his rescarches to carry through reforms in society. Un-
likc the Victorians, however, he studicd social and cconomic
history. He dirccted the gaze of historians away from the
narrow stage of politics and action to the infinitely wider one
of.society and life, opcning up vast territorics of interest and
cvidence for them to tend and reap. But perhaps his greatest
flchievemcnt was discovering and developing the connections,
1n.Eng1and, between religion and the rise of capitalism. One
thing that made Tawney great in my eyes was his politics.
He was a deeply committed Christian Socialist. His Christi-
anity was very much akin to Sandy Lindsay’s [former master
(-)f Balliol, A. D. Lindsay] and to Oliver Cromwell’s—“Trust
in God and keep your powder dry.” Heavenly intervention
went hand in hand with human action. Tawney’s Socialism
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wasn’t the state varicty—state ownership of industries, and
so on—but a very individual sort of Socialism. Here again
he was kin to Sandy Lindsay. Where he got his Christian
Socialism I don’t know—probably not at Rugby, his public
school. Perhaps at Balliol. The Balliol of the carly nineteen-
hundreds, his time, was far more Left Wing and radical than
that of the ninetcen-sixties. Another thing that perhaps made
him great was his lifelong work for the Workers’ Educational
Association, or W.E.A. He gave up a Balliol fcllowship to
continue in adult education, and accepted his professorship
at the London School of Economics quite late in. life.. Still
another thing that made him great was his combination of
shrewdness and gentleness. He was a very shfewd rrTan——he
could see through people—but he never tqok 1s’sue with any-
one on personal matters, always on.prmc.lplt‘s'-

After talking to Hill, I spent a little timc 1121 ou’rrcollcge
library, rcading books and articles both by 'flnd about ;‘-mey’
whose name is a byword for the Tudor per1od..Go‘1ng t 1ou.gh
the Tawney shelf made me remember my ’ﬁlSt (;{Say, which
had been written with the aid of Tawnceyrlsl bo?fj;x Sc:rrhlie of
them forty years old. My assignment was d\Nhat,caUS;) (t)f n}ig,
Can Be Salvaged, About the Gentry an Cf et ”p’t e
English Civil War, from the ‘chntrY fo% ro'vers?r It
called for reading and evaluating on¢ O a“ne(}if slmost
famous theses, Tawney maintained that the n*;i)neyf c as}ies,
or the gentry, of the sixteenth and seventeent cen ctlmcs ad
risen on ‘the’ crushed bodies of the pe?s?nts dar}ll 0; the
debts owed them by the wasteful and dlS:Pate a rif:e lltalry
class, causing the Civil War. By the use of ettelr1 : g hz dtural
techniques and economic ruthlessness, the gil ry ac-

; it he symbol of status) and money, but
quired land (it was the Sy :ch. instead of accompany-
they had not acquired power, which, 1ns

) S S land, had remained in the
ing the gentry’s acquisiion of la opening a political

grasp of the Crown and the ngzlcl;tz;’:red that war was g
i

chasm. As soon as the gentry :ne land and powe

cheaper means than litigation of wresting = power
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from the wellborn bankrupt, they struck, sctting England
adrift in the waters of revolution. Trevor-Roper, in a thufl'
derous charge, had long since cut through this view, yet 1B
Tawney’s history there remained such a store of research and
wisdom that every new start on the causes of the Civil War
began with him. Perhaps the rcason was that while, with
each wave of new cvidence, the narrative historians were
superseded (since the great excavations of the ninetcenth and
twentieth centuries, cven the narrative hunks in the third
volume of Gibbon’s Decline and Fall rctained only a literary
interest), the analytic, the interpretative historians had a
touch of immortality about them. (About evidence, the stuff
of How history, Tawncy had once written, “The first fecling
of a person who sees a manuscript collection such as that at
Holkham must be “If fifty maids with fifty mops ,’anda
sad consciousness that the mop which he wields is a very
feeble one.’) Even though his examples were dated, many of
his statistics revised, and (sometimes under the impetus of
his own idcas and researches) his theses jettisoned, we under-
graduates yet turned to his historics for their functional
value as works of understanding.

During his long carcer, which spanned more than fifty
years, he wrote two kinds of works—historical and Socialist.
His histories, such as The Agrarian Problem in the Sixteenth
Century (marked by social morality: faith in the potentiality
of ordinary men and distrust of the arrogance of the rich and
the powerful—equalled only by his distaste for the specialist),
Created a minor revolution, making possible a new kind of
history, with new actors. In his histories, he presented, in
Powerful Elizabethan prose, the state of Tudor society,
letting the yeoman, the peasant, the displaced farmer speak
—in many cases for the first time; in his Socialist books, such
as The Acquisitive Society and Equality, he drew aside the veil of
hypocrisy, exposing the discrepancy between the Christian
ethic and the actual condition of modern socicty. The late
Hugh Gaitskell said of these works, ‘[They] made a tremen-
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dous impact upon my generation. . . . If you ask me why we
Were so impressed, I think it was really . . . that these books
combined Passion and learning. There was nothing false or
¢xaggerated in them. . . . He was not inventing things but
simply showing them to us—things we had failed to appre-
ciate before but which we recognized immediately he wrote
about them.’ As a political thinker, Tawney became the
social conscience of his age. Indeed, Sidney and Beatrice
Webb thought that hc was destined to be a Labour Prime

inister of England—an ambition that many nursec'l for him
but that was madec impossible by poor health resulting from
wounds he reccived in the First World War., (He himself
didn’t set much store by honours; when Sidney Webb and he
were offered pcerages by the Ran?say Mac.Donald. govern-
Mment, Webb accepted and he declined.) With the mprove-
ment in the condition of the working <31asses‘ar}d the begin-
ning of the welfare era in England, his Socialist books l.ost
Mmuch of their bite, yet his vision ofa h-eal.thy, co-oPeratlve
Society, of politics not of power but of principle, c?nt;nuss to
Inspire socially conccrned undergraduates. Nzlr gl,c t;e. ons
left untouched by his cxample, 'for he succt:ie cc 1 being a
scholar who practised his learning, w%xose omalr;l v;as ot
limited to the tutorial professional Cga:c') lliatlilziitr::tc c¢d on to
i ; urers an .
m?l;daedtlrll;:ext'e’?‘zal;(;;f;j]};oonce’ over after-dinner cqﬂ'ce at
Oxford. As a person, he reminded one of Socratcs_ at his XPOSF
ironical. (His humility was overpowenng a.nd e)\; °P eratxrllg,
when an undergraduatc asked him a Cluesf_lon ; out dcri;lz-
sures, a subject on which he was an ::tuthon{f}’c’l ? SZI é lik(;
no, I'm sure you know the ficld better than °- ) J 1? ’
Socrates, he would either be absolutely silent or (} bvt?: az
endless monologue. Indeed, he gave the 1m}.)1;assxon ?d fit gis
Platonic Idea of the absent-minded scholar; ef;v?iuth }in his
glasses on his forchead and then bff u.nablcftfo I:le t?n ’and
brown tweed suit always looked as if it hah een ! i tin, anc
his untidiness was so thoroughgoing that on p

167



FLY AND THE FLY-BOTTLE

matches to cxplode when he reached for them to light his
pipc. But whether or not he had fire in his pockets, there
was nothing about him to suggest the revolutionary which
he actually was.

Tawney, the recent graduate of Oxford sctting out on his
revolutionary, almost cvangelical mission of cducation, is
glimpsed in a commemorative portrait that H. P. Smith, the
tutorial sccretary for the Delegacy for Extra-Mural Studies,
Oxford, wrote for the Declegacy’s journal. It tells how
Tawney threw himself into the development of the Oxford
Tutorial Classes Committce, an extra-mural body for adult
education, whose work—which still continucs—has influ-
enced the course that English socicty has taken. He brought
the fruits of lcarning to pecople at large first by talking and
teaching at working-men’s clubs in East London, and in the
textile country of the north, where he also organized classes
for the Lancashire workers. Onc of his old students, looking
back, remembered a number of scenes:

First [Smith quoted], in the classroom at the Sutherland
Institute: 5 heated discussion on surplus value is taking
place. A pertinacious Marxist, arguing with the tutor,
challengcs point after point of his exposition, until at
length, baffied but not defeated, the student retires from
the tussle, saying to the tutor: ‘It’s no usc; when I point my
§Un at you, you hop from twig to twig like a little bird’
—and laughter comes to case the strain. A more sociable
S¢enc in the same room: the class mcceting is over, and we
SIt at ease, taking tea and biscuits provided by members’
wives. Talk ranges free and wide—problems of philo-
sophy, evolution, politics, literaturc. Then R. H. T. reads
to us Walt Whitman’s “When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard
Bloom’d’;this moves a student to give us his favourite
Passage from the same source: ‘Pionecers! O Pioncers!’
Another follows, quoting from a poem of Matthew Arnold
that evidently has bitten him, one ending with the magic
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line, ‘the unplumb’d, salt, estranging sea’. And for some
of us as we sit listening, a new door opens.

Tawney’s students soon became the centre of a lively
educational movement, They started giving talks and classes
of their own, modelled on their master’s. Under Tawney’s
direction, the North Staffordshire Miners’ Higher Education
Movement was launched, and the miners were now enrolled
in the movement of voluntary learning and teaching. The
scheme, a crusade, culminated a few decades later in the
foundation of the University of Keele, in Staffordshire, which
is still one of only cighteen institutions of higher learning in
all England. Tawney’s genius for teaching (copies of his
Pupils’ essays bearing his corrections still serve as examples
to young tutors), his relationship with his students (while irr}-
Patient of sham, he was pastoral in his treatment of his
classes), his ability to impart something more than know-
ledge (‘He made manifest a new power in thos_e.he taught:
the power to shape their own educational activities as adu-lt
men and women with their own interests and responsi-
bilities’), his involvement in the social idcals that the classes
Tepresented, all helped to make his work a success, to extend
the narrow horizons of English aristocratic learning, and to
hold out a promise of mass education fqr a day when the.re
might be greater and greater participation of the people in
the government.

The Tawney of the carly days [Smith conclude.d] 1;?3
become a legend among working-class students m.l't.ls
country. He joined the ranks at thfa outbreak of h-o-stl 1t1§s
in 1914 and stayed there; it was his way of Prgcfilsmg :hz
equality that he talked. . . - chert?IY ‘_'VOUY;d_C do;here
Somme, Tawney was brought to hospital in @) .o; . There
at the Examination Schools he used to lic with pi ee o
books around him, and hot ash dropping _from h1: px}ﬁ3 - !
his bed. The nurses were scared .at .hlS }:;m}‘ln v:r . A:
Another well-authenticated story, this time 0 the W.E.
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Summer School, is that onc of his students . . . dccided to
honour the occasion of an Oxford college opening its doors
to the working classes by coming to Balliol in top-hat and
frock-coat. After all, it was his Sunday best, and as an
S.D.F.-er [a member of the Social Democratic Federa-
tion] he knew that . . . such a garb was indispcnsablc _t°
his preaching of Marx. And so the midnight club was 1n
full swing, the argument was fascinating all participants,
the air was thick with smoke, and nobody noticed, until it
was too late, that Tawncy was emptying his pipc into the
silk top-hat on the table beside him. . . .
He sct out his thoughts [in an article] on the work In
which he was engaged. It is the clearest statement 1 know
of what he stood for in his carly days as a tutorial class
tutor: ‘Onc may suggest that when the wheels have ceased
rumbling and the dust has scttled down, when the first
generation of historians has exhausted the memoirs and the
second has refuted the memoirs and the documents, and the
time has come for the remorseless cyc of imagination to be
turned on the first two turbulent decades of the twenticth
Century, it is perhaps less in the world of political and
economic effort than in the revival among large masses of
men of an Idea that their dominant motif will be found. . - -
"The minds of an ever-growing number of men and women
are passing through onc of thesc mysterious bursts of
activity which make some years as dccisive as generations,
and of which measurable changes in the world of fact are
the consequence rather than the causec. May that wonder-
ful spring not be premature! It is as though a man labour-
Ing with a pick in a dark tunnel had caught a gleam of light
and had redoubled his efforts to break down the last
SCreen. The attack on the mere misery of poverty is falling
Mto its place as one part of a determination that there
shall be a radical reconstruction of human relationships.
+ - - Itis surely a very barren kind of pedantry which would
treat education as though it were a closed compartment
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within which principles are developed and experiments
tried undisturbed by the changing social currents of the
world around. The truth is that educational problems can-
not be considered in isolation from the aspirations of the
great bodies of men and women for whose sake alone it is
that educational problems are worth considering atall. ...
The majority of men—one may hope an increasing major-
ity—must live by working. Their work must be of different
kinds, and to do different kinds of work they need special-
ized kinds of professional preparation. Doctors, lawyers,
engineers, plumbers, and masons must, in fact, have
trade schools of different kinds. . - - If persons whose work
is different require, as they do, different kinds of profes-
sional instruction, that is no reason why one should be
excluded from the common heritage of Civilizatior% of
which the other is made free by 2 university. education,
and from which, ceteris paribus, both, irrespective 9f their
occupations, arc equally capable, as human beings, of
deriving spiritual sustenance. Those who haf'c scen the
inside both of lawyers’ chambers and of coal mines will not
suppose that of the inhabitants of these places of glo.o.m
the former are more constantly inspired by the humanities
than are the latter. . - -’

If Tawney the historian, by ques?ions a:nd h.ypitxhes.eS,
made old facts give new answers Namier (a little like ustin)
invented a new method to abolish debate and’ get all the
answers once and for all. For the ﬁrsf, the V\.rhy was only.a
searchlight, for the second 2 ﬁqodhght. Time and aga:eri
during my encounters with historians, 1 had comel ?cnt)ss;v .
marks such as ‘Namier, perhaps has f0}1nd the u tzma,i Seng
of doing history’, ‘Namier pelieved that _]I{St }zis y01t1 canmathe_
up a satellite into spacc without twentieth-cen ury

i i i nineteenth-
matics, so you can’t write history with outmoded

. th is grasped, all the
century psychology; as soon 2° this ™ ds,gandp‘If Namier

histories written thus far will pecome date
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had his way, history would become a perfect science and 2
perfect art. All controversics would cease, and we would
know as much historical truth as is humanly possible, with-
out being constantly worn down with doubt and uncer-
tainty.” In the minds of the professional academics, he¢
seemed to occupy the position of God, and if they criticized
him, it was often more in the spirit of thcologians than in
the spirit of atheists. Everywhere one turned, whether to
literary, diplomatic, philosophical, or psychological his-
torians, whether to Marxist or Conscrvative, Namier’s name
was magic. It was alarming and unscttling. To Carr, Namier
was ‘the greatest British historian to cmerge on the academic
scene since the First World War’; to Berlin, ‘an historian who
psycho-analysed the past’; to Miss Wedgwood, ‘perhaps the
best historical writer in our time’. Toynbee, who had told
me that he had almost nothing in common with Namier, had
nevertheless said of him, ‘I worshipped him. He was a big
man with a big mind.’

Namier has been called a Marx of history, a Freud of
history, a Darwin of history. These, like all cpithets, are false,
and yet contain a grain of truth. Namicr attributed the
causes of men’s actions, like Marx, to something besides their
professed motives; like Freud, to subterrancan springs; and,
like Darwin, to something beyond the mind and its ideas.
His spiritual fathers were very imposing, yct when Namier
Was not writing European or diplomatic history he concen-
trated his great gifts and genius on studying—or recruiting
other great historians to study with him—a period of English
Parliament, in exhaustive detail; the last ten years of hislife
were spent in doing research and writing, with the help of a
staff of four, three volumes in the series the History of Parlia-
ment, a sort of Who’s Who of Members of Parliament who sat
In the House of Commons from the Middle Ages to the
Present century. Namier’s own Who’s Who was to contain a
study of nineteen hundred and sixty-four Members in the
Parliaments between 1754 and 17go.
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Namier’s pupil, Taylor, in composing a touching and
evaluative epitaph for the Observer, succeeded in both justify-
ing and criticizing Narnier’s narrow preoccupations. He
tipped his hat to the master’s ‘unique place’ in the world of
history, and acknowledged that whatever subject Namier
touched his genius transfigured. The nineteenth-century
\Vhig historians had seen democratic Britain as emerging
out of the conflict between liberty and despotism. According
to them, during the reigns of George I and II liberty I}ad
made such inroads on despotism that ecarly Hanoverian
politics were polarized between Whigs and Tories, the two
kings serving as idle, if handsome, ﬁgur.eheads.. GCOI.'gf: 111,
howcver, at the prompting of one of his malign ministers,
Lord Bute, was supposed to have rcv'crtcd to th.c persorllal.
Monarchy, costing England the {\.merlcan COIOHICS.' Ta.y or
noted that Namier went behind this orthodoxy. He examined
the contemporary correspondence, he e.xposcd the assumpci
tions on which the backbenchers and their leaders acted,szn
he succeeded in showing that these men were no(ti ‘T’Of lni
for the history of any principle, or party in the;ﬂén;;rel:::i
of the word, but were sceking Promfmonb afn. lb .
ambitions to be achieved, as at any Hme bEIOIe, by serving

i i in public affairs. Even

the king, still the source of power 1 : ve

i s

more im;)ortant than this ncw 1nterprctat1;on wisfl:rz;rz:ras
method for arriving at it, 2 method since becom

. . ons
‘Namicrization’. Instead of forcing t}.le- lieals,lizgcgglfsg_
of the present on to other times, Namier, by re y

ituti : ue gencralizations that
s for those vag :
o g accuratc detail er histories, tried to conduct a

eriod. Namierization had since
ars to other periods from the
h century. In Taylor’s own

interlined the pages of earli
gigantic opinion poll of his P
been applied by other schola
fifteenth century to the twentiet
words:

y with changes in

. alt vaguel
Where writers had once de amier went to the

i : iment, N
public opinion or national sentiment,
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grass-roots of politics. He asked such questions as: What
determined the conduct of the individual Member of Par-
liament? How was represcentation scttled, or changcd_: n
the individual constituencics? Why did men go into
politics? What did they get out of it? . . .

Namier did not confine himsclf to the cightcenth cen-
tury. . . . [He] knew in his blood the complexitics of Euro-
pean nationalism and class-conflict;and hc interpreted these
complexities to English audiences with dazzling clarity. - - +

But Taylor qualificd his praisc:

Though his collected works make up a formal array on
the shelves, none of them is the finished masterpicce wth.h
he hoped to write. . . . It was a strange thing about this
great man that, whilec he could usc both the microscop¢€
and the telescope to cqual cffect, he never managed the
middle range of common day. He was tremendous when
he dissccted each detail of some scemingly trivial trans-
action; and just as powerful when he brought the whole
Sweep of a century or a continent into a single lecture. But
he could not provide sustained narrative. His work
lacked movement, which many find the stuff of history. It
was ponderous and immobile, like the man himself. . . -

All his books are really related essays on a theme; and

they all tend to peter out after the first great impulse. « - -
With Namier it was always all or nothing. Either he was
trying to absorb every detail of his subject; or he would
thl‘-OW it away. An excess of paticnce at onc moment; and
of impatience afterwards.
I was his colleague at Manchester for eight years; and
fqr twenty-six years his close friend. I loved and admired
him as a man as well as an historian. We had our differ-
ences. I thought that he had an excessive contempt for
ideas and principles in history; a contempt all the stranger
when one considers how much he sacrificed in his own life
from devotion to the idea of Zionism.
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He was an inspired lecturer; and a master of English
Prose-style. He loved England, particularly the traditional
Eng]and of the governjng classes. Most of all he loved the
University of Oxford.

I decided to look up Namier’s star pupil, John Brooke—
said to be the best source of information on Namier’s work
and the aims of his history—who had inherited the Who's
Who dutics of his teacher. I made an appointment to see him
one afternoon in London at the annex of the Institute of
Historica] Rescarch Library, a rather Victorian l.wuse where
Brooke and the History of Parliament had- thel.r offices. I
arrived a little carly, and chatted for a fvhﬂe with a young
lady of the Institute. She told me that in 1951 the British

Teasury, at Namier’s urging, had provided a grant of seven-
teen thousand pounds a year for twenty years in order' to
make possible the writing of the History of Parliament, wfhllih

ad been apportioned among many hlSt-onanS’ Soncllefo :he
country’s most distinguished scholars being engagc , o;d be
work; originally it was hoped that the WhOIC-I?IiOJZCt rooe d 5
completed within the twenty years. Tllf WOIL' 13 Iirocce:hed
at a turtle’s pace, however. Narruers perio laone had
taken the great historian and his staff twice as korcllg af t;e
been Planned; often it took many Wffeks w0 tr? lcu b(?“}rll hi
bare essentials—an M.P.’s parents, his Plftce of his birt ;‘hjs
education, and the date and place anddmrcumstancelsl ;)Oo r:
decath. Presently, the young.lad;’;gos‘;’;d :slcs}t:z ?csfrtnzlc ‘Mr
at the top of a flicht of stairs, . ’
Brooke ispa very egcentric man. When it g?-tshctOld, i—l:thir;
an electric waistcoat plugged into the light socket,
reads alo i 1f.° .

The rogfnt\cz’vah: rlral:iemming with books zn.d cll)ez;pz;sr.dl:ifr;lsng
Over a deskful of big boxes of pap ers'anh :in face, who was
short, slight man with a white, pinche >

ly, an
holding in the corner of his mouth, rafgherwr;:r;?:il}:f"uﬂy
unlit cigarette in a cigarette holder. e
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dressed in sweater and slacks, but it was impossiblc to guess
at his age. He was Brooke. Drawing up a chair next to
Brooke, I asked him to tell me a little bit about Namier’s
ideas.

‘Sir Lewis had no use for theories of history, you know,’
Brooke said, switching his unlit cigarette to the other corner
of his mouth. ‘He has written only onc cssay, “History’’, on
the subject; it’s collected in Avenues of History. He said oncc
that a great historian is he after whom no onc can writc his-
tory without taking him into account. A historian, to be
counted great, must change the whole way of scholarship.
Because Sir Lewis basically docsn’t belicve that a historian
can ever know the truth—in our time, you know, this sort
of humility is nonexistent—his influence at the moment is
limited. But fifty ycars from now a// history will be done as
Sir Lewis does it.” Brooke had a high-pitched voice, and as
he talked on I became aware that in speaking of Namier
he rather ecrily switched from the past tense to the present,
as though Namier were still alive. ‘Sir Lewis doesn’t believe,
you know, that, likc sunshine and rain, idcas exist inde-
pendently of men,” Brooke said. ‘Rather, he belicves that
behind every idea there is a man, and #e is history, the idea
a mere rationalization; a revolutionary, you know, may
think that he is a revolutionary by conviction, but if, as a
historian, you delve into his background—his place of birth,
his childhood, the sort of people he was rcared with—you
Mmay find out that he was really rebelling against his father
when he later thought he was rebelling against socicty. Like
Marx, Sir Lewis believes that the way men carn their living,
Provide themselves with food and shelter, has a lot to do
with the way they think and act. He does, however, think
that the historian should try to get as close to the truth as
Possible, though if he thinks he knows the truth about the
Past, he is cither humbugging himself or humbugging some-
one else. For the men, the real stuff of history, are elusive,
as we never have enough material on them, and even when
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we do, as in the cighteenth and nineteenth centuries, we
never have the all~important psychological material’
Brooke pauseq and shifted his cigarette holder again. The
more he said, the more the small room became filled with the
abscnt presence. As he talked on into the afternoon, I realized
that facing me was not only a historian but a hagiographer.,
“The fact that Sy Lcwis was an Eastern European made him
an unprejudiced English observer, you know; he didn’t have
any English axe to grind,” Brooke said. (Namier was a
Polish Jew, born Bernstein-Namierowski, in Galicia, who
did not come to England until he was nineteen years old.)
“You see, most people approach history with prejudices.
Well, Sir Lewis thought that if you cor.lﬁnc.td yourself to
looking at {he lives of people, writing their biographies, you
Were able somchow—at least you had the chance—to write
history with a4 little prejudice as 'possible. You know, he
Wanted to get away from prcjudxces anc? find .out what
Leople wwere like, what they did, what their mou\'fes were.
A historian’s job was constantly to ask wl-lat.vested interest a
Man might have had in not reporting an incident accurately,

what Opportunity he had for reporting it at all. If alhist[(;ri;n
failed to scrutinize e/l the motives of all the people all the

time, he might brilliantly reconstruct éhtyplctal- ?-ayuOf
George I1T and still get every fact wrong. ax;ac cris ically,

ir Lewis’s interest was never in the big men ut always }11n
the little men behind the scenes; he woltcxldf gx;;.c m;:f:h:
biographies of big politicians to do, anzll ta-t; I?tl;lelziicrial
backbcnchcrs, not in the pubhc.cye and wi 1b nat With.
He was for writing the biographies of thefe men : ccio-ecﬁng
biogr aphies there was less Chancc. of'a }:ustor}llan s pit }i ctn

is own ideas into the past and _]UStlf}'l{'lg t err; “t;r th fa in,
For example, in writing about the constlt.uttxgxgzl ; seegﬁ e in
Seéventeenth-century England, a Communis e see it o
way, a Tory in an entirely different way,

1 . 3
simply writin biographies . - - e on Sic
He shifted }glis unlit cigarette once more and we R
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Lewis thinks that the reason for the flood of prejudiced
historics is that most historians to this day usc nineteenth-
century psychology, as though I'rcud had never lived.
Because in history there are no criteria of true and false, as
in the natural sciences, no one can really disprove or dismiss
these histories that keep on being written and read and
accepted.”  According to Brooke, Namicr believed that
Psychology was as important to history as mathematics was
to astronomy, and that without the psychological planc his-
tory was two-dimensional; all the historians of the past had
spent their time sketching flat characters. Take the great
Charles K. Webster, Brooke said, who composed his cele-
brated works within our lifetime. His histories made no con-
ncction bhetween, say, Castlercagh’s foreign policy and his in-
sanity, which ended in his suicide, and none between King
George 11T policy and /his ins:mity—bct\'vccn. the men ag
they were and the ideas they had. For Naml?r, if history had
any value, it lay in trying to reconstruct %hc lives of men from
Practically nonexistent material. He wished—as far as the
¢vidence allowed-—to write history as current events, to view
it through the cyes of the characters as they were acting
history. Namicr wanted to put himselfin the shoes of vanished
KcnnCdys and Khrushchevs, and, ignoring all the later
haPpcnings, to sec them as they were in the process of making
decisions.,

I asked Brooke why a historian couldn’t write both about
Mcen and about ideas.

‘It is not that Sir Lewis was not interested in the history
of l'dCaS,’ Brooke replicd. ‘He was the last person to deny
that, say, Communism influcnces thc way pcople think, and
that we should write about it. But he just thought that any-
body could sit down and turn out a history of ideas, anybody
could produce a study of Marx and Lenin simply by reading
them. It needed far more imagination to get to the psycho-
logical springs of these idcas. In this sense, he did discount
Plans, ideas, and dreams in favour of realities and pressures.
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In this connection’—here Brooke walked over to a bookshelf
that held the complete works of Namier—‘there are a
couple of very famous paragraphs, you know.’ And theg he
read out in hjs thin voice a passage from Namier’s England
in the 4 8¢ of the American Revolution:

‘Why was not representation in the British Parliament
——a British Union—offered to the Colonies? Or why,
alter natively, was not an American Union attemp}'ed, such
as had been proposed at the Albany Congress in 17547
This might have frecd Great Britain from burdens, respon,.
sibilitics, and entanglements, and paved the way ¢,
Dominion status. Both ideas were discussed at great Ier-lgth
and with . opious repetition, but mech.amcal devlces,
though easily conccived on paper, arc dl.chuIt to' carr
into Practice when things do not, as 1t \‘\:ex e,.of their own
accord, move in that direction. There 15 31(: m;m‘(znse dis-
tance between planning and exccuting ax:1 ) all the
dif'ﬁculty is with the last”. . . . In the cnf s“at.esrnen
hardly ever act except under pressuret 0and CIrf? s
Stances”, which means of mass movcmenbi;ut I o 1S
mental climate in their own circles. Bl.lt Zwith 1;770’ .the
masses in Great Britain were nOf conCF Itl;lz oliticalm f':r-lc )
and the mental and moral reactions Cl>I vcdpthrou hcu cleg
were running on lines which, when follov 81, were
bound ad to disaster. . :

“The tt(:als(;C elements of the Imperial Pr:?;esucciﬁr;:g the

Merican Revolution rrfl‘USt Zeviﬁflgezing directly 030;:
$Cious opinions and proiesse ire; and i T
asin thepVCrY structure and Life Ofth:e?nr:gl:e;edi:z Seil‘;l :
that the words of Danton should beho are out to apportiou
bas le procés aux révolutions. Those v ws and opinions, j,q .
8uilt in history have to keep to Vlle s of road traffic, ma1§ .
fhe collisions of planets by the rule :

of motorin )
Story into something like a colu}r::;le e poh'(:egc jﬁ:é'
ents, and discuss it in the atmosp _
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But whatever theories of ““frec will’ theologians and pilo-
sophers may develop with regard to the individual, there
is no free will in the thinking and actions of the masscs,
any more than in the revolutions of plancts, in the migra-
tions of birds, and in the plunging of hordes of lemmings

into the sea.’

Brooke tenderly returned the book to the shelf and re-
sumed his seat behind the cluttered desk. ‘You know,’ he
said, ‘there has been a bitter debate going on between Taylor
and Trevor-Roper about Taylor’s latest book, The Origins of
the Second World War. Everyone has been wishing that Sir
Lewis were alive to settle it. I have no doubt about his sen-
tence. The main issues between them are: Did Hitler have a
Plan? Did the masses have free will not to follow him?
Trevor-Roper invokes Sir Lewis’s name when, in his review
of Taylor’s Origins, he says “what devastating justice it would
have received’ at Sir Lewis’s hands. I think if Sir Lewis were
alive he might object to Taylor’s provocative style, the
lacunae in his arguments, but nevertheless, as the paragraphs
I read to you suggest, he would come out firmly on the side
of Taylor, for his thesis. When Alan Bullock’s brilliant bio-
graphy of Hitler was published, Sir Lewis and I had g long
conversation about it. I said to him that for me Bullock
didn’t answer two essential questions: why, if Hitler was
S0 mentally unstable, was he able to get such a hold on the
German people, and why—this is an allied question—d;d the
German people follow him as they did? Sir Lewis said that he
agreed with my criticism, and that, unlike Bullock, he djdn’t
think that the answers to these questions could be found in
the character of Hitler. They were to be found in the Ger-
Mman people as a whole—in the pressure of circumstances, He
himself, in his Diplomatic Prelude, had tried to do precisely this
—shift the emphasis from Hitler to the German nation. In
any case, Sir Lewis thought extremely highly of Taylor’s
Scholarship, and such criticisms as “Taylor didn’t give much
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weight to the death of the six millbon Jews™ wouldn’t have
clauscd Sir Lewis to turn a hair; after all) their death had
little to do with the origins of the war. Indeed, if Sir Lewis
were now living, his presence would be enough to prevent
Trevor-Roper from laying into Taylor. His very existence
deterred people from writing bad reviews and bad books.
But’—Brooke sighed—*his first love was not diplomatic but
Parliamcntary history.’

. ‘Why was it that the Freud of history took up the stick-
In-the-mud subject of Parliament?’ I asked.

‘Sir Lewis, you know, was essentially an existential his-
torian,” Brooke replied. ‘Here, he believed, were the people,
here their relationships; they together made up the circum-
stances of history. If history was not to be a catalogue of sup-
positions—it became that in the hands of most historians—
it had to be solidly based on minute facts. A historian had to
address himself to facts about people who matlered—and in
his cighteenth century the people who really mattered were the
politicians. For in Parliament and Parliament alone had
pcople made politically important decisions. The workers,
the peasants, collectively, had hardly ever mattered, except
in times of rebellion. But since all rebellions were s_hort-hvcd,
2 historian rarely had to take notice of them. His method,
I agree, was perhaps better suited to nineteenth-century
Europe—the material for it was more abupdant—but he
scttled on the eighteenth-century English Parliament because
at heart he was an imperialist, and he war}ted to know how
the American empire had becr{:1 broken up.

‘An imperialist!’ I exclaimed. .

‘Impcriz iir;:hs; cs.I eImperialist,’ BrOOIfe said. ‘But the
reasons for his’ imperialism are too complicated for me to go
into.’

I'said I had plenty of time-

‘Don’t you know anything
he asked.

I said, ‘Not much.” I knew
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through a conversation I had had with Toynbce, who had
been at Balliol with him. ‘Lewis was the freshest thing that
happened to Balliol in my time,” Toynbec had said. ‘We got
on very well, perhaps because we were both interested n
queer, faraway places—he in his home, Eastern Europe, I
the Orient. Perhaps his alicn background partly cxplains the
totally original outlook he had on things all his life. Even a5
an undergraduate, he succeeded in illuminating the world
with flashes of insight. Once, he came up to me in the collcge
quadrangle and told me that in Poland there was little rela-
tion between the Bible and the devclopment of her language-
This simple fact made me realize instantly how different life
in Poland must be from lifc in England, for here the Bible
was the fountainhead of the literature, a great armoury of
our language. Perhaps I should have known such simple
facts, but I didn’t. After Oxford, we became more and more
opposite; he started applying to history the same microscopic
method that the rabbis had applicd to the study of the
Scriptures, while I addressed mysclf to larger and larger
Q_uestions. Yet he told me once, “Toynbee, I study the indi-
vidual leaves, you the tree. The rest of the historians study
the clusters of branches, and we both think they arc wrong.”
For a while, I sent him my chapters, like thosc on Palestine
fhe was a great Zionist—and he never failed to mark them
up with notes so copious that it was barely possible to read
the manuscript. One day, when the differences in our
historical treatment became too great, he returned one of
my Palestine chapters without a single comment. But years
later, when I met him in Lower Regent Street, the first thing
he said to me was, “Toynbee, about that footnote in the
Palestine chapter . . .»*?

‘Let me begin from the beginning,” Brooke said now. ‘Of
course his wife, Lady Namier, knows him best as a person’—
Brooke was back in the present tense—"‘but next to her I sup-
pose I am closest to him. Most people find Sir Lewis impos-
sible to get to know. For one thing, he doesn’t talk to anyone
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about his decp convictions, lest they be misunderstood, and,
for another, not being a very social person, he docsn’t have
much oppportunity for talking. He has no patience with
small talk, so if he doesn’t know people, he is silent, and if he
knows them, he talks endlessly, but never ranges far from his
subject, which is why he has a reputation for being a crashing
bore. In fact, Sir Lewis talked himself out of a chair at Ox-
ford. The dons were afraid that he would not be good com-
pany in the common room. This belief was so universal that it
even got into the obituarics. Also, the manner of his speech
was a deterrent. He couldn’t really pronounce thc.“th”—
but then somec Englishmen can’t cither——but_ the thmg“t},l,at
made his spcech most difficult was the shortening of the “a”s:
he said “feather’ instcad of «father’. And many pcoplc? were
put off by his grim cxpression, which Seldorfl broke mknto a
smile—but when it did, it was wondcrful- ?fet, you know,
Sir Lewis is a very engaging main. ¥n' winter, he comes ufltlo
the office in a soft hat, but if it’s ralrung_hc may wear a e(;
cap. He usually comes in at ten o’clock— in t}llle morIr_lImg ank

leaves at six. He also docs 2 lot of work at %mel.' © \f)r'or ts
very hard. He never reads very m‘_‘Ch outsév:nil: S:igﬁ Cz;
It 35 difficult to imagine him Bavi8 5% O D man

detective story or a novel. In fa;(t;c}:et: S?e theaz'e. o hate;
He never listens to music or ] o
the dilcttante, and perbapPs that’s anOtﬁsre r::;s(:lr;e}éet: \f/zrk
sidered a bit of a bore. When he was 2 ¢ ’——the \wanted to
in the basement of the Historica ImUtc\;g ) d;,re ehile he
move us to the annex then, but they . lt Et and a secretary
was alive. I used to sit with amt'hzr;szl; :Xt . which he
in a large room, and he Occuplzre just the usual books all

EALIDAG A e ::ﬁs armchair you're sitting 1n
around, and these box¢s, an

that was all. The way we worked was to g(} thrmflzs aii‘
th . i na
the manuscripts and printed gources looking for

would do a factual
Members of Parliamefiy o ;en he died—that was
survey on where the M.P. Jived and W
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all put on one set of cards. Then, on the sccond set, W€ Put
where we got all the material, and then, with the help of
these sets of cards, we wrote up the biographies. I wrote
mine very quickly. He stewed and laboured for days and
days. He was so neurotic about his manuscripts that he was
always fearful that they would go up in smoke. Even though
I'sat in the next room, he asked me 1o stop smoking. When I
asked him why, he said, “I’m afraid of firc.” You know,
Sir Lewis is a strange man. But he is not at all moody. Not
being able o sleep is his greatest curse. He used to comc to
me in the morning and say, “I didn’t slecp very much last
night. I can’t write a word today.” He might have as many
as four such days in a weck. Of course, it didn’t affect th’e
quality of his rescarch, but it did slow him down. I can’t
sleep at night, cither. I'm physically tired, but my mind is
very active.’
. T'asked Brooke if he and Namicr had a lot of other things
N commonp,
‘Of course, I am of his historical persuasion,’ he said, ‘but
2 YthIC generation divides him and his politics from me and
mm‘e, He was scventy-two when he died, and I am forty-Ol"le-
While he grew up to be a natural conscrvative in impcrial
Eastern Europe, I grew up in a Left Wing, Left Book Club,
Spa‘nish Civil War atmosphere, and cnded up being 2
ocialist. I first met Sir Lewis when he was a professor at
anchester, and I chose to do his special topic. We met for
£wo .houl-s at a time twice a weck. After that, he adopted me
as his star Pupil and brought me with him to London when
¢ came to do the History of Parliament, and after that I saw
atz:ns-very day. How he hated change! When I _started
ore g his class at Manchester, I hap.pencd to arrive be-
SCmij_nYOHC else, and took the first chair on hl-S l.eft in the
sit i;rc;f- My Secon-d tim<‘:, I came latc,. but he insisted thfit
Londe the same chair, saying, “I don’t likc change.”” Here in
elli’s B, he always lunched at the same restaurant—Bertor-
At the same table, at the same hour, and almost
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always alone. Tea we always had together. His routine was
by no means the full extent of his conservatism. He would
have nothing to do with television. He would never watch it,
he refused to have it in his house, and he refused to appear
on it. I’m surc twenty-five years 280 he was against the
motorcar. His personal conservatism perhaps explains his
?Onscrvativc politics. But, you will ask, what about his
imperialism? Well, I think he was just anti-liberal, you know.
He didn’t have a high opinion of the achicvements of the
human race, and he thought the British Empire was humane.
Unlike the liberals, he didn’t believe in any sort of progress;
he didn’t think things were getting better and better. It

wasn’t that he didn’t want tO reform decrepit institutions—

he just hated to sec them go- For example, he didn’t want the

House of Lords abolished, even though hc knew it was not

what it had been in the past. He felt we ought to leave it to

the life force to slowly adapt the institutions to the times. He

felt the same way about religion. He never talkfﬁd about that
to anyonc—except me, when I got to know hum very well.
Then he told me that he belicved in an 1ntc.rdcnom1natlona1
God. The strange thing was that, conservative or no, next to

Freud he was most influenced py Marx.’
I stretched a little and stood ups but I could tell by

Brooke’s tone that I had stood Up 2 little too early; he had

more to say. t down agam. . )
‘As 1 1c:>lgk i(')lclk S:n Sir Lewis’s life,” he was saying, the

thine that i rangest of all is his two-':ndcd output,
whi::gh afl;;ZtI)sf;;fgisStSiarfese twins at.work. 1;'1rst, tht?reﬂarer
these short—embarrassingly short—historica ;ssayls?i{ :;)e
contain only Sir Lewis’s brief Conc.lusmni, f:t der ' fmow
answers at the back of the arithmetic 1,)00 N ln youbm to
that these are answers not to small hlsfgrm; h?rigied-year
long—very long—ones, sometimes Co;’cn ciher e, big
stretch of history. Second, ther? e ion rests, and the}” are
histories, on which Sir Lewis’s I¢ Utz-‘tlon' al sn.’lms——that one
so dense and detailed—dayP¥-42Y histone
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is hard put to it to find any conclusions, And these great
books are really memorable for—among other things, of
course—not ever having becen completed. These unfinished
histories put one in mind of Michelangelo’s “imprisoned”
statues, in which the thought strains to be frec of the stone.
Sir Lewis began chiselling at these big books in the *twenties,
by going to America to look at Colonial history, to find out
hOY‘V the empire had broken up. But onc Amecrican his-
torian, Charles McLean Andrews, sent him back to England,
telling him that the best contribution he could make w01_11d
be to study what happened to the empire from the English
side. Here in England, he stumbled on huge archives of two
famous cightccnth—ccntury politicians—nine hundred and
twenty-cight volumes of Hardwicke papers, and five hundred
and twenty-three volumes of Newecastle papers. Romney
Sedgwick, who later became his closest fricnd, had partly
looked through the collections, but, being a civil servant, had
found no time to do anything with them. Indced, no onc had
thoroughly, exhaustively examined them from the pOlnt_ of
View of parliamentary history. Sir Lewis started diggl_ng
through this material in the Manuscript Room of the British
Ustum, and began writing his masterly The Structure of
Politics at yhe Accession of George I1I. It was published in 1929.
f}e Structure was mainly an analytical work, and he was
8oImng to follow it up with a narrative history of England in
the Age of the American Revolution, covering the ycars from 1760
to 1783, but he published only onc volume of the narrative,
Which was so detailed that it stopped at 1762. Now, if he had
oMpleted this project—given a volumc to cvery two years
1t would have taken a dozen more volumes, but he never
80t around ¢o them. In the ’thirtics, when he might have
d?ne S0me more work on the Revolution, he became obsessed
With Zionism and gave most of his time to that. After the
war, he started to write again, and from the wave of con-
temporary memoirs and diaries he produced his Diplomatic
Prelude, 7938~9. Well, you know how things were right after
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the war. Even before the study was reviewed, there rushed
out from the Foreign Offices and the politicians’ pens a flood
of more memoirs and more diplomatic notes. Then he started
rewriting his book altogether; he never finished it, either.
After that, he took up another great work, a biography of one
Charles Townshend—you know, the grandson of the so-
called Turnip Townshend, of the eighteenth century—in
which, for the first time, he was going to use explicitly his
Freudian principles. That, too, was never finished, and his
great dream, which took shape about the same time, of
\Yriting an individual biography of nincteen hundred and
sixty-four Members of Parliament in the Namier period, and
exploring the nctwork of connections between them—well,
death cut it short.” Brooke abruptly stopped.

“Why didn’t he finish things? I asked:

‘Well,” he said, ‘it’s a mystery:’

- : b :
‘Do you have any theorics about it? I sa.ld.

H .
“There are many things 1 can say about it, he continued.

‘First—a metaphor. Think of 2 historian as a walker on the

road of history. Most historians walk straight along the road;
t at the other, without

they begin at one end and come out
looking left or right. Well, Sir Lewis never walked a stcp
without looking in every direction; 11 fact, he spent all hts
life in byways. Once, w¢ went to Bowood, Lord Lansdowne’s
country house in Wiltshire- There were boxes of documents,
and we had only a day- We divided the boxes up ar}d started
going through the documents- I got fhrough mine f_hrce
times as fast as Sir Lewis 8°° through his; 1 would look at a
heading and more or less decide from t.hat whether t_here was
anything in it of jmportance to the history oiga}rimmer;:
whether it was just a private letter or an of ;md papment
but not so Sir Lewis. He would re.ad abou;1 hal It e zgus ment
carefully before making UP his mind- Pet T_lps brrtuslie missed
thing—1 don’t think I missed very I arn d out to be
nothing. Many of the details he thus dug up turne

- , he
irrelevant, but unless he had cxplored all the by-ways
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might never have written his definitive works, for before he
wrote his big books he took into account every discovcl‘ablc
fact; no one could cver supcrscde him by turning up new
ones. The other way he insured the production of a dcfinitive
work was by sheer craftsmanship. The pains he took and his
incredible judgment about words made him the best writer
of history since Gibbon and Macaulay. But bcing a forcigner
and also an impeccable stylist slowed him down—it would
have slowed down the gods. Also, in his later years his right
arm became paralysed, which meant that in the muscums
and libraries he couldn’t copy down the material he needed.
He had to resort to a very cumbersome method of copying
down only titles and page numbers, and the texts later had
to be transcribed by his scerctary. What's morc, he could
composc only at the typewriter, and since he didn’t know
the touch system, he would hammer out his first draft with
one or two fingers. He used shorthand such as “P-1-m-n-t”’
for “Parliament,” “k” for “king,” and “t for “th¢’’. The
draft had to be recopicd by his sccretary before he could even
rfsvise. And this process had to be repeated about a dozen
tlmc?s since ten or twelve drafts were not unusual for Sir
Lewis. Take the different ways that Sir Lewis, the master,
and I, a sort of average historian, had of writing, We both
had boxes of index cards and innumerable folders of typed
extracts from documents. Supposc Sir Lewis and I were
}vrmng on Grenville and Burke, respectively-—both big men
In our period. I would go carefully through my boxes, sort
out the material, make up my mind about what was im-
portant,. and, once I sat down at the typewriter, type it out
very quickly. Sir Lewis, on the other hand, would sit at his
typewriter without knowing what he was going to do with
the material. He would go back and forth between his boxes
and folders and hjg typewriter. It would be a constant pro-
cess of writing and rewriting, shaping and reshaping, agony
and more agony—and the biography was not more than a
seven-thousand-word job. Nobody could be more sensitive
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than he as a scale on which words could be weighed, but 1
think that now and again hc was pedantic about style. For
example, you could never shake him in his belief that the
noun ought to come before the pronoun: “George I, when
he was king . . .” Once I pointed out to him a Times first
leader that rcad, ““In his speech, Chou En-lai said .. .” to
make the point that sometimes in good writing the noun did
come after the pronoun. His comment was simply “The
Times is detcriorating.” This busincss about nouns and pro-
nouns also slowed his reading. «] am a slow reader becauss
—” he would say to me, and then read out some such
phrasc as ““In his view . - > “How do T know,” he would
shout, “who it is that ‘his’ refers to?”’ I think he really was a
slow rcader. As if poring OVer details, \:vriting slowly, and
reading slowly were not cnough, Sit Lewis w.cnt to cnormous
trouble over evidence; he never took ar_lythmg for granted.
For example, it was acccptcd by historians that the papers
of Lord Bute, a Prime Minister of Georgt 111, were l?urned
in a fire on his estate in Lutom Bedfordshire; t}}1s belief had
been handed down through 2 long tree of history book?.
Even a historical commissions which had gonc to the horse’s

mouth, a descendant of Bute’s, had €0t 311sdanswe£. But Slcr1
Lewis was not put off. He sought out the descendant, amn

beforc the chap knew ;t both he a.nd Sir LCW}ils were at tgef
family solicitor’s office, rummaglrig through papers:
course, they fi he Butc papers. .
Outside YL gsggnt}izd become dark; we had b_een Falkmg
for a long ;ime I stood up- Brooke came .downstaur-s with me.
On the way, I asked him to tell me 2 bit about himself.

11 the biographies

‘L've just com leted and sent to press a‘ ) -
of M.Ps in Sir Ecwis’s perio ;) he said. ‘Now I m wrftn?g
: h I hope to finish within

a general survey of conclusions thc . hard worker. Ordin-
the next three or four moBt»* . .

i at night.
arily, T work from carly it 77 mormn urllctltllrllztlitlebreak?ast
I start work at seven int tne morning v:t(::rr to ten. I have ;
at eight, and get to the office at @ qua
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sandwich lunch brought to me at my desk, go homc about
five-thirty, and then do two or three hours after dinner. I have
a lot of books at home. You sce, Sir Lewis left me all his
books, and I have taken many of them home, because this
office wasn’t built for a library and they were afraid the floor
would collapse.” We were at the door now. ‘I’m married.
I have three children—a son of ten and twins of secven, a boy
and a girl.

I asked Brooke a final question, which I had been turning
in my mind, but which I had kept waiting, fearing that it
might be indelicate to ask of a hagiographer. By this time,
however, I had become convinced that no question could
disturb Brooke’s picture of Namier. ‘Did hc apply to himself
the same mecthods of analysis that he applied to all the nine-
teen hundred and sixty-four M.P.s and to Charles Town-
shend?’ 1 asked.

BrPOke took the question as I had expected—calmly. ‘Yes,
he did. In fact, he spent many years in psycho-analysis, but
La.d}' Namier would like to tell you all that hersclf. She is
writing a biography of him, and although ordinarily wives
are not the best biographers, she is an exception. She is a

most extraordinary woman, and well fitted in every way to
be the wife of Sy Lewis.’

lt\::_;nlzlr':dlldiscovered, was still listt?d in the London Direc-
just ’then rang Lady Namier at his number. Since she was
her on hefomg abroad.for a short rest, I arranged to meet
critics. Ax il;e;lurn and, in the .m?antlm.e, lo?ked to Namier’s
deterrent 1 a.pPe.ned, Namier’s dcml'se dfd not serve as a
voices had% cr1t101§m. Indeed, even in his lifetime many
his fragme teen ral.sed, ‘th-ough always respcctfully, .agalnst
ency and t;: ary, l}al‘rs.pl{ttmg metho.d, and.agamst h}s tend-
the force of at of his ‘disciples’ to dfamgratfz, if not to discount,

> Ol1deas behind men’s actions. His critics had argued
that while his method was admirably suited to eighteenth-
century England, where ideas were at a low temperature, it
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was 1ll-suited to, for instance, the Puritan Revolution, whose
ideological heat couldn’t be explained away in terms of
petty self-interest. Herbert Butterfield, Master of Peterhouse,
Cambridge, a mostly analytic dry-biscuit historian, thought
he had succeeded in sifting the wheat from the chaff in
Namier’s thought. Namicrites might—indeed, did—object
to Butterfield the winnower, claiming that he had a second
role, that of a Christian thinker, which disqualified him as a
balanced critic. (What was the sacred stuff of Christianity, its
propelling force? they asked. Not mundane facts, not every
individual motive, but large ideals—the concepts of God
and the hereafter, the institution of the Church, the bond of
COmmumsm.) But he was not so casily dismissed. He paid
his respects to the artistry, the ceasc}ess SlflVCl'}’ that carried
the results of Namier’s definitive, if tedious, res.earches“_
those sentences that stood like so many grtl'?ln;llc gm};ds
around his ambition and his rCPutau?n’}:)i:t:o;e a: :1515:: eic:
Namier, at times successfully thu}in bllllltg battle line. IndecI:)d

and polish, the swagger, of the br' ’

8¢ izing the historical scene
when Nam;j living and terrorizl :
o thzmll)ecrl ‘;':z pages of The Times I(J;zterary Iij‘_ﬁjile;nent,

. ¥4
Butterfield ha}Zi boldly issued 2 book,.er e;fd terr::d ltffe
Historians, in which he attacked N;}m; squadron in o .
school ‘ti’le most powerfull}’ 0 rg?m\:/eith tﬁe throne freshlllr
historical world at the Prese?t t:r:jdadous. He appeared 031’
s A
:}?: algeg,(‘f‘s utt’}_:‘rhf:mildlrrlz;rr:r)rlrile and delivered, mt? o tl'n the
B.q. estim

style of Brl-1:us t}i:m in that of Mark Antony, an ation of
Namier and his work, afld w r
he little ypderstood their Caesa.:’c
cheer for the Speaker’s Pcelrfq;]t;m found it hard to resist hig
Many of these who listencd 10 d with the ardour of 5
boyish, jntimate voice ving chapter and verse, now jt

people’s preacher- Always 81 Namier uses a figure of
le (‘Scf?;tcl;lﬁies a solemn ring, like 5
at 1

hile Namierites felt certain thay
non.Na.mierites sent up 5
ness and clear thinking_

praised Namier’s Sty
speech so effectively th
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sound in an empty cavern. . . . But when he stands farthest
of all from the scenc, like a pitying God who watches human
beings for a moment in love, he reaches the sort of music that
we find in the thrilling parts of the Old Testament: “For in
the life of every man comes a night when at the ford of the
stream he has to strive ‘with God and with men’; and if he
prevails and receives the blessing of the father-spirit, he is
henceforth free and at peace” ’); now it praised Namier’s
insight into pcople, cvents, and situations (The thing that
carried him far above all routine historians, and could not
be transmitted to anybody clse, was a penctrating kind of
insight. It appears in swift impressions of pcople: as when
Metternich is described as ‘that rococo figurc in porcclain,
stylish and nimble, and in appearance hollow and brittle’.
It shows itsclf in drastic comments on events: as when he
says that ‘The eighteenth-century British claim to superiority
over the Colonics was largely the result of thinking in tcrms
‘?f Personified countries.” We see it in bold picces of gencral-
1zation: ‘The Anglo-Saxon mind, like the Jewish, is inclined
to legalism’; ‘The social history of nations is largely moulded
Py the forms and development of their armed forces’); now
1t praised the constructive imagination that lay behind one
great work of Namier’s, The Structure of Politics at the Accession
f!f(-;eorge III (‘Once again, it was the insight that mattered—
Insight which . . . produced a new landscape for the politics
°€ the.YCal‘ 1760’); and now it praised his uncanny ability as a
historian to rise above the present and reach into the future
—the dream of all historians (‘Even in the midst of con-
troversy, he could take a distant stand, pausing for a moment,
and seeing recent events with the eye of a later historian, He
Caught a glimpse of what later generations might see, and
wrote .for a moment once again like a pitying God. There is
a moving example of this is an essay entitled “Memoirs Born
of Defeat” . . . in the book Europe in Decay: ““There is a great
deal to be said in defence of the French statesmen and
generals of the inter-war period, but on a plane different
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from that on which most of them choose to arguc the case™).
But then, like spadefuls of earth on the grave, fell the ‘yet’s.
Yet tbe voice, with a thin rumble of thunder, denounced
Namier’s style (‘Some of his large-scale works remind me
of broken Gothic—with gargoyles and glimpses of cherubs—
the.whole involving a mixture of styles which he was too im-
patient to turn into continuity or assimilate to an architec-
tural design. It scems to me, morcover, that he did not
care to give much of himself to the construction of historical
narrative’); and yet it expressed rescrvations about the treat-
ment of people, events, and situations (‘Namier used a raw
method of narration, convenient for technical historians who
like to have their materials neat; but I am not sure that even
technical hijstorians do not need to be warned about its
dangers, What he gives us is chiefly a dense patchwork of
quotations from contemporary letters, and so on. But, in the
first place, when high spots from such docum_ents are tek.:‘
scoped into a short space, and not accornp:%med by Sxpost-
tion—not accompanied by a type of narrative that is more
than factya]_then the craziness of human beings tends tq
be accentyated by reason of what has been left E;xt}.l We are
liable to Joge sight of that nine-tent}_xs of a man w1 ch 1s more
normal human nature. 1 wonder i’ many Petip Cthave not
COMe to fee] that the world of 1760 was sillier leilb e world
of most other periods———and full f’f 5111161’1 peozs e ;C_atusff of
the danger that lies in this technique .sof ongtion l’sr Orian
is Wlthholdlng himself from Part of his Iuric‘; i-s-r-lo.t t0 the
technica] hisrorian I would 53Y that history d 0 be
. . lines between one document
produced by drawing direct d back to a man and
and another, for each must be referre - a
) . Particularly in the world of
mind from, which it came- say thin
o case that men say §$ and
pOllths 1t happens to be the

13 tical” intent. If
o 11 s : 1d calla "tac you
write things with what I shou opinions, you are bound ¢q

3
get the ictions whi€ : torical co S
s the Contfadlctof what he called ‘historica medy” °).
craziness
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Jet it denounced the unconstructive aspects of Namier’s
work (‘I wonder if I am the only person in the country
who wishes that, after 1930, he had worked rather on great
statesmen not too ncar the prescent timc, or produced' a
narrative of higher politics—including governmental policy
—in the reign of George I11. Indecd, sometimes I wish that all
‘the constituencies and clections and Mcmbers of Parliament
in George I1I’s reign had been exhaustively treated, SO that
we could return to political history again—to thc study of
statcsmanship and things that cnlarge the mind’); and et,
finally, it denounced Namier’s historical viewpoint (‘He
went too far in his brilliant thesis that the actions of men
ac:fquire their rationality and purposcfulness only int the
thmking that is donc after the cvent’).

In his funcral oration, Butterficld took away with one hand
what he gave with the other, until he left onc with the im-
Pression that he was indeed an honourable man. Now and
again, by legerdemain, he slipped into the text his own views
?n how the historian should rule his material. Phrascs like
tf{chnical historian’, ‘higher politics’, ‘the study of statcsman-
ship ang things that cnlarge the mind’ suggested a way of
aPproaching history that was peculiar to Butterfield, and he
:’33‘) not at.all reluctant to use the opportunity to mal'(c his
code of history more explicit. ‘I doubt,” he declaimed,
s;‘gte;?er history can.be properly written unless one has a
ment rSens.e for the evidence that is not there. . . ..Each.doc‘u-
and nezccllulres one to Conduct. a special transaction \.Nltll it,
that e sbto be interpreted in the light 9f everything else
fathers Writ: bgatht;red round it. thn Clgl}tccnth-century
not imagin hltt:er y about the cg?tlsm of their sons, we must
the YOug ¢ that here we have e'wde.nce for the selfishness of
need actiell‘lmen.‘Oncc-: everything is Put together, we may
question Iat Y to invert the construction .o‘f the pa..ssagc in

+ {t may turn out to be only additional evidence of
the fath-er’s own egotism.” And ‘Behind the hesitations and
contradictions of men there js generally, at some level, a cer-
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tain stability of mind and purpose. The standing evidence
for this clement of stable purpose needs to be weighed
against the day-by-day evidence which often shows only the
cross-purposes and vacillations.’

These intimations of his own theories of history, and my
wish to clear up the muddle about Namicr, made me decide
to look Butterfield up in Cambridge. He invited me to have
lunch with him at twelve-thirty on 2 Saturday. I arrived in
Cambridge half an hour early, and spent the frce time going
through Pcterhouse, which is the oldest college at Cam-
bridge, and which in recent years has had connected with it
some brilliant historians—th¢ Reverend Dr David Knowles,
Professor Denis Brogan, Professor of Economic History
Michael Postan, Denis Mack Smith, and Butterfield him-
self, author of si.\,:teen books and 2 professor and former Vice-
Chancellor of the university: After a quick tour, I walked
across the street to the Master’s lodgings; & }*ather old-looking
house, symmetrical in its design. I was let in by a maid, and
shown up a carpeted staircase to 2m oak-panclled study
with a fireplace, a large desk, and many books.

Butterficld. who was Do the century, a1-1d who has
> d overpowering charm,

round shoulders, silvery hair, an _
shuffled in wea;ing horn—l‘immed glasses and an mfom_lal
’ Nfaster’s hand and sat down with

dull-grey suit ok the .
him on}a,. su;‘ ' S?Znt of the fireplace: He was gracious and
ofa in {r suggested a country

i ce he
unassumlng and in appearan (
parson. A P,la er’s cigarettes however, hung from his lower

H 11 off at any moment. He certainly

lip, and t o fa ; ;
d?dn’t lootrﬁizegiitfls’ cven less like ?t J qhn the B.aptlst, h};{}:t
as he talked on into the afternoom; h1s' VOI}TC or}lc(;: naw ;
had an uncomfortable ring of Cf'ymg in the W erness, anl

his tone, though never prophetlc, was sometimes jarringly

times.
out of tune with the tempe? (?f thf(from me, he talked about
First, after a little PO tng ’

has written Namier 2

Namier: ‘I don’ ose anyone !
) on’t supP was a giant—perhaps
more rapturous tributé than I nave. He g pernap

rn with
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the only giant in our time. Hec was a historian’s historiar},
because his rescarch was all-cmbracing and flawless, his
artistry imposing. He took a certain view of the cighteenth
century, and I agree with him. But as a feacher, and a master
of the college, I have to deplore his method. If we were to
teach history by Namier’s mecthod, if we were to train stu-
dents to do research and try to write history as Namier did,
then history as a part of cducation would ccase to exist.
Already his influence has been pernicious. In some colleges,
people have burrowed themselves like moles into smaller and

sr%'xaller holes—in a little biographical hole here, in a little
diplomatic hole there

4 and their minds have ccased to
evelop. As far as I am concerned, the point of teaching his-

tsory to undergraduates is to turn them into future public
i:-lr\i/;ntis and statesmen, in which case they had better believe
fromea S, and not sihrink from having idcas and policies and
grounfiar;ymg their policies through. We mustn’t cut the
rationalizror'n under them by teaching that all ideas are
e sub'e;m;\]ns. In brief, we must take a statesmanlike view of
" Sounchs g © doubt Namicer would smile at this—I know
ofwisdonfalggxsh——but I happen to think history is a school
going to becr:)mOf Statesmanship. If thesc undergraduates are
e . L. .

they feel at oqe. i}r)lri)ril‘essmnal .hIStOI‘IaI:lS, I like them best when
the classica] .- many periods of history, when they are in
—Ci1 ‘radition of scholarship, like Sir G

ark, the histon p, like Sir George—G. N.
You met himp?

Isaid 1 4
ad. G
scholarly Egtabiiay.
ab

The New Cor. lishme
launched the

an of seventeenth-century Europe. Have

. Clark was a stalwart of the English
bridge Mr;tl He }.md written an introduction to
fiftcen. ern History am.i, at a luncheon party,
been a professor g4 ‘Volumc leford History of England. He had
bri de, scholars ;S Soth universities. When he was at Cam-
the Greeks COHSulte to consult ‘G. N.’ in the same spirit as

out 1o he a ve ed th.c oracle. To meet ‘G. N.’, who turned
Ty cautious, canny Yorkshire gentleman of

geventy-two, I had gone all the way to King’s Sutton, a
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typical English village lying near the pastoral Cotswold
Hills north of Oxford, where at present he is living and
writing a history of medicine. Huddling over a primitive gas
stove, G. N. had quietly delivered his classical notions of
scholarship. ‘In my view, history should be written without
any thesis to prove. It should be a collective, co-operative
effort to search out the evidence and write it up in felicitous
language. But nowadays scholars dash off book§ with in-
credible mistakes in them, and other scholars wait to .catch
them out in reviews, when by reading the manuscript in
advance of publication they could l_lavc corrected them,
cleared them up. In times past, when history wa:,h not done by
everybody but by a small bangh of dz‘:):}ies’b ere was no
mpetus to controversy. But the growti—
boEn ds—of t;c layma n},ls knowledge 'of hlsto.ry has Tadﬁ ?f
scholars prima donnas; they can’t resist pla}'mgt;loli ot eir
new-found audience. 1 myself learned that controversy did

i lv on. When I was an under-
not lead anywhere quite €ar Y ker at a college society
graduate we had a very eminent spe2

; ) ) me and get embroiled ip
—I don’t want to mention }usdlil:a pprove of. After he haq

controve he very thing I —

finished :Si’aii:g lirlzrc a typical undergralcil:t?;eqtt:::llfosc}ﬁ-
lars todayp—I stoo,d up and made 2 p.rett;’ line f‘"rom Giﬁaerz
speech, which I concluded by quoungés perhaps—but o}
and Sullivan’s Patience: “Nonsense, ye;t amazement th’
what precious nonsense!” Tot ;nrz gil;ucc then I have f,oung
emine issolved into €& = fmy o

myselfflitnsgi?k?;vilsminor controversies; Ocr::etz reglygpénelgtf’
poor chap d};ed before he ha:d : °$lh to history had .as
nOHCOntro\,zersial, ‘committeet ;I:I; sense, it was the classicy]

. 1L, 3 .
oing history-

story, tended,
tory, such as The New Cambridge Mad;::nafg d1)1,11 (it took oars1
some critics had pointed 0U®

to be sta . X
nly chpped hedges in
the Quality of rows upon o

wSs of eve . hi
:scovery 1n this centy
the land of the gentry); because Ol dise R4
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of the subterrancan impulses bchind men’s thought and
action had shattered the simple, the harmonious, the pro-
portioned, the finished—the classic—view of the WO{'1

Wl.u'ch that history mirrored, and had given the interpretive
n’ur}d an all-important role. Carr, in What is History?s had
registered this objection—as often, in a rather extreme form
—when he wrote, ‘Indeed, if, standing Sir George Clark
on hlS' head, T were to call history “a hard core of inter-
Pretation surrounded by a pulp of disputable facts,”’ 'm)’
Statement would, no doubt, be one-sided and mislcading,
but no more so, I venturc to think, than the original
[Clark’s] diCtum,’

Butterfield continued to talk about Namier and Namicrites:
Pufﬁng every so often at his Player’s, which had a pcrmancnt
place. on his lower lip, he casually criticized a couple of
%\Iaml?rites and just a little less casually saluted Taylor.
B amier’s titular successor, Brooke, and the Oxford historial
heth Kcrr}p, et cetera, tend to underestimatce althoug-h pc'r-

aps,NamlCI‘ himself didn’t—thc part that idcas play 1n his-
El(;z;’tB}?tter field sa%d. ‘For cxample, they say that George Hi
even G ave any policies, dlc.ln’t have any idcas. \'Vc.ll, ,I thm.1
for e }SOrge III.had some ideas. But Taylor, Namicr’s pup!
8ht years, is a horse of another colour. Do you know,
tlz:g:cin; of the few people who cven admi.rc his Origins of
leaguesn IWorld War? 1 have been saying this to all my col-
nical hi-Stt secms t(? me that we ought to try to l.ook at tech-
tempora ory as ObJCC-tlvely as possible, and I t}'unk the con-
the Ty view of hlStOf‘y is often the least satisfactory .and
most biased. Sometimes thc future puts the past into
?e(jisrc;\i,e’ a,gds an elemen.t to it unknown to the con-
who carrizz Ouikfh thle{ Enghs}? Rcformation. The peoPle
e Reformation and the contemporaries
who wrote about it never realized that the enormous price
revolution in the sixteenth century—in many cases, prices
q}ladrupled_had been a factor in the Reformation con-
flicts. Tt was only later that historians discovered this piece
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of knowledge. Or simply take the origins of the First World
War. The Englishmen, Frenchmen, and Russians who were
living during the war all looked at it purely from their own
points of view. It was only later that historians came along
and started looking at the origins from all sides, and we found
out that the war was not started by the Qermans or the
Austro-Hungarians but by things like u.npt.:rlal naval rivalry
and the Balkan issuc—things endemic in the European
situation. Similarly, until Taylor, people took the con-
temporary view—indeed, it is the orthodoxy—.—that the
Second World War was caused by Germany and Hitler. And
I think Taylor was right, at least 10 intention, to corfxe along
later and ask himself how the origins of the vgar looked fmg}
English, French, Russian, and Germzn ocurtncg]ts.th :
course, other people had written from a o;ur;en ation ) a
was multinational before Taylor, bu-t hls’ OZ }fef—r:x::;esl i
later stage in the development of métoriOgroI:)v};r the Stoy’
the very difficult point where on¢ beg‘nsthztgthe story endefiy
without always having in mind the way Hitler and German};
Also, what Taylor is saYi.ng ;‘;;ogt tllﬁtt they didn’t start the
didn’t start the war; he 18 5 i idn’
war when the war was starteds that Hitler dlg‘?ft Watntthzhe
. . __and that is quite 2 diierent tung
war when in fact it cam? ¢ war at all. The book may be
from saying Hitler didn’t W2"

. : o than has been made out.
- teresting .
full of flaws, but it’s more lno —ondemn Hitler doesn’t worry

. fails t . . . :
The foct that Taylor (00,7 don ik passing judgment
in t,he rl:\t' X pr:)gi'ga te,chnical historlan"t tersonalf ;ike the
job thgt’ (l}ncg’ histon”though Ldontp Y
> s LxoaA’s
term.’  to define his strange, almost

And went O~ ¢ iew, there are
medrilaev]z;ltctgizlpi of God’s history- ‘In my view

; hnical history,” he
_ . » history and tech
tvs{((; k:nds ?f h}storY . G:v(ilsuative; you (,hStnblfte b}iartnsée}’:ﬁ
§a1 . ‘God’s history 18 on. Techﬂical history 1slw. & With
‘::rc;tg:. sec.plle,kan‘fltls;"3 ovidence; YOU draw conclusions.
5 You look a
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it you can’t really get through to the intimate part of his-
tory, to the ninety-ninc per ccnt of history; you can’t find
out, for example, whether Caesar loved his wifc, or whether I
am sincere or honest when I say certain things. It sounds
priggish, but I think only God can know all that. I am im-
pelled to explain this because these two kinds of history arc
often confused; St Augustine’s City of God was taken literally
in the Middle Ages as technical history, when in fact it was
God’s history, so this nimble book, in the hands of the zealots,
became a literal text.’

Butterfield was not the first to divide up the province of
history between God and man, onc infinite in scopc and the
other infinitesimal; indeed, the idea of God’s history had
a long lineage, stretching from the Old Testament, through
St Augustine, to Reinhold Niebuhr and Arnold Toynbee.
What was remarkable was that, whatever Butterfield’s religi-
ous views, they never coloured his professional academic
history, and, perhaps because he never hitched his lay his-
tory to the ecclesiastical wagon, he didn’t forfeit his profes-
Slc{nal colleagues’ respect or confidence. But some time in the
Imddl-e “forties, in the midstream of his historical carecr (the
technical variety), he had felt the need to define and demar-
ca.te the two fields, and had done so in his book Christianity and
f}iifg’- I asked him now why he had suddenly stepped into

; urk}{ no-man’s-land of history and religion.
invist(;rcrllea,tlline duri.ng the war, the theologians (_)f Cambridge
Christianitya;yhphllos:OPhccr to lecture on .phj}osophy and
of war de re,s he replied. ‘The lectures, coming in the trough
flocked t opth slon, were such a great success—undergraduates
up with leC:m—that tl:xe theologians d'CCT.dC(.Zl to follow them
wanted a Iy u}:f:s on h-lst.ory and. Cbrlstlamty.. Again they
ments Woulc}ll Istorian, I‘lght'ly tth-kmg that his pronounce-
no such histo carry more weight with the unconverted, but

ran was forthcoming. I let myself be coaxed into

doing lt Since the lectures, I find myself regarded as an
-authority on the subject, when I am really . . .’

200



THE FLIGHT OF CROOK-TALONED BIRDS

Then Butterfield reluctantly talked a little about his pri-
vate, religious view of the world. ‘I am a Nonconformist, a
Methodist, but I don’t think my belief in Providence, my
belief in both original sin and free will—without the one you
can’t have the other—and the other tencts of my religious
faith need come into my writing of technical history, though
I often wonder whether Christian views of life don’t some-
where make a difference even to the professional historian.
I rather think that a Christian would be tiefl to an idea of
personality, which would make a difference in the r.ealm of
hidden assumptions, and would perhaps result ina history of
a different texture from that of a man who was in every re-
spect a materialist. If I chose 10 I could write history with
an eye on Providence and on moral progress, _]l:lst as Marx
and Carr have written with thci.r eyes 0!21 80013.1 PTrOgress.
But, I repeat, I don’t think the QIW of God nee co’rtn ¢ info
our story about the Worldlﬁ C‘ty;ifrfarth;};ie\v:n:raﬁistotzz
about the City of God at all; we fooiche it
evidence fo(:di?f I know all this Sf)unds V:;lyassr l’ggmh’ s et
fashionable to say this sOTt of thing PO ister of a church

A bell, thin and light, like !

¢ upper reg!
peal, tinkled somewhere, and Butt

erfield stood up. ‘That
. -1 d :
means lunch is on the table,” he said. Walking downstairs,
d Carr

were on the best of terms
I gathered, and in Cam-

—in Oxford historians * had b i
bridge the; wcrsc friend s—the two of them had been carrying

they disagreed on

: about matters =57 :

(I)rri ?hlew;ily‘ corrczi)nief}z; was oak-panelled; like the study,
nmng ro )

the big table and
Butterfield secated himself at 2 Cornr;rer(:ti with Cgarr. ‘Carr,’
talked some more about his disagree b interested in SOCiet;r
he said, eating some melor s t00 T tlnce he says that i
3 lng S . For 1ns a H
. T als. ;i ;
to the exclusion of individu d 111 killed the princes
you cannot find out V

vhe Richat no—then you must find
in the Tower—the evidence is confustng t that period. If
out if other kings kille

d princes in tt%v:terls{iihar d IT1 did the
they did, we can take it for granted
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. eg?
same. So what, I have to ask, if other kings killed pf"t'“;zsz;
Our interest ought to be in Richard I'II. It’s not onl)" tha
Christian my interest is in the individual, but . . 2 Al

The maid, who was as formal as Butterficld was 1nr0rfr;)u;
served roast lamb, roast potatoes, and cauliflower, on
Butterfield’s talk could not be arrested by food. As 1 sO! th
found out, he hag sct off on a scholastic argument Wlt
Carr, and not even his maid could rein him in. In a mOmcft};
he had left the table, rushed upstairs, and returncd Wfl_ "
Carr’s book Whay 45 History?, which hc handled less as 1
were a Bible than as if it were a script of heretical \letmi
In 1931," he said, leafing through the pages while his r?lar
lamb, roast Potatocs, and cauliflower got colder and. col : Cai
‘I published my third book. In it I took to task a h¥5tor11(:1d
orthodoxy—the Whig interpretation of history, which h .
blighted the true study of English history for more thanh-
hundred years, For the Whig historians—our nmctecnt} .
Jentury fathers—the whole of English history, from “h

38na Carta to the constitutional gains of the nincteent p
century, was simply one long battle between the forces Of‘
light ang the forces of darkness, between the forces O
liberty anq the forces of despotism. Here is Carr’s gloss t0
the book »

Having taken some sips of ginger ale, Butterfield mount"fq
the altar of disputation. ¢ “In the iconoclastic 1930’s . . .

¢ began, reading aloud from his text with boyish cxubCf':
ance, and obviously relishing the contretemps of the lunch;

S Voice resounded with quiet confidence, not the confidence

Ot.‘ the righteous byt that of the man who has possession of
$ audience,

<

* » - when the Liberal Party had just been snuffed out as
an effective force in British politics [he read on], Pr ofessor
Butterfielq wrote a book called The Whig Interpretation of
History, which enjoyed a great and deserved succes:c. ..o
not least because, though it denounced the Whig inter-
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prct;ation over some 130 pages, itdid not . . . name a single
\N.’lng' cxcept Tox, who was no historian, or a single
historian save Acton, who was no Whig. . . . The reader
WZ'TLS left in no doubt that the Whig interpretation was a bad
t}hmg, and onc of the charges brought against it was
that it , |

As Butterfield came now to his own words in the little
book, he quickened the tempo of his reading:

““. . . studied the past with reference to the present” [the
Constitutional battle of the nineteenth century]. On this
Point, Professor Butterfield was catcgorical and severe.
“The study of the past with one €ye, so tospeak, upon the
Present, is the source of all sins and sophistries in history.

. It is the esscnce of what we mean by the word

.

. ) )
unhistorical’, . . .’

His voice returned to its normal pace:

“Twelve years clapsed. The fashion for iconoclasm went
'as enga i
out. Professor Butterficld’s country was eng ged in war

often said to be fought in de'fencc of the constitutional
liberties embodicd in the Wjﬂ% “"ﬁztﬁ:ﬁ’ﬂ;‘;‘l@ a greztit
: _ , invoked the p / eye, so to
:lc;::;lif ;v;?nczitt;:;:z;?y_%n a sn.mll book called T#e Eng-
lishman ang His History, PubliSth m §9.44,'Pr0fessor Butter -
field not only decided that the \? hlgbmtcrpr'etanon <.)f
history is the “English” interfzretat‘lon, ut SPOI.\C ﬁ?thusf:
astically of ‘“the Englishmans alliance with (liush story’
and of the ‘“marriage Detween the present an kt' € past’.
To draw attention to these reversals of outloo 1.} nott;n
unfriendly criticism. It is mot my purpogehtjo re lt.lte ,:
proto-Butterfield with the deutero.-Blg.tel; eld, 1c;rtto rgzld
front Professor Buttcrﬁeld dru.nk with Professor Butte
f anyone took the trouble to

sober. T am fully aware that, 1
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peruse some of the things I wrote before, during, and after
the war, he would have no difficulty at all in convicting M¢
of contradictions and inconsistencies at lcast as glaring a5
any I have detected in others. Indeed, I am not surc that
I should envy any historian who could honestly claim tO
have lived through the carth-shaking cvents of the past
fifty years without some radical modifications of his out-
look. My purpose is merely to show how closely the work
of the historian mirrors the socicty in which he works. It is
not merely the events that are in flux. The historian him-
self is in flux. When you take up a historical work, it 18
1ot enough to look for the author’s name in the title-page®
look 2.1150 for the date of publication or writing—it i
Sometimes even more revealing.’

hiStSo(:‘-Carr,S gloss to my text is that he and I and all other
field SI:_I;S are products of our times and our societics,’ Bt‘xttcr-
ap hiskl + He dropped the book beside his plate and plf:kcq
he Contfllfe and for'k for the first time. ‘The interesting thing,
Eﬂglishnlzmmd’ CUt'tlng' his meat, ‘is that the passage in The
lished ; an and His Hzm?ry to which Carr refers, while pu?-
1938. IfII 1944, was written and delivered in a lccture,‘ mn
and éan e pause$l significantly, ‘It happens that I am living
But whatC(?fr‘l;radmt 2} small part of Carr’s sociological history-
refuses 1o : h weren’t? Indeed, even though I am alive, Carr
passage ina ¢ me at my word. When I wrote to him that the
Wrote baqullllestlon was composed in 1938, he immcdiatel,y
YO see inhtj ?;t he would like to look at that lecture. Don’t
st hE’IVe hs etter he handed me an implied threat: that I
from the lec anged—perhaps just by a few words—the book
have a e Cture. Unfjm:tunately for me, I don’t happen to
alive fa Py of the original lecture, so cven though I am an
‘tact, I am unable to budge Carr.” He laughed heartily.

With th(? sweet, Butterfield lightly remarked that the
reason he liked Toynbee was that, unlike most great his-
torians, he was not as a person ‘a heavy’. He said that while
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he agreed with Toynbee’s method—*“making generalizations
of'a higher and higher order, of course empirically, from the
known facts”—he felt that Toynbee’s generalizations, like
Carr’s theorics, outran the facts.

Upstairs, over coffee, Butterficld talked a little bit about
himself. ‘A¢ school—in the West Riding of Yorkshire—I
wanted to do classics,” he said. ‘I don’t think one can be a
first-rate humanist without classics. But my headmaster
wanted me to go into the scientific strcam, because we didf‘l’t
have Greek at the school. One day, he camc to me and salld,
“Butterﬁeld, let’s compromisc on history.” I did. I .read h1§-
tory there and at Peterhouse and have _been working at 1t
here one way or another for the past_thlrty y'ear’s. I think I
would have been a better historian “'m:h ClaSSIFS-

I didn’t agree, and argued with him, blflltc’l tk,edin oslt E.ngi
lish intellectuals, he had been bitten as a chi 1l i :occzlizzls(i:is
bug~thcy separate the universe aut(?matlcf‘ y mnt ,
and science—and most of my pomtj ‘;ig: tht::iz:'c}il’
though kindly and charmingl}’, brlll)sfi:?t h;; inte.llectual pre:
the Master went on to talk.a htt-le a C:nmittee history, 4 la
OCcupations, ‘I don’t believe lnk C}?istor)',’ he said. ‘Since
Namier—J believe in O.Ile-o.uaoo ittently on The Cambridge
1939, I have been working interm

; . I hope my History will dis-
Shorter Modern Hist ory of Europ¢ meier ustory will dis

. aifts of
g(liz of N Ofxled “3‘;‘};’;‘ cslllzlunlike the Namierites},l IIdonI’t
i ’ ;
mind if it j: sueefseded one day by future rf;is?a}:(:d ’wri(:;:g’
hope it v 4 E supchCdCd before 1 }}Lave _nls cT gt
von e rati istorians. ¢ Life
L . jor narrative .
gha]:;: t‘IIle worl; of 1rt1£C: cighteenth-century s}?ttesmar; 01:
X, .
even clos;-mtzs m; heart than the European history
know how it came about?’
‘I Sihoo}]; g htlagc'iI.'revel)’an———he had a 10t.0_f thingbI;:EC:;
in hisn;)(;s;)eclz’ict:l——that my schOOIbO}:j i?abtl?i:e’ ? had pub-
write a biography of Fox. Just arourn
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lished my Whig Interpretation of History, and Trevelyan, who
was the last of the Whig historians, was rather put out with
me. He felt sure that my book was a surreptitious attack on
him personally. This was not true. Despite his hurt feclings,
in 1930 he sent me the Fox papers, with his blessing. I was
overwhelmed. I had actually hoped that Trevelyan himself
would write the biography; in any case, I didn’t truly fecl
that I had the mental equipment for Fox. Off and on since
1930, I’ve been working at the biography, but I have been
so intimidated by my task that I have been bringing out
monographs and little books on certain aspects of his life
(his .foreign policy, and the likc)—books that, in the truc
tradition of the Namierites, sometimes covered no more than
a year of Fox’s activities. Some day, when I have published
Cnoggh of these picce-meal studies, I shall perhaps be able to
realize my schoolboy ambition. What has held me to Fox
?1111' the.se Mmany years is his overpowering charm. The strange
evligg Is that ‘.’Vh'llc cverybody testifies to his charm, there is no
IOOkCZ:C}f'Or it in t}fe way he conducted himsclf. I mcan, you
listen o t}lls portrait flnd he appears fat and vulgar. You
was quite ¢ talk of his contemporaries and you discover h.c
hurting ea rloguc.. The papers of the p.cri(')d arc full of his
his deedI: OPHC, f.ns wrong deeds. But within six r.nonths all
eVCrybod; SE; S};f w1ckedn<.:ss were al.ways forgiven. And
pletely queryhis Sat what did it was .hxs charr’n. I am com-
pell—the spell of his charm.

DZ;?i r\rl;fliythrc;l;fx‘lds,' many historians had mcptioncd Lady
riage with No -ectxc:n and awe, and had praised her mar-
marriage, op m;ler. Fc?r b‘oth, it was a second and a late
until the,y met ad said. ‘Both had beefl rather unhappy
Europe, the he each other; bad experiences in Eastern
mutch o’f e ;meland of 1:->oth of them, had dogged them
of the ha ir hives. But t!’lmr marriage turned out to be one

Ppiest among historians in memory. I have never
seen two people have such an impact on each other.’
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I now found Lady Namier, who lived in the Grampians, a
block of flats near Shepherd’s Bush, in Namier’s study. It was
a small room with white walls, blue hangings, a blue carpet,
and—most prominent of all the furnishings—a dark-orange
chair, which, I lcarned, had been his favourite chair at home.
Lady Namicr was a dignificd woman, her face etch:cd with
deep lincs of suftering. She was drcsscc.l in mourning, al-
though more than a year had gonc by since her husband’s
dcath. She showed me a sheltered balcony off the study,

explaining that her husband used to spend h.is Sunday after-
noons there when they didn’t go out, and saying that she had
iend for some years

lived at the Grampians with a on.nan fr h

before her ma rriage to Namicf, in 1947. bThcy ac}i1 o}flten
thought of getting a more spacious place, but once ed ad
settled there he didn’t want his books and Pa%e:s glove s SO
they had stayed on ycar after year- We returned to the study,

, k-orange chair.
and she asked me to takc the dar ors o .
refer to sit 11 this,’ she explained,

[4 - - . -
BcS:ause of my back, I P‘I icked up my infirmities inp
choosing a straight one- P and in solitary confinement
Russia—in a concentration Cfm}p. > T knew that she was 3
in prison—during the Stalin rcgﬁlmtcilusband had been Ruyg
. . her firs -
I.{ussmn by birth, and thatt' lg from me, she went on, ‘At the
stan. Without any promptn nd I had ara
beginning of the }}),urr)gcs, my first hUSbani}ilown reasons ther
diSturbcdgcarcer, you undcrstaﬂ(i'ﬂg 0111.1 uCcntral Asia~wiﬁ2,§
. ison-€x
WCre sent a sort of pr! t. In these ca
meant S mtok nd, and later Tashken o—that theremps,
hun o : d, this was around 193 f these pl iy
. riebr ;Yas SC;N ; we arrived at the ﬁrStdoall iese ;:oaces,
n n r
there ‘: lsm'l udcaﬁ”air——in the papch_r? them were bf:‘;nof
as i
thingatha: (z)xtties with human meali:ss he must. Later WE
served N P dOCSn,t cat man ull 5
ved. Now, man

husband was a terrorist
were arrested on the chars® hom, by the Ways he had never
W ]

and wanted to kill Stalin— " hout is plot andhthe linen who
seen—and that I knew 2 I don’t know what happened

were implijcated with him.
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to him; he disappeared. I was put into solitary confinement
in Moscow, where I became very ill. There was little to cat
and nowhere to walk, my muscles went weak, my back
broke, my hands and feet became frostbitten, and recently
Ive discovered that even the inside of my face was frostbittcr
leaving me with a permanent sinus condition. When I was
too sick to walk, I was pushed out, to lug mysclf and MY
sticks—my few belongings—about. I left Russia.’ Lady
Namier said that under her maiden name, Iulia de Beau-
sobre, she had written a book about her experiences, The
Woman Whe Could Not Die. She cxplained that, perhaps be-
causc she was g writer, or perhaps because she had lcarncd
something from her solitary confinement, she had only twoO
fouchstoncs for her life—truthfulness and complete candour-
Tam writing my biography of Lewis with these touchstoncs,’
she said. ‘T know that he would have liked it so.’

Lady Namier’s way of talking was overwhelming; she
€mphasized practically every word, and everything she said,
N0 matter how matter-of-fact, had a deep emotional content.

came to realize that although her enunciation gave the
MPression of nervousness, she was simply speaking English
with the exaggerated clarity of a foreigner. While we talked,
;Vai faced a photograph of Namicr’s head and shoulders. His
an; was more impressive than attractive; a bony forehead
e protrudm.g cheelfbones made his fac'c scCm narrow and
in 1 gave the lmpression of strength. “This picture was taken
s.r?el one spring,” Lady Namier said. ‘I am waiting for
loe"_‘“sls head in w?od, which is coming any day. Physio-
ofg;:':a ly, the most interesting thing about him was the back
1s head, which was round and protuberant, like a dome-
ave already written three chapters of Lewis’s biography,
but so far T am only up to his early days in Eastern Europe.
He was born just outside Warsaw—in a country house—
and .hc later lived in many parts of Poland, including the
Ru‘ssmn and Austrian sections, While growing up, he ac-
quired, as a matter of course, besides his own Polish language,

i
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German and Ukrainian, and, from his Polish governess, Eng-
lish. But Polish was always the language he spoke most
beautifully, and because it was so different from English, he
never succeeded in speaking English well. His written Eng-
lish, however, which he was always scrubbing and polishing,
Was another matter. After all, the century of his interest was
a century of great English prose.’

Ladyrl}\}anfer went ignto [ﬁe kitchen and brought out a tray
full of bananas, grapes, apples, and oranges. ‘I took an
apple, and she picked up a bunch of: grapes.. Because of
political troubles,’ she said, ‘the NarfuerOWSkls left POIan.d
and settled for a time in Lausanne, Switzerland, where Lewis
first heard the sociologist Vilfredo Pareto lec.turc. ch f(})ll-
e bim o the London Schoolof Eonenic, wler i
was introduced one day to A. ", ; ;
at Balliol, »:}23 (i)mmtsdv’iately decided that c{‘ (1:‘?’15 1:: 10? %lii
to Balliol. So at the age of twenty he founhe said, T Live on
college.’ Having eaten two or thrc_c il:;zfs;:an, but, he was a
fruits. Lewis was not a Ver}:lsf: ?Cr{ll me that he always knew
decply grateful one. He uSCd mechanical apparatus, but that
he had a good brain, a 8oo Balliol, at the feet of A. L.
he really Jearned to usfh:t a;;e grcat,cst honour of his life
Smith. He said to me

of the college. In 1930
waf to be made an hono;‘:il;y:: ell\?;chester. In %941 or .’42.,
or ’31, he was given aI (;m writing a b%ogr.aphy of Lewis is
tv;;e tme:].j 1The reasozoplc understood him én}tgu?;tual‘lzzu?g
Onz u:defstzlzn}}rlis range of )y mouorzjs.b?; ablse 1toeil«frite the
have been better undcrstood if he h"’; the English Parliament
fruit of his Life’s s tudy, that survey oBut Lewis was a subtle,
which John Brooke is writing now- h even at his summaries

. d he would lal.lg Sir Isaiah Berlin—
V\?t:idrawn man, an Once, he said to Sir sz;) ing unkind
?Saia}sl own th.eol'les’ ¢: he thought Lewls was ed ghat you

ah was a little hurt; clever man to understan -1gh d he
._.‘tY?:lArgust ;)16 ?n‘t’:zsts,__during his Galician childhoo
write, out his 1
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had injured his ears while hunting with an old gun, so m‘:f;
meant nothing to him. He was worse than tonc-dcaf.'VVC ?n
g0 and look at 3 lot of pictures, in Florence, in Siena, Ilc
Amsterdam, byt whenever Lewis looked at pictures, 1
thought only of his period, and what light, if any, they th_ret‘z
on his history, Perhaps that’s why he preferred portraiturc .
any other form of painting. A lot of pcople thought.hlr‘; .
snob, because he was in the company of lords and ladIC.S, "
he cultivateq lords and ladies mainly for their mumm.entlz
rooms, which were repositories of a wecalth of historica
documents, 1. had no hobbics; he worked all the time.
Naturally, We weren’t very social. But the tragedy of his life
was that he neyer slept. Oh, he did have one good night every
few Mmonths, and then he worked at his best the next day. It
was by COmparison that the nights he didn’t sleep scemed so
bad. He had to take pills to go to slecp, other pills to wake
JIP- He wag therefore irritable. As I was saying, the Tnost
Interesting thing about him was the range of his emotions.
Ough he was 5 Jew, he didn’t basically like Jews. Lewis
believed i character, which he thought was as fixed in all
Men as 3 gtope in a ring; he didn’t like what had become of
the Jewish character. He thou ght that historical circumstances
ad made of ¢he Jew a petit bourgeois and a rootless creature;
-oney had taken the place of ties and roots. But Lewis,
”{Stefld of leaving the Jews there, bccame the most ardent
'ONIst of his time, maintaining that the only way the Jews
could become normal was to have roots, and the only place
they could put down their roots was their original home.

alestine, pyiq Zionism consisted of trying to join the land
and the state.’

broke into the fast flow of her words to ask her the ques-

ton that haq brought me to her: ‘Did he apply to himself
tl}e Same method of analysis that he applied to others? HO‘.N
dl_d }.“3 80 about analysing, for instance, the source of his
Zionismp’

‘He did more than analyse himself,” she said. ‘He was
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fllways being psycho-analysed. First in Vienna in 1923 and
24, and then off and on in England for the rest of his life.
_HC had this cramp—paralysis—in his right arm. It wasn’t
Just a writer’s cramp, and doctors told him that the cause
Was not physiological but psychological. That was the begin-
nming of his psycho-analysis. In the "twenties, his cramp wasn’t
so bad, but in the ’thirtics, with the mounting mistreatment
of Jews, his arm became almost useless. Indeed, Lewis was
SO terrified of the idea of a German occupation of England
that he had one of his doctor friends give him a bottle of
poison, which he always carried in his waistcoat pocket, so
he could kill himselfin case the Germans came. Not until the
war was over could I make him throw the tablets away.’
‘What did psycho-analysis do for .him?’ I asked. .
‘Tt brought to the surface of his mind many, many things
—such as the fact that his Zionism was rc.ally a'r(?sult of the
conflict between his Polish mother and his Galician father,
and that his wish to unite the land and state of Israel was

; d memories of his
really a er over childhoo .
Y an attempt to pap conservatism—he always insisted

bickering pa And his !
he was ill)-,lgel::l Tory—he discovered was a result of his
) - h

loneliness as a child and as 2 grown up- Yc?z seeig ¢ nev}t;:r
hunted in a pack, he was always an lout}s: er- tegarseﬁ cel
never learned how to comort WO PER 0 e other
out the principles by which people consort W .y
And this ; p ent most of bis life studying the politics
of P l?s 's why he sp on—because that was where people

ariament, and so r. Not for nothing did he use

. othe ) i
best consorted with cach Jus' Prometheus Vinctus for his Struc-
an epigraph from Acschy!us

.. ..y went on to recite the Ii_nes:
lure of Politics.” Lady Namlcthe flight of crook-taloned birds,

*“I took pai determin€ ; e
marking v{)/hi:; t:ere of the right b}f I?atur:;:}?if:\é}rn;}ils (;cfir:}(li,
left, and what were their WaYs of hvmg’e between them, and
and the enmities and aﬁections,fh;t v;fn he found tha:t he
how they consorted together- hiu I;t the Romans had
was an imperialist becausc he thots
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discovered the principle and had worked out a very good
system of consorting together; they had preserved peace as a
result of it. Like the Romans, the English had mastered the
principle, and—individually, at lcast—were kind cnough,
humane cnough, to teach it to their subjects, and Lewis
thought that if their institutions were grafted on to other
societies the other socictics would know how to consort also.
He spent his life studying group life—the very thing that
he didn’t, he couldn’t, have. But he by no means accepted
F.reud and psycho-analysis whole hog. He accepted the
diagnostic half of Freud but not the therapeutic; he knew
that his Cramp was caused by the persccution of the Jews,
yet h.is arm didn’t get any better, and he knew why he was a
Zionist, yet he remained a Zionist. His view of psycho-
analysis, whether it was applicd to the past or to him, was
th'at it deepened one’s understanding without curing any-
ﬂ:ung_ The sex side of Freud didn’t cngage him very much,
cither; he was really never interested in the sexual lives of
the M.Ps, 1, that way, he was much more of a later
grcudim}, for he believed the basic human impulsc to be the
aeadth Wish. The death wish in Lewis himsclf was very strong,
o< berhaps thay i why he died so blissfully—very blissfully,
litt}llzn I. think pf Lewis, I’'m most thankful that he hac.i $O
he é’:m at his death. He was seventy-two when he died.
to say Z of his fata] illness, he rang me up from the office
pick sor:t};? Prepare dinner at home, as usual; he would
evening :,t hng UP cn route, so he could get to wc?rk that
were pre 1 2 minimum of interference. At that time, we
Amerizg, I;;:m;g.a new cdition of that ﬁrst. voh;me of the
heard fumb;}'o “twon. He came home about six-thirty, flnd I
. 118 at the door. I knew immediately that it was
also sensed that there was something wrong.
he’d been Seizdgor and there h.e was, w.hite as snow. He said
come in the '; bby the most v1.olent pain, but,.as usual, he’
called our docr €—straphanging. I.got hix:n into bed,.and
or. He came, gave him an injection, said it
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was an inexplicable cramp, and assured me that when the
pain wore off Lewis would be able to sleep—which he did.
At four o’clock, however, Lewis knocked on the wall. I
rushed in. He was in considerable distress. The telephone
was at his bedside, and I didn’t want to ring the doctor in
front of him; I thought it would frighten him. Finally, I de-
cided to do it, but he prevented me. “The doctor was here
late last night,” he said, “and I don’t want him disturbed at
this terrible hour.” Then he looked up, radiant, and said,
“What a pity! Yesterday was the first time I s’z:w in my
mind’s eye the survey of Parliament as a whole. He died

the next morning.’

At h ; the notes on my various talks, I
ome, reading over he wits of Cambridge heckling

could, for one thing, hear ¢ . eckl
Butterfield: ‘How C;gm you judge Namier by th.e Namierites?
Shouldn’t you judge 2 school of thought by its best repre-

i its worse representatives,
sentativ i her than by 1
G oamier, 1o lves into smaller and smaller

moles i themse . :
holes’’? ,b‘l‘;:gw‘lﬂi 't the point of educanfm t}(; lrlr;a(l;fh;:
sceptics—sceptics about ourselves andlsc?ptu;: ;O(t)e t others
—rather than to beat us int© receptac = 01: in this da gand
ary ideals and policiCS?’ And ‘How Cén 3’,2 histo shoZl dn't
age believe in the City of God? H ; the sgne thing—
exist, aren’t nd Namier really s'ay.mg ; N

’ you @ alysis 18 unknowable?’ And,

that human history in th¢ Jast a1t
sophy still standing, a Butter-

and, and ... ]

If there were a rOdecfi Igixl;uclloavoid the tomatoes and onions
fiel i ind 1 . : his
of (jdo::l(t)ruc}\crle?sl de:: Isl;meone has s2ic, wnhhi:eli‘-:-}i)r): rll)c;ilzssius
Greek PredeZéssor ¢] have read 'somevxf Phil hy teach-

. } . ok—that History 18 osophy e
?f Hl?hcarnassus,’IEthéﬁ if the reverse shoulld b(}elj tltle casc:ts o
lglligﬂosyogiam}p:lesl-d t:rn out to be mmdentaC ;c:) ) :b;)er);l oy,

: y shou . could be no one accep 0 2 10
without p}ulos:ghy tgh;?tr ¢ todaYs it seemed, there W
no one way of doing *
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agreement, even on how to crack one of the oldest chestnuts
In the philosophical fire, determinism. Were all thicVes
kleptomaniacs? Were the Genghis Khans and Adolf Hitlcr's
helpless victims of circumstance? Should we therefore substi-
tute the psychiatrist’s couch for the hangman’s noose?
Unless a philosopher finds for us an acceptable faith or
Synthesis—as Plato and Aristotle did together for their 286
and. St Augustine, Thomas Aquinas, and Immanuel Kant for
theirs—we remain becalmed on a painted occan of con-
troversy, and for better or worse, insofar as the past is 2
°°“_'1Pass to the future, there will never be anyone to whistle
thrice for us and say, once and for all, ‘The game is done!

3
IVC won! I've won?’
e R
P A
& i K o i
(‘- 3 . N -\_f"'_",_
o am AR
in S0
\ "QZ_,:ZLS
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