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I would say to the House,
as I said to all who have joined this Government:

1 have nothing to offer
but blood, toil, tears —and sweat.

We have before us an ordeal of the most grevious kind.
We have before us many, many long months

of struggle and of suffering.
You ask, what is our policy?

I can say:
It is to wage war, by sea, land and air,

with all our might
and with all the strength that Cod can give us;

to wage war against a monstrous tyranny,
never surpassed in the dark, lamentable catalogue

of human crime.

That is our policy.
You ask, what is our aim?

I can answer in one word;
It is victory.

Victory at all costs,
victory in spite of all terror,

victory however long and hard the road may be;
for without victory there is no survival.

Let that be realised;
no survival for the British Empire,

no survival for all that the British Empire had stood for,
no survival for the urge and impulse of the ages,

that mankind will move forward toward its goal.
But I take up my task with buoyancy and hope.

I feel sure that our cause will not be suffered
to fail among men.

At this time I feel entitled to claim the aid of all,
and I say,

"Come then, let us go forward together
with our united strength."

—House of Commons, 13 May 1940

Despatch
Box

I so enjoy Finest Hour. I'm certain the Great
Man feels as I do about it.

A revised version of my Irrepressible Churchill
is being reprinted in Britain by Robson Books Ltd.,
London, sometime this autumn. It will contain over
100 witticisms that did not make the 1966 edition,
including a few naughty ones (which don't seem so
naughty as they are so clever). Lady Soames, who
was staying with me, "sat up all night" reading the
book, which had never been published in England,
and she was captivated. I am still working on Chur-
chill Clairvoyant. What guidelines it presents that
would help our leaders of today.

With admiration for Finest Hour,
—Kay Murphy Halle, Washington

The "Ladysmith" article (FH #A1) exceeds my
expectations. Thanks for your editing and design.
I'm quite proud. Your cover is excellent.

—David Druckman, Chicago

I am glad you thought well of my speech last
Spring at Fulton. Please do by all means use any ex-
tracts that appeal to you in Finest Hour.

My War Diaries, which are mainly about Chur-
chill, are being published by Hodder & Stoughton
on 30 September and a few weeks later by W.W.
Norton in the U.S.A. They are subtitled "The
Fringes of Power/10 Downing Street Diaries/
1939-1955."

—Sir John Colville, Stockbridge, Hants.

CHURCHILL LITERARY FOUNDATION
Your proposals in issue #47 are excellent. I

would suggest adding one feature. When someone
wishes to donate a book collection to a college, etc.,
there are the risks you point out, that only a few
works may be retained and the rest sold. It might be
that the collection could be donated to the Founda-
tion, but specified as to where it would reside. Thus
no work could be disposed of except by the Founda-
tion, and then only per the bequest, with the funds
realized going to the Foundation and not the col-
lege. The Foundation acts as an executor/custodian,
as it were.

—Mat Fox, Chicago

A good point. Our object with a bequest depart-
ment is to see that the right titles get into libraries
which need them. Unfortunately, many donors have
in the past stipulated that their entire collection of
books must remain intact. This has resulted in vast
duplication at popularly chosen institutions such as
Westminster College. It is the opposite extreme from
books being donated to a library or institution that
puts 95 percent of them into the trade. The Founda-
tion would deal with the books individually,
avoiding both calamities. Malakand Field Force is
too scarce to allow one library to hold 20
copies. —Ed.

I am very impressed by the Literary Foundation
proposal in FH #47. As a fledgling librarian I can
confirm some of your conclusions. Libraries are
often reluctant to accept books and they never
guarantee what they will keep or discard. At the
public library where I work we receive many book
donations but keep few. They are often of poor
quality; space considerations are involved; or they

continued on page 5 . . .
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CHURCHILLS BACK IN WESTERHAM
WESTERHAM, KENT—Winston S. Churchill, MP,
grandson of the village's once most famous resi-
dent, has purchased Squerryes Lodge, the
beautiful 17th Century manor house in Lodge
Lane. An historic building which dates back to
Norman times, the Lodge is believed to have
been built as a priory. In the 16th century it
was owned by Edward, First Earl of Hersey
when he was Lord Chamberlain.

The Churchills have been associated with
Westerham since 1922 when Sir Winston pur-
chased Chartwell. The family moved in during
1924 and made Chartwell their home for over
40 years. The arrival in Westerham of Sir
Winston's grandson and his family will delight
the town, said Mr. Anthony Leslie of the estate
agents.

Mr. Churchill is Conservative Member for
Davyhulme, Manchester, and a writer and com-
pany director. An Honorary Member of the
Society, he addressed a dinner meeting of 1CS
in Woodstock, Oxon., on 22 September.

POSTPONEMENT
NEW HAMPSHIRE—We regret that the first of our
research papers, "Churchill and the Baltic," has
been postponed until our next issue. 1 have
found a great deal more material that must be
analyzed and collated, and have been pressed
by last-minute arrangements for the UK tour.
My apologies.

1 can confirm that this article will be fol-
lowed rapidly by the second research paper, by
John Plumpton, which will be entitled, "The
Writing of Lord Randolph Churchill."—RML

ELIZABETH MAC PHAIL
SAN DIEGO, 4 JULY—Elizabeth MacPhail, 72,
prominent San Diego historian and attorney,
died suddenly today. An ICS member for many
years, Mrs. MacPhail and her husband were
looking forward to joining our visit to "Chur-
chill's England" in September.

Elizabeth practiced law in San Diego for 30
years and wrote many books and articles on the
city's history. "She felt the Anglo history of the
city had been neglected, so in the Sixties she sat
down and began to write it," her husband
Alfred said. Her Story of New San Diego made
residents aware of San Diego founder Alonzo
Horton's role in creating what is often called
"America's Finest City." Our deepest sym-
pathies to Alfred and the family.

FINEST HOWLERS?
ROME—Italy is buzzing over recent publication of
Dear Benito, purportedly the secret letters of
Churchill to Mussolini, assembled by one
Arrigo Petacco. The book is an Italian best-
seller. The "letters" praise Mussolini even after
his defeat. Petacco has implied that after the
war, Churchill acted to nobble the release of
these damning documents, which would have

given the lie to his characterization of Musso as
"this whipped jackal."

Rubbish, says Sir John Colville: "If Winston
had written any of these letters I'd have known
about it." We agree. The forgeries aren't even
good; typing errors abound and letter dates are
inconsistent with WSC's movements.

AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY
LONDON—Visitors to the National Gallery should
take a look at the vestibule floor, which is made
up of 50 mosaic plaques featuring famous
people. WSC, wearing tin helmet and siren suit,
and is making a V-sign at a swastika-shaped
monster approaching from the sea. The plaque
is appropriately entitled, "Defiance!"

Other celebrities include Greta Garbo
("Tragedy"), T.S. Eliot ("Leisure," on a terrace
gazing at the Loch Ness monster), and Bertrand
Russell ("Lucidity," pulling Truth out of a well
and undressing her). The mosaics are by Boris
Anrep, a former law professor at St. Petersburg
University. A booklet is available.—James Bell

CELIA SANDYS MARRIES
LONDON, 24 JULY—The marriage took place today
between Major General Ken Perkins and the
Hon. Celia Sandys, granddaughter of Sir
Winston and daughter of Diana Churchill
Sandys. Celia has been active in promoting the
hopefully forthcoming WW2-based musical
"Winnie" on the London stage, together with
her sister Edwina. Celia advises that they
hope the play will open next year.

HITLER GETS BETTER OF WSC
LONDON, 4 JUNE—The Third Reich was knocked
down again, this time by an auctioneer, as a
passel of villain-effigies including Goering, Hess
and Himmler led the bidding in the now-closed
Theatre of War at the Whitehall Theatre. While
auctioneer Andrew Hilton managed only L220
for two statues of WSC, Rommel brought L360,
Goering L650 and the Fiihrer L700. One
wonders what the prices would have been had
the other side won . . . Also at the auction, Lon-
don property dealer Rob Lamplough spent
L.73,000 to buy three WW2 fighters; a Spitlire, a
Mustang and a Messerschmidt. Lamplough
hopes to install these historic aircraft in a
museum in the former RAF Station at North
Weald, Essex.

MRS. T. ON MR. C
LONDON—The Prime Minister has told sup-
porters recently that she did "not intend to put
my feet up" and that she still wanted a third
term. She rejected the view of some colleagues
that she had taken on too much during her tour
of southeast Asia. (Although she had to inter-
rupt one speech to take a drink of water during
a record heatwave, she delivered the entire 35
minute address. She got through every engage-
ment on the tour.)

Mrs. Thatcher was speaking in a worldwide
BBC radio phone-in programme, during which
she demonstrated that her zest for politics is
undiminished after 10 years as Conservative
leader, despite the programme presenter's
reminder that her 60th birthday occurs this
October.

She recalled that Winston Churchill, her
idol, had become PM at 66, and that there were
U.S. Presidents who had attained office when
they were older than that. "I hope to go on,"
she added. "I really think I would like to carry
our policies forward. We have changed so
many attitudes, including the trade unions and
their ballots." The next General Election, at
which the PM hopes to win a third term, is up
to 2Vi years away.—Daily Telegraph

ON FOOLS
RICHMOND, VIRGINIA—A mail order company, A.H.
Robins, carries a WSC quote we can't place:
"The greatest lesson in life is to know that even
fools are right sometimes." The editor would
appreciate attribution.

DIXON ON WINSTON
By far one of Sir Pierson Dixon's best

stories concerned Churchill's call to the home
of Lord Lovat, whom he wished to appoint
Deputy Undersecretary of State at the Foreign
Office in his caretaker government of June
1945. WSC's secretary dialed Lovat, but could
only get a stem female response: "His lord-
ship's asleep and I daren'a wake him."

Finally the secretary played his trump card:
"Please call his lordship at once, I am passing
the telephone to the Prime Minister." It didn't
work. "Is that Lord Lovat?" said Mr. Churchill.
The voice and the reply were the same. "You
must wake him," said WSC. "This is the Prime
Minister speaking and 1 wish to make him a
minister in my new government."

Back came the reply: "His lordship's asleep
and 1 daren'a wake him, but if there is any
question of his doing his duty by the state, I can
tell you he'll say yes in the morning. I'm his old
nurse and I ken."

The confidence of an old nurse was un-
doubtedly more than enough to satisfy the
former charge of Elizabeth Everest.

A WEEK OF PERSPIRATION
BATH. 1945—As Chancellor of the University of
Bristol, WSC was attending a private luncheon
here when Edgar Clements, mayor of Bath,
passed him a menu card on which Mr.
Clements had written: "The citizens of Bath
who remember their great fellow citizens of
years ago—William Pitt, Earl of Chatham,
William Pitt the Second and Wolfe—greet their
great successor." At the bottom the mayor had
added, "Do you, sir, remember your first public
speech in 1897 at Claverton?"



Churchill, having read this message, turned
to Clements and said, "Do I remember that
speech, Mr. Mayor? Indeed I do! I spent a week
of perspiration over it."

On that occasion Mr. Clements was also
able to get Mr. Churchill's promise to accept the
Freedom of the City, which the Corporation of
Bath unanimously offered him. The honor was
duly bestowed in 1950. (On 20 September,
members of the Society visited the site of the
Claverton speech.)—James Bell

WRIGHTS WRONGED
SANTA BARBARA, CALIF—According to Professor
Alfred Gollin of the University of California, the
British government considered an offer by a top
Rolls-Royce executive to give the government
whatever secrets he could leam of the Wright
Brothers' aircraft designs in 1909. Opposing
what he called "industrial theft" was Winston
Churchill, President of the Board of Trade, who
suggested that the government go directly to the
Wrights themselves. Gollin, a scholar of British
aviation history, unearthed the details in
minutes of the Committee of Imperial Defense
for February 1909.

Apparently, Charles S. Rolls had made
friends with the Wrights and boasted to the
British government that he "could draw them
out." He thought he could save Britain the
money needed to buy a fleet of Wright
airplanes by learning all their secrets.

Churchill considered his proposal
amateurish, saying airplanes were too impor-
tant to be left to such schemes: "We should
place ourselves in communication with Mr.
Wright himself, and avail ourselves of his
knowledge."

WSC was overruled and Rolls received an
airstrip and hangar, but soon killed himself in
an airplane crash. The government did not then
go to the Wrights, but tried and failed to build
an aircraft themselves.

Gollin's findings will be published by
William Heinemann, Ltd., London, in
September, in a book titled No Longer an Island:
Britain and the Wright Brothers.

CHURCHILL CAMPAIGNS AGAIN
TEL Aviv—Israeli member Hillel Shnaps sent us
the newspaper advert which appears here, from
the election campaign of Yigael Hurwitz last
year. Known as a hardliner, Hurwitz resigned
as Finance Minister when the previous govern-
ment objected to his inflation-cutting policies.
Writes Hillel: "His famous saying was, 'We
must cut into the flesh' in order to bring infla-
tion down. He proposed severe budget cuts
which were not accepted." (Sounds familiar.)

Hurwitz was reelected as a Member ol
Parliament in July 1984, running as an indepe-
dent. He is now a member of the coalition.
"The name of his movement is 'Ometz,' which
means 'courage' or 'bravery,' " Hillel writes.

CHURCHILL DESK REPRODUCTION
TAPPAN. NY—The National Trust has authorized a
fine reproduction of WSC's 18th Century
writing desk in his Chartwell library, in a
limited edition of 250, to be sold in the U.S. for
$5960 delivered. Part of the cost will be a tax-
deductible contribution to the Royal Oak Foun-
dation, U.S. branch of the National Trust. The
desk was reproduced by permission of Lady
Soames, and the first of the series was
presented to the Churchill Memorial in Fulton.
We should point out that this is not the famous
"stand-up desk" on which WSC researched his
later works, but the smaller, more conventional
piece on which he kept his telephone and
many framed photographs. (The stand-up desk
at Chartwell was built as a birthday gift from his
children, to replace an earlier, roughly built ex-
ample created to -WSC's specifications.

Anyone interested in further information
on the reproduction desk may write Heritage
Arts Ltd., 77 Main Street, Tappan, New York
10983 USA. In the Commonwealth, consult
local National Trust branches.

Despatch Box Continued

might not fit the collection development criteria.
[The Foundation acting as an intermediary would
prevent Churchill works being wasted in this man-
ner. Ed.]

In my own library I am trying to build the
Churchill collection slowly, step by step, examining
which titles are most often requested. I found some
surprises. Young Winston's Wars (Woods A143)

has a very good circulation. I think its attractive
jacket plays a role. I think your idea of attractive
reissues of Churchill's works such as the Malakand
is an excellent one. And wouldn't it be grand if
someday the articles that Churchill intended for a
book on American impressions were at last
collected and published?

I think my greatest satisfaction lies in introduc-
ing new readers to Churchill. My Early Life is the
book I recommend to young readers who have never
encountered WSC but have to "do a dumb book

report." I've taken pleasure talking with older
patrons about the latest Churchill biographies. One
man told me how enthralled he was with Man-
chester's Last Lion. Every time he sees me he asks
when the next volume will appear.

I see it as my opportunity to enlighten some of
my fellow librarians of the information and delight
to be found in Sir Winston's life and works. It is a
noble endeavor on your and ICS' part to provide
Churchill books for libraries.

—Paul Kaplan, Chicago



Mr. CfiurcfiiiC:
A Portrait From 1901
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Z}^ They Realty Kill a Boer at Witbcmk?
EDITOR'S NOTE

We are indebted to member Henry E. Crooks oj Wantage,
Oxfordshire, for the following article which appeared in
The Temple Magazine in 1901. Aside from a fascinating
portrait of young Winston, Mr. Crooks and 1 were surprised to
find that author Hulme laid out the whole story of WSC's
escape from the Boers, even revealing the name of Mr. Dewsnap, who
helped him escape, and the location of the colliery where he was
hidden. (In London to Ladysmith, 1900, WSC avoided these details,
saying that "a man's life" depends on his discretion.) Churchill him-
self did not break this silence until the publication of My Early Life in 1930.

On the other hand, it is recorded that Dewsnap's wife was given
a public greeting by Churchill in Oldham during WSC's second campaign
there in 1901. But nowhere is there any indication that Churchill's
Witbank collaborators actually killed a Boer who had learned they
were hiding him.' Nor does any other account mention that WSC collapsed
after identifying himself at the colliery.

Since none of the considerable biographies published since have
repeated Hulme's statements, readers should take this article with the
proverbial grain of salt. We nevertheless found it fascinating, and hope
readers do as well.

In July 1899, Winston Churchill unsuccessfully fought a by-
election at Oldham and, a few months later, sailed for South Africa in
the capacity of war correspondent. His subsequent career needs no
recapitulation here, since it has loomed largely enough in the public
eye to be easily read by an express-train passenger. It was during Mr.
Churchill's by-election contest at Oldham that I was first afforded an
opportunity of studying him at close quarters. A friend of mine hap-
pened to be on a visit to Oldham, and we both joined in putting in a
little work on behalf of Mr. Churchill, whom my friend often saw, and
frequently conversed with; 1 also meeting him, but less frequently.

Months afterwards we compared notes. "What is your opinion of
Churchill?" I enquired.

"Began at the wrong end. Ought to have started with sweeping the
stage instead of playing leading parts," was the gruff though kindly-
meant reply of my amateur-theatricals-loving companion.

To this reply 1 made no answer. Frankly, I was puzzled. For I had
read a certain novel which I was informed was written by Winston
Churchill when a mere boy of 22.

"Twenty-two years! Almost a Plato in petticoats," was my mental
remark concerning the writer, after I had finished his last chapter, for
the tale is undoubtedly interspersed with more philosophy on women
and politics than one usually associates with the experience of a
young man of two-and-twenty. It was precisely written, too, and
hence, after glancing at other work to which Mr. Churchill's name ap-
peared, expectancy ran moderately high, whilst making my way for
the first time to hear him speak, anticipating that his discourse would,
at least, have a literary flavor, if not embellished with oratorical grace.

But it had neither; and close quarters had brought its first shock of
disappointment.

His escape from Pretoria, and letters on the British-Boer campaign
invested him with a halo of interest that again raised the expectations
of many who, like myself, were desirous of noting any improvement

that might have taken place either in the manner or matter of his
speeches. And again disappointment has followed in the wake of the
closer view.

Mr. Churchill and oratory are not neighbors, yet; nor do I think it
likely they ever will be.

Under ordinary circumstances, he uses carefully prepared notes
properly arranged according to the effect intended. His temperament is
highly nervous, which may explain his tendency to over gesticulate. A
favorite platform attitude, used whenever he has made a point, is to
place both hands on his hips, what time he beams the smile of
satisfaction. At other times, when excited, he seems to be hammering
home his words with both hands raised aloft.

But if he does not yet exhibit any striking, all round acquaintance
with political questions, it must be borne in mind that he had had no
very great opportunity for acquiring it, for he had finished his school
career and professional training when he was but four months over
the age of twenty, an age when the average professional man is only
beginning his course of study, and most of the five years and nine
months since then has been spent in savage or semi-savage lands.

One suffers another disillusion on seeing Mr. Churchill enter a
small room (say where his committee meet). The idea one forms of
him enveloped with a seven-thousand-miles-away atmosphere, and
from descriptions that from time to time have been given of him, is
that of a broad-chested, well set-up, bright eyed, brown faced young
man with a military carriage, a ringing voice, and infectious smile. But
the junior member for Oldham is rather slightly built, and his stoop
dispels our preconceived notions of his soldier-like bearing. Light un-
tanned complexion, faintly brown hair, rather dreamy eyes that fre-
quently droop, a cleanly cut chin, shapely hands, and a quickly
vanishing smile constitute the picture of his external appearance.

One day, whilst returning from the Terrace of the House of Com-
mons, my friend the late Louis J. Jennings, then M.P. for Stockport,
and myself passed the present Colonial Secretary.

"What a world of care Mr. Chamberlain seems to have on his
shoulders!" said the author of "Field Paths and Green Lanes," and the
remark returns to me as I watch Mr. Churchill's movements. He seems
to be always steeped up to the eyes in business; and to manifest at
times a strange forgetfulness. One evening, he informed me, to my
surprise, that he had forgotten the names of the principal towns where
he has to lecture this winter in America.

It would hardly be correct to allude to either his wit or humor as
prominent, whilst on general subjects he is but a middling conversa-
tionist. Yet his eye brightens whenever either painting, politics, or
soldiering is mentioned, and his best expressions come out when
discussing campaigns, kit-cats, and Cabinet Ministers.

"Will you accompany me to Paris?" said the Duke of Marlborough
to him one day, not long ago.

"I will; but in that case I shall, when at the Exhibition, spend most
of my time among the pictures," was Mr. Churchill's reply.

He is certainly fond of painting, although, judging from one or two
of his remarks, I should imagine his taste inclined towards those
works that expressed, rather than suggested, detail. An admirer of
novels dealing with soldier life, he is also very accurately informed as
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to contemporary military history, and on one occasion surprised a
constituent who had been through the Franco-German war, by not
only putting him right on a disputed point regarding a certain engage-
ment, but also by repeating the number of killed, wounded and
prisoners in every important battle in that campaign—from Worth and
Gravelotte to the downfall of Paris.

The spirit to dare and the determination to do must also be placed
to the credit side of his account, whilst on the other hand an impa-
tience of opposition has laid him open to the charge of being lacking
in deference to the ideas of others.

But in passing the above opinions on Mr. Churchill I wish it to be
understood that I am criticising him by a high standard; a standard
however, no higher than the pedestal on which recent events have
placed him. He is the man of the psychological moment.

His lucky star is in the ascendant. To attract the notice of and
secure the electioneering assistance of Mr. Chamberlain was in itself a
fortunate achievement, but an achievement to be followed by an event
quite as remarkable.

At the close of the meeting, and a wait of an hour being necessary
before Mr. Chamberlain could start on his return journey, he deter-
mined to spend the time at the railway station. So into the saloon
compartment of the special train by which he was to travel, he went,
accompanied by Mr. Churchill, Mr. Crisp, and a friend of my own
who is an enthusiast on the question of supporting the indigent aged.
After the company had lit up, and the symbolic rings had begun to
make their appearance, one of the party said:

"Now, Mr. Chamberlain, seeing that your party is once more in
power, I hope you won't forget to deal promptly with the question of
old age pensions."

"Of course they will," remarked Mr. Churchill, looking enquiringly
at Mr. Chamberlain.

"I know of no more interesting or likely field of legislation," con-
tinued my friend the first speaker.

"It is certainly a very important one," added Mr. Churchill, "the
visits I paid to the Oldham workhouse and the sights I have witnessed
elsewhere having impressed me deeply on the matter."

The Master of Highbury turned his eyes upon both his ques-
tioners, knocked the ashes off his cigar, gazed forth into the night for a
moment, then throwing himself back into his seat, he, with a good-
humored smile, and in a half-interrogative, half-exclamatory tone, said,
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"What! From South Africa to the Submerged Tenth!"
"Yes, for the welfare of the latter is of importance quite equal to

the former," rejoined my friend.
Again the same roll of the cigar between the lips of Mr. Churchill,

and again the same smile of amusement. But this time not a word of
reply. He seemed to have gone into a train of thought.

"Of course," said another member of the little party, "of course,
Mr. Chamberlain will bring in a Bill dealing with the matter?"

But the Master of Highbury would promise to do no such thing.
"Why, the British people look upon you as pledged to it!"
"I know they do," said Mr. Chamberlain, rousing himself and

becoming animated, "I know they do. And yet in no speech I have
ever uttered will it be found that I have definitely pledged myself to
any such thing."

"But how has the idea got abroad, then?"
"Well, it was just in this way: During the last time I was out of of-

fice, I began turning over in my mind this problem of providing for
the declining days of the poorer class. I had no definite scheme of my
own in view; but clung to the notion that if a number of capable in-
tellects were brought to bear upon the question, something feasible
might be evolved.

"So I began discussing the matter with several of my friends, and,
after a while, succeeded in getting sanctioned the formation of a com-
mittee, which any member of the House of Commons who took an
interest in the subject was asked to join. Now, how many of the
Liberal Party do you think responded to the invitation?"

"I don't know."
"A solitary one!" said Mr. Chamberlain, throwing up his hands

with a gesture of amazement. "However, we went on with our work,
and no doubt you know all about our taking evidence from the
representatives of Friendly Societies, and also from others. As a result
of our labors I recommended the granting of five shillings a week by
the Government to such as had attained a certain age, and shown
themselves deserving such aid by their own endeavours. This,
however, did not, for some reason, meet with the approval of the
Friendly Societies, and now, 1 acknowledge, 1 see no way out of the
difficulty. Therefore, to say I definitely pledged myself to do anything

continued overleaf



THE MINE WHERE MR. CHURCHILL WAS HIDDEN.

in the matter is a mistake. I voluntarily grappled with the question to
the best of my ability, but definitely pledged myself to nothing."

Mr. Churchill looked puzzled but remained silent.
And now, in beginning the painting of the remaining portion of

this portrait's background, I must ask the reader to step inside Im-
agination's car and journey with me to a scene in South Africa. Tis a
wild looking place, exploited by the Transvaal and Delagoa Bay
Collieries Company, about three miles from Witbank, in the
neighborhood of Middleburg.

A number of rough miners are congregated around the fire of one
of the huts dotted about this bleak spot—a spot not too inviting at
best, but less so now, when the times are as tempestuous as the
elements raging without.

"Lord help any poor fellow out of doors tonight!" exclaimed one
of the miners.

Scarcely had the sound of the assent, chorused by the rest, died
away when a knock is heard at the door.

Every man springs to his feet and seeks his arms, for in that
neighborhood friends are few, foes plentiful, spies everywhere.

The knocking being repeated, the door is opened, whereupon a
man, haggard and tattered in appearance, staggers in, uttering as he
does so the question: "Are you English?" Upon receiving an affirm-
ative answer the stranger's strength gives way, and he falls to the
ground exhausted. The application of a flask of spirits revives him,
and then in answer to their questions he states that he is a prisoner of
war escaped from Pretoria. Some of the company are, however, in-
clined to doubt his story; but one of them, having received satisfactory
answers to certain questions he had put, exclaimed: "It's all right,
mates. This man is what he says he is—Winston Churchill, who put
up for Oldham, this last summer. 1 know the very house where he
stayed during the election, for it is opposite my own home. Lads, we
must stand by him."

"Aye! that we will, Dan, now you've proved him to be a right
'un." So it was decided to put him down the mine until they could
make provision for getting him away on a Delagoa Bay bound train.
At Witbank a truck laden with bales of wool was noticed, and selected
as the one in which to secrete their man; the bales being arranged on
either side of a two feet space along the center. Across this space other
bales of wool are placed, a few tiny openings being left for the admis-
sion of air.

Churchill, stowed away in the mine, was in ignorance, and in ig-
norance subsequently remained (until a short time ago) of the tragedy
which was enacted to secure his freedom. About the third day of their
preparations, a mounted detective—a well-known Boer spy—rode up
to them and after announcing his suspicions, demanded the surrender
of the refugee.

WITBANK, TUB STATION AT-WHICH MR, CHURCHILL TOOK
RKFCGE IS A GOODS TRAIN.

"Now look here, Trichardt, we and you, although Britons and
Boer, have lived on friendly terms for some time now; and if you can
just bear that little fact in mind, and close your eyes until we have
finished this business, you needn't hesitate about naming a good sum
as the recompense for your blindness."

"I want none of your money; but I do want the man I'm after, and
I'll have him, even if I flood the whole place with soldiers, for I have a
duty to my country to perform."

"We too, have a duty to our country, and 1 to my townsman in
particular, and I tell you, Ghert, you may flood the place, but we'll not
betray our man."

I think it were better, here, to draw a veil over my narrative. What
is left to the imagination is terrible; but as one of these rugged miners
puts it: "Was one man to stand in our way? No. Many a better man
than he had died in the war." •

WINSTON CHURCHILL; LADY RANDOLPH; MR. AND MRS. WHITTAKER, THEIR HOSTS AT
OLDHAM. AT REAR LEFT IS MR. HUGHES, A FRIEND OF MR. CHURCHILL.

APOLOGY The caption on page 8, FH#48, seemed merely
jocular when written, but looks flippant and insensitive in
type next to a rather sad photo of Sir Winston c. 1964.
Also, the suit was fawn, not white. I apologise for this cap-
tion and ask the reader's indulgence.—RML
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By the Way

BY JAMES BELL

QUOTATIONS
Sir Winston loved quotations. In My Early

Life he writes, ' 'Bartlett 's Familiar Quotations
is an admirable work, and I studied it intently.
The quotations when engraved upon the mem-
ory give you good thoughts."

I recall a quotation from the late Lady
Violet Bonham-Carter, daughter of Prime
Minister Asquith and Sir Winston's lifelong
friend. When, in 1963, she was invited to be
the first woman to give the Romane Lecture at
Oxford University, she chose as her subject
"The Impact of Personality on Politics." It
was a memorable occasion. Drawing on her
vast personal experience of political life she
ended with a denunciation of "the fallacy of
Historic Fatalism" with these words:

"In all ages great human beings have
overcome material odds by the inspiration they
have breathed into their fellow men."

Can there be any doubt that Sir Winston
was one of those she had in mind?

MUSIC
Churchill did not inherit his mother's love

of classical music.
As a girl, Jennie Jerome has been taught

piano by Stephen Heller, a friend of Chopin.
Heller told her that if she practiced seriously
enough she might someday be a concert
pianist, and in fact, later in life, she gave many
public performances. In private she and
Arthur Balfour frequently played Beethoven
and Schumann piano duets. She organized par-
ties to visit Bayreuth for the Wagner Festival
and helped bring about the first performance
of "The Ring" in London. Afterwards, at a
party in honor of the composer's son, she
astonished guests by naming Bach and
Beethoven as her two favorites. Siegfried
smiled and said, "My father would also have
chosen them."

But Winston preferred Victorian music-
hall songs, for which he had a prodigious
memory, and he could recite dozens of them
without apparent effort. Two favorites were a
comic song, "Poulmy" and a heroic ballad
entitled "Who's in charge of the clattering
train?" He also liked the patter songs from the
Savoy operas, which he sang in a soft, light
voice.

During weekends at Chequers during the
Second World War he would pace up and
down to a background of Sousa marches or
Gilbert & Sullivan on the gramaphone, while
he grappled with problems, often thinking
aloud. A scratched and ancient record he fre-
quently asked for was of Eddie Cantor singing,
"Build a Little Home" and "Keep Young and
Beautiful."

Benno Moiseiwitsch, the distinguished
pianist, on one occasion gave a recital of

classical music on the piano in the Grand Hall
at Chequers. He intrigued the PM by calling
for two oranges. Rolling them up and down
the keyboard he played a succession of popular
tunes without his fingers ever touching the
keys. And in his later years, of course, Sir
Winston enjoyed the annual "Songs" at his
old school, Harrow.

What, one wonders, might have been if
the young Winston had developed the devotion
to music which Lady Randolph shared with
her son Jack and her grandson Peregrine?

HATS
It was said of Winston Churchill that he

was possibly the only man who owned more
hats than his wife. His large and varied collec-
tion was often the cause of press comments
and, at times, rather bizarre goings-on.

Take for instance the time in November
1929 when he was returning from the United
States on the liner Berengaria. The question of
what hat he would wear at the ship's fancy
dress ball so intrigued his fellow passengers
that a sweepstake was organized. The night ar-
rived and all waited for Mr. Churchill's ap-
pearance. In he walked, wearing a little red fez
perched saucily on the top of his head! No one
won the sweep and the money was returned.

At a student's rag-day at Bristol Univer-
sity, on his first visit there as Chancellor, he
was seen wearing a "pudding" hat decorated
with long green ribbons. He was promptly
placed "under arrest" by the students, who
found him ' 'guilty of acquiring a new hat and
neglecting to supply forenoon coffee and
biscuits" for the undergraduates.

On a visit to America in 1942 he wore his
famous yachting cap, which confused and
bewildered people there. It was said that the
cap showed Mr. Churchill to be a member of
Trinity House. Jim Preston, a sculptor who
had recently done a papier mache bust of
President Roosevelt, wanted to do a com-
panion bust of the Prime Minister. But he
suspected that the cap and uniform had nothing
to do with Trinity House.

British naval officers in America weren't
certain of the cap's origin so enquiries were
made in London. It was found that the cap,
worked in gold thread, was that of the Royal
Yacht Squadron. Thus the Churchill bust, in
Hyde Park Museum, is accurate even to the
cap badge.

As former Lord Rector of two univer-
sities, Chancellor of a third, and recipient of
numerous honorary degrees, Sir Winston had
worn many academic mortar-boards and
hoods. When in 1948 he received an honorary

Doctorate of Law from Oslo University, its
students presented him with yet another: a cap
similar to that worn by themselves. Of black
material with a peak, it had a wide billowing
crown from which hung a tasselled cord. It
joined the ever growing number of his velvet,
silk and felt hats; deerstalkers; panamas; som-
breros; a Stetson given him by American ad-
mirer Amon Carter; and, of course, his own
special bowler.

The latter started a new Anglo-American
controversy in January 1952, when Churchill
wore it to meet President Truman at
Washington airport. Some U.S. officials in-
sisted it was a sawn-off stove-pipe hat or
Derby of Mr. Churchill's own design. The
British, on the other hand, maintained that it
was a Westbury—a standard, if unusual, form
of headgear once extensively worn in the U.K.

As though anticipating that Mr.
Churchill's hat would be of an unusual kind.
Mr. Truman had discarded his usual trim
Homburg in favor of a light tan broad-
brimmed affair, often described as a five-
gallon hat but more correctly a "plains-
man's."

Hearing of Mr. Churchill's "extraor-
dinary headgear," the managing director of
James Lock & Co., Hatters, in St. James',
London, put the record straight. He said he
had sold nearly 100 similar hats the year
before, not including a large order for the staff
of a famous London hotel. It was a version of
the bowler or coke known in the trade as the
"square-crown" or the "Cambridge." This
was related to the "Cockburn" and the
"Russell," but had a slightly domed top,
while the Cockburn was flattish and the
Russell in between. Their great period had
been 1865-1900, and they had probably been
named after members of the peerage.

According to Locke's order book Mr.
Churchill had last bought a "Cambridge" in
1919, although they were still available from
stock in 1952 at 13.5/or about $9 at the time.
But the matter didn't end there.

An elderly reader of The Daily Telegraph
recalled that as a boy he had known of this
style as a "Muller Cutdown." One Franz
Muller, a German living in London in the
1880s, had murdered a bank clerk in a train
and thrown the body out of the railway car-
riage around Bethnal Green. Unfortunately for
Muller, his square-topped hat with his name
inside fell on the line. He was convicted and
hanged.

Years ago hat sellers used to advertise
with the slogan, "If you want to get ahead, get
a hat." In cases like Muller's it should have
read, "If you want to keep your head, don't
lose your hat!"

The last word on this occasion went to
Mr. J. Roy dance of Scotts Ltd., another
famous hatters in St. James', who had in fact
supplied Mr. Churchill with the very hat that
caused the fuss in 1952. He maintained that his
staff never used any special name for it, and
generally referred to its as "Mr. Churchill's
hat." Posterity, he ventured to suggest, would
simply call it the "Churchill."



Trial by Jewry?
{Or, Nothing Succeeds Like Excess)
CHURCHILL AND THE JEWS, by Michael J. Cohen; Lon-
don, Frank Cass and Co. Ltd., June 1985, U.S. distribution
by Biblio Distribution Centre, Totowa, NJ £22.50. Available
to ICS members from Churchillbooks, PO Box 385, Con-
toocook, NH 03229 USA for $22 postpaid.
IN THIS avowedly revisionist book Professor Cohen claims he did
not set out to destroy or reverse the popular image of Churchill
as patron of the Jews and Zionism, yet he has succeeded in
doing so. It is all very well to claim that "if anything the stature
of the man is enlarged by an honest confrontation of his errors
and weaknesses," but if in the end we are left with a Churchill
who resembles Shelley's Ozymandias in the desert—a colossal
wreck—we must question at least the honesty implied and how
far the inconoclasm is justified.

This reviewer found the first chapter, "Churchill the
Man," irrelevant, and questions whether this is history or a
polemic, or perhaps a trial without defense or jury. If the pun
may be forgiven, it is certainly not trial by Jewry.

A cloud of witnesses is called to show that here is Churchill
the Imperfect, the Flawed Man. Since J. H. Plumb is cited, why
not Maurice Ashley; if Alanbrooke, why not Ismay? The second-
hand psychiatric diagnosis, relying on Anthony Storr, adds
nothing to the. original, except that Storr's caveat, that his con-
clusions were for good reasons tentative, is omitted. Like
history, psychiatry is hardly an exact science. How intriguing it
would be if every aspiring MP or Congressman had to be ex-
amined by a psychiatrist before election. One can only suppose
that legislatures would be smaller.

That the book contains very little which is new about Chur-
chill and his dealings with the Jews and Zionism is not a
criticism; indeed, the author has done a great service in bringing
together all the issues within one book for the first time. Never-
theless, it is disappointing, because not all aspects are covered
adequately or evenly, and there is much conjecture.

In expressing admiration for the ancient Greeks and the
Jews in their similarities, Churchill said that wherever three
Jews are assembled together you find two Prime Ministers and
one Leader of the Opposition. Professor Cohen appears not to
be a political animal and so does not appreciate the ways of
politicians, whose first aim is to get votes, the least to retain
them. This can lead to apparent—or real—inconsistency in their
actions. But did not the Jews, inside and outside Palestine, like
all pressure groups, try to manipulate Churchill as MP and

Colonial Secretary? "Politics is the art of the possible," and
while one can understand the single-mindedness of the author in
1985, he should recognize that Churchill could not ignore in his
time the Moslem world within and without the British Em-
pire—particularly the Arabs, when dealing with Palestine. Long
before the ' 'Winds of Change,'' Britain had lost the will and the
wealth to maintain the Empire, and Churchill's support of Bevin
in withdrawing from Palestine after the war had more merit than
Professor Cohen is willing to concede.

Again, it is naive to contend that because it was possible to
supply aid to beleaguered Warsaw in 1944 (its cost and almost
total failure are ignored), Auschwitz could have and should
have been "relieved" by Allied bombing. War consists of a
number of choices of evil options, but bombing Auschwitz was
surely not one of them.

Professor Cohen quite properly writes with zeal on behalf
of his nation but is apt to ignore the plight of others. The Nazi
regime produced holocausts for many Gentiles, too. In exposing
failed heroes, revisionist historians should never forget the
villains who created the problems.

Still, it cannot be gainsaid that the author presents a for-
midable indictment of Churchill's failures to accomplish much
for the Jews. It may well be that after the assassination of Lord
Moyne, Churchill lost some of his zest for the Jewish cause. He
was always a fighter who believed battle should be with face to
the foe, and the subject deserves further study.

The author's researches have revealed the reasons for
Churchill's political impotence, but he seems reluctant to accept
or even to state these. He quotes A. J. P. Taylor: " . . . There
is nothing more striking in the story than the total failure of the
supposedly all-powerful Prime Minister to enforce his will on
numerous occasions." Yet he omits Taylor's reasons for that
statement: Churchill was not the dictator of myth. He worked
within the constraints of Parliamentary and Cabinet practice,
even over the Jewish problem. The extremes of executive power
Professor Cohen demands of Churchill were and are incom-
patible with Parliamentary government. Churchill could not
possibly regard the Jewish problem as paramount. What was
paramount was Victory: "Victory at all costs—Victory in spite
of all terror."

It is tendentious of the author to ask the reader to decide if
the Jews, during the holocaust and in their struggle to obtain
diplomatic recognition, should have or might have expected
more of Winston Churchill. He has, in fact, presented them
with his own answer. Dr. Cohen's verdict on the Churchill syn-
drome (grand delusion of achievement) warrants a second opin-
ion: the evidence really merits more review. Of the greatest
Jew of them all it was said, ' T find no fault with this man.'' Can
Zionists not say of a great Gentile, ' 'There was some good in Sir
Winston Churchill?"

Martin Gilbert may provide a more balanced appraisal. His
1974 lecture, "Churchill and Zionism" (published London
1974) covered precisely the many points and queries raised by
Professor Cohen. It was based on material collected with a view
to publishing a comprehensive volume on Churchill and the
Jews after the Official Biography is completed. May that work
appear soon.

—H. Ashley Redburn
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"Poor, Dear Randolph"

COUSIN RANDOLPH/A STUDY OF CHURCHILL'S SON
(London, Hutchinson); RANDOLPH/THE BIOGRAPHY
OF WINSTON CHURCHILL'S SON (New York,
Beaufort), by Anita Leslie. US edition $16.95; available
from Churchillbooks, Burrage Road, Contoocook, New
Hampshire 03229 for $14.50 postpaid to ICS members.

It is a shame that the American publishers used the word
"biography" in their title. "Cousin Randolph" is far more ap-
propriate. As Edwin Yoder wrote of the book, "its striking
quality is a point of view perhaps best described as Mitfordian:
the light-hearted, entre-nous approach of Nancy Mitford's
comic novels, 'Love in a Cold Climate' and 'The Pursuit of
Love.' " (Randolph was kin to the Mitfords and once fancied
himself in love with Diana, later Mrs. Oswald Mosley.)

It is the third book on Randolph Churchill. Kay Halle's
"The Young Unpretender" comprised tributes by his friends
after his death in 1968; Brian Roberts' recent "Randolph" is
conventional biography. Leslie's work is the one to read if you
want an intimate understanding of a complex being, about
whom we might borrow Winston's lament for Brendan
Bracken: "Poor, dear Randolph."

He was a combination of two vivid qualities: generous
loyalty to those he loved, and an acid tongue and pen for those
he didn't—most of the latter, I tend to think, richly deserved
what they got. "I am an explosion," Randolph said of himself,
"that leaves the house still standing." Naturally his public
reputation was based on the latter quality. (When surgery
revealed that a tumor on his lung was benign, his friend Evelyn
Waugh made the famous quip at White's: "So they've cut out
the only part of Randolph that isn't malignant!")

Overriding those two qualities was a sense of despair over
missed opportunities: the failure to get into Parliament (except
in 1940-45 when he held an uncontested seat), and the long
delay in being assigned his father's biography. When "The
Great Work" finally came in 1960, Randolph devoted himself
single-mindedly to its completion, knowing that he had already
wrecked his body, that the process of disintegration was far ad-
vanced. He achieved nearly 5000 pages on his father's early
life—wonderful pages as perhaps only Randolph could write
them. When his doctor told him that any more hard liquor would
kill him in six months he stopped cold—but cirrhosis is not a
reversible disease. At his death in June 1968 the doctor didn't
know how to put down the cause. " . . . with Randolph the
answer is everything . . .He 's worn out every organ in his
body at the same time." Poor, dear Randolph.

Leslie digs at his roots: Randolph was spoiled by his father,
who "could not resist holding up his famous cigar for silence
whenever Randolph held forth," and worse, who taught him to
drink, and drink hard, in the company of famous friends like
F. E. Smith. The outspoken, sarcastic and often boorish result
of that upbringing alienated his mother, and relations between
them, Leslie says, were generally frosty. Clementine lived for
Winston, she adds, and caring for Winston was full-time
work. When, much later, Lady Churchill reprimanded Randolph
for taking a fancy to an older woman he shot back, "I don't
care, I need her. She's maternal and you're not." What no one

really appreciated, the author says, "was Randolph's craving
for affection . . . He had to hide his sensitivity, not realizing
either that others could be as sensitive as he."

He never entered the House through a contested election
because, prewar, he insisted on battling official Tory can-
didates, often splitting a vote and giving a seat to Labour. Party
resentment at Winston's prewar role as gadfly was tempered by
WSC's wartime leadership, though it never really vanished.
With Randolph they had no reason to hide their dislike, and
after the war they never forgot. Randolph betimes was unwilling
to put up with local committee humbug, and that too prevented
him from being assigned the longed-for safe seat. It was a great
loss: his debating skills were even sharper than Winston's.

He had all his father's qualities including absolute
fearlessness. During the war he nagged for a combat assign-
ment, while superiors kept him sidelined for fear of damaging
the PM's son. Finally he talked his way into Fitzroy Maclean's
British mission to Tito's partisans and parachuted into occupied
Yugoslavia, where his exploits earned him a recommendation
for the Military Cross. He had to be satisfied with the MBE:
Authority dared not be generous for fear of being accused of
partiality.

The chatty Leslie style is at its best exploring RSC's many
and varied lady loves, for whom his prewar beauty and his
postwar affection were alluring qualities. None of them could
really handle him; but those who understood him, like Natalie
Bevan in his later years, were indispensible to Randolph, as he
was to them. With his lady friends he was usually absolutely
sincere. When Madame Pol Roger resisted his advances, saying
jokingly that he needed to lose "Un peu pres douze kilos," he
went home, dieted hard and obtained a weighing machine ticket
to prove he'd lost 14 kilos. With this he raced back to France,
accosted her in her garden, "snatched her up and proceeded to
carry her into the house looking for her bedroom . . . Madame
escaped with difficulty and Randolph was very hangdog. The
Pol Roger family dined out on this story for many a year."

My own encounter with Randolph Churchill came almost at
the end of his life when I wrote him at Stour, the Suffolk home
he loved, asking if he could answer any questions members
might have relating to their philatelic biographies. "I regret to
record I know nothing about stamps, but I shall be pleased to
assist in any way," he promptly replied. A very small
gesture—but he didn't even have to answer. Martin Gilbert is

Three generations: WSC, RSC and RSC's son Winston, c. 1951.

fe-



quoted as saying, "his highlight was generosity rather than
honesty." I am sure this is a misquote. He was tremendously
generous, but also honest. Writing the biography, Martin
recalls, he would constantly tell his "Young Gentlemen"
assistants, "I am interested only in the truth."

That same concern brought him into constant disputes with
those less interested in truth, not a few of which ended in court,
most of which he won. No one can say that honesty wasn't one
of Randolph's great qualities.

One sees life at Stour through Anita Leslie's lense as almost
quintessentially English-Country-House: the furnishings tradi-
tional, comfortable, a bit frowzy at the edges; Captain Boycott,
the spoiled pug, making water on the sofa for the umpteenth
time; Lady Diana Cooper, magnificently gowned, sitting in the
same sofa a few nights later and sniffing vaguely at the pillows;
Randolph sparing no expense to provide guests with the best
food—"a notable soup"—even though he himself had long
since lost interest in eating; the wonderful gardens, lovingly
tended (sometimes over-lovingly, as when RSC applied so
much fertilizer that the grass turned black); the garden strong

RSC meets his father in Middle East, 1942.

room stacked high with archives for The Great Work, where
Randolph would direct any sincere researcher of a related sub-
ject, usually leaving the key in the door and the researcher
alone.

His enemies condemned him for his disregard of their sen-
sitivities, for his blunt speech and writing, and for his egotism.
But every great man who ever lived was at times insensitive and
blunt and egoistic. Their greatness was that they gave far more
than they took for themselves. By this measure Randolph Chur-
chill was truly great. Those who knew him best miss him the
most.

Reading this excellent work I was struck with the subject's
parallels to Sir Winston's longtime friend Brendan Bracken.
And Randolph's own epithet might well be the same words he
himself wrote of Bracken:

"Despite the ups and downs I had with him over 35 years, I
have no hesitation or lack of breath in this valedictory fanfare:
'You were always on the good side: you loved truth and honour:
you hated cruelty and injustice: fare thee well, my gifted, true
and many-sided friend.' "

—Richard M. Langworth

On PuBtic

Speaking

THE POWER OF ELOQUENCE/MAGIC KEYS TO SUC-
CESS IN PUBLIC SPEAKING, by Thomas Montalbo,
Englewood Cliffs, NJ, Prentice-Hall, 278 pages, $6.95
paperback, $19.95 hardbound.

Longtime ICS member and member of Toastmasters Inter-
national, Thomas Montalbo has written a book any aspiring
public speaker needs to enchant, excite and entertain an
audience—to commence with an eloquent opening, carry on
successfully, and leave listeners wishing at the end that you
would continue. Drawing on the techniques of eminent
speakers, Montalbo's forte is some 200 samples of actual
speeches and quotations, intermingled with proven techniques
for effective introductions, pauses, transitions and conclu-
sions—a total system approach to preparation and delivery.

There is a long list of index references to Winston Churchill
that make the book equally important to those interested in the
Great Man. The author shows how WSC turned his early
handicap of stuttering and lisping to an advantage, and explores
Sir Winston's six principals of good speaking: diction, rhythm,
argument, analogy, examples and extravagance. As an example
of the latter WSC's invocation of Chatham, glorifying the
freedom of English citizens, is quoted: "The poorest man may
in his cottage bid defiance to all the forces of the Crown. It may
be frail; its roof may shake; the wind may blow through it; the
storms may enter; the rain may enter—but the King of England
cannot enter! All his forces dare not cross the threshold of the
ruined tenement."

Other sections on Churchill include his well-known exten-
sive rehearsals, his mastery of the loaded pause, his facial
expressions and his uncanny ability to sum up brilliantly. "Even
if you don't have his lofty aspirations," writes Montalbo of
WSC, "the lessons from his life and speeches can help you
achieve eloquence in your own public speaking." Strongly
recommended. —RML

NEXT ISSUE
We take a hard look at a pair of strident revisionists-

Francis Neilson ("The Churchill Legend") and R. W. Thomp-
son ("Churchill and Morton")—as Stanley Smith, George
Richards and Tom Sherman analyze their famous critiques of
Sir Winston Churchill as Prime Minister in the Second World
War. Interestingly, Neilson in 1960 claimed to have known
WSC longer than anyone else alive, back to the days of the
"Khaki Election" and Churchill's first crossing of the floor
when he joined the Liberal Party. More interesting, Thompson
referred to Neilson in his correspondence with Desmond Mor-
ton, and perhaps relied overmuch on Neilson's prejudices.
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