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Once the Revolution had
started, it became for both sides
a ruthless kind of Holy War.
While the Turks were restrained
from indiscriminately wiping out
all the Christians in Constanti-
nople and Asia Minor by an un-
m?ﬁingness, to damage their own
economy, both sides indulged in
ruthless massacre of prisoners
and civilians in mainland Greece
and the Aegean.

As Mr St Clair points out in
his opening chapter, more than
20000 Moslems in the Pelo-
ponese were slaughtered b
their hitherto friendly Gree
neighbours within a few weeks
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of the first outbreak. The total
lack of chivalry or compunction
was throughout to shock the
civilised Philhellenes. The Turks
were equally merciless in repres-
sion and revenge. It was their
atrocities which were reported
to the outside world.

A more practical discourage-
ment to the soldiers of fortune,
the political exiles and the
romantics who flocked to the aid
of the Greeks was the insur-
gents’ unwillingness to accept
Western discipline and tactics.
Again and again a planned
attack was turned to disaster
when the irregulars abandoned
a set battle in favour of the tip-
and-run methods to which they
were accustomed.

They had little respe
their theoretical provisional
overnment, hardly more for the
trained soldiers among the Phil-
hellenes, and almost none for
the untrained romantics, whether
“Franks” or overseas Greeks.
Mr St Clair chronicles in an
agreeably Gibbonian stvle the
disillusionment, penury and
deaths, from disease as fre-
quently as in combat, that beset
the successive waves of volun-
teers.

What their Greek comrades
wanted was not so much their
presence as the money and arms
they might provide. Italians,
Germans and French were more
prominent In the first years
than the British. However,
eventually the London Greek
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ing with Gladwyn and Ernie
Bevin’s experience of eating dog
biscuits in Moscow.

It mav incidentally come as
a shock to those at the United
Nations who have come to re-
gard its Charter as their gospel
that the famous preamble was
drafted by Prof. Charles
Webster, as Departmental Ad-
viser in the Foreign Office, in
conjunction with Field-Marshal
Smuts.

The final reflections of a man
who has attained three-score
years and ten make great read-
ing. Lord Gladwyn concludes
that some new philosophy is
now essential but will probably
not be produced by the men
who were influenced by the
second world war. “ What we of
our generation can do, however,
1S to provide the right frame-
work, the right kind of element-
ary institutions, in which these
new ideas can be gradually put
into practice. For it is probably
only in this wider area that they
can come to fruition. The small
and medium state is not suitable

for large-scale experiments.”

RECENT FICTION

PREDICTION is a mug’s

game, but I'll be aston-
ished if *“ The Lost Embassy,”
Adam Fergusson's second
novel, doesn’t do very well in-
deed. It has wit, invention,
a splendid sense of fun—and
the dissimilar ghosts of
Anthony Hope and Evelyn
Waugh smiling benignly in
the background.

As in some other romantic
tales, there is a romantic key—
a small monogrammed walnut
box bought in a London junk
shop by an impressionable
Young man, Samuel. This object
leads him and a smooth anti-
quarian friend, John, to the
threadbare Carpathian embassy
where the incredibly dis-
tinguished and penniless Prince
and Princess Sarossy gamely

uphold the fiction of a free
Carpathia.

The box, we finally learn, had
been given to the Princess by
her lover 50 years ago, at a
time when the Prince was too
busy trying to organise his littie
mountain country into literally
the last, best outpost of the
Hapsburg Empire.

Absorbed however, by
Czechoslovakia and the Ukraine
successively, Carpathia slumbers
on, until one day students
suddenly take over the capital—
under the black and yellow flag
of the old Empire. Their leader
(of course) is the Princess's
granddaughter, Katarina. Urged
on by the two Sarossys, Samuel
and John rush out to rescue the
girl (how British!—she's as
tough as they come), arriving in
time to see a verv pretty bash-
ing of the Red Army.

But all good things—and this
one is often nearer to Waugh
than to Hope—come to an end.
And if a conventionally happy
one, why not!

*

LOWELL LAKE, the central
character in “A Meaningful
Life,” wakes up one morning to
the fact that his life so far has
been pointless to a degree. A
dreamy fellow, he has always
‘“gone in the direction he was
pushed, and stood where he was
told.” Now 30-odd, with a dead-
end job on a New York plumb-
ing journal, he's married to a
quite livelv girl who under-
standably is turning shrewish.

L. J. Dawvis extracts a sur-
prising amount of blackish
humour out of this situation.
But the book’s real interest lies

Committee became the principal
financiers of the Revolution,
though much of the money
raised never reached its destin-
ation. Byron’s intervention and
his death npaturally stimulated
a fresh influx of volunteers.

Perhaps the least known Phil-
hellene operation—at least in
this country—was that mounted
late in the Greek War of Inde-
pendence by three American
volunteers who, after serving in
the field, were responsible, with
funds. raised from home, for
establishing civilian relief. Some.
one had at last realised that
picturesque bandits were not the
only inhabitants of Greece. There
wer: also tens of thousands of
widows and orphans,

Mr St Clair draws his account
of the Americans in Greece

largely from a work by Prof.
Douglas Dakin, whose

book ‘ The Unification of Greece,
1770-1923 ” carries the general
story forward through nearly a
further century. No less realis-

tic than Mr St Clair about the

Greeks’ defects, he emphasises
the courage and the self-sacrifice
demanded from them in a suc-
cession of wars to secure and
extend their boundaries.

The unpredictable ups and
downs ot rival Greek politicians,
a perpetual handicap to the
country, are also a handicap to
the historian. Prof. Dakin men-
tions far too many names for
the reader’s comfort. Perhaps
this is unavoidable, but one does
acquire a certain sympathy with
the well-meaning monarchs who
sought to rule Greece after In-
dependence and their unpopular
foreign advisers for over-riding
momentary majorities.

Prof. Dakin, evidently a writer
with wide sympathies. somehow
manages when he reaches our
own centurv to write charitably
both of Venizelos and King Con-
stantine I, both of Lord Curzon
and Llovd George. He indicates
that British policy in Greece dur-
ing and after the first world war
was not entirely creditable, but
he also deals faithfully with the
mor2 outrageous cvnicism at that
time of our French allies.
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Grub Street: Studies in a
(Methuen. £5-50.)
|

DOUBT if there are many
people who could say con-
fidently that they knew that
Grub Street was a real place,
an actual street in London
where hack writers once lived
with dissenting preachers,
coiners and other * villains.”

Pat Rogers in his deeply re-
searched and much annotated
“Grub Street” has performed
a considerable service by giving
a local habitation and a name to
this mythical region. Grub
Street lay just outside the City
Wall close to the marshes of
Moorfields and near St Giles’
Cripplegate, a noisesome area
where there was plague when
there was plague anywhere,
lined with tenement buildings
suitable for hack writers.

What Dr Rogers is concerned
to prove more than anything
else is that the hacks who lived
in these quarters were not the
rejects of society, starving in
garrets for their art. They lived
in these quarters because this is
where the society of the time
expected them to live. Their
plight was unhappy not because
Pope and Swift destroyed their
livelihood by satirising them but
because their employment was
lowly anyway. And there were
plenty lower.

Dr Rogers totally destroys the
19th-century romantic notion of
Grub Street life and at the same
time puts forward a good case
that in ** The Dunciad ” Pope was
acting as a satirical reporter
basing his poem not only on real
people but on real places as
well. The revelling Dunces of
the poem making their way
around town can actually be
followed—through the booths at
Smithfield on to Holborn, by the
brothels of Drury Lane, to the

illory by St Mary Le Strand

ack to the Fleet Ditch before
they return to Grub Street.

The rioting crowds that Pope
described were probably the
ones that he had seen with his
own eyes. Certainly they fit in
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The Song of the Wren. By
H. E. Bates. (Michael
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Judas!
away.
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in Lowell’s extreme reaction to
his vapid existence: his pur-
chase, in a Negro quarter of
Brooklyn, of a monstrous,
decaved rooming house, once
the home of a rogue million-
aire. Lowell has now manufac-
tured a life purpose, to revive
this decrepit old place. But, of
course, its himself not the house
that he's really trying to

renovate — he is an incurable
romantic.

Mr Davis uses a dry, vivid
American prose. But I cannot see
the gormless Lowell as primarily
a victim of the great sick society
—ne could happen anywhere.

*

ANYONE who hankers for the
sea and a basic sort of life will
enjoy Kenneth Cook’s adventure
“Tuna,” written with a refresh-
Ing simplicity.

It is the story of an impulsive
Australian fisherman, Jack, who
because of his own act of kind-
ness, is offered very cheap a
magnificent tuna fishing boat and
thus a chance to get rich quick.
But the boat is found to be
rotten, and Jack has to take a
terrible risk. Ironically, he’d

have won through, but for his
essential decency.

Mr Cook knows exactly his
New South Wales setting and his
people, their strengths and their
prejudices. The villains of the
piece, the new Italian immigrants
who neither know nor care about
the rules of sea-fishing, seem to
be regarded much as Pakistanis
are (or were) in parts of Britain.

*

TWO of the five pieces in “The
Song of the Wren” are very

short, mere sketches, introduc-

ing a new H. E. Bates character,
the eccentric Miss Shuttleworth

—a fluttery gardening lady with

a stainless steel centre, ready
to unman the visiting parson

By Michael
Maxwell Scott

with biblical quotations
potent country wines.

The other three, “The Dam”,
“The Man Who Loved Squirrels”
and “The Tiger Moth” are quite
substantial. In each Mr Bates
conjures up immediately a sense
of place, with all the sights,
sounds and smells—the shores of
Lake Maggiore, a clearing in an
English wood. But the people
have no lives of their own; they
are in each case subservient to
the story, and the story, one
knows right from the start, will
end in grief or treachery. This
seems to me rathe. a sad waste
of beautiful craftsmanship.

*

PETER VAN GREENAWAY'S
last novel was a savage political
thriller. *“ Judas! ” 1s unhappily
a mish-mash, and over-written,
to boot.

It begins very well, a scroll
purporting to be the * testa-
ment” of Judas Iscariot is dis-
covered in the Dead Sea area;
the finder, Mallory, 1s, curiously,
hustled out of Israel in short
order. Back home he decides to
use the Judas document, whicht
controverts the New Testament,
to blackmail the Vatican for ten
million pounds. From then on,
sense and plausibility quickly
evaporate. A pity, more wisely
handled, this could have proved
an unusually interesting affair.

How to be

Dear Author. By Mict
The Business of Boc

THESE are background
books for both tyros and
veterans among the compon-

ent groups of the book indus-
try.

Michael Legat in *“Dear
Author ” provides an Improving
Entertainment in the form of
letters he would like to have
sent to aspiring and practising
authors, while Clive Bingley’s
“The Business of Book Publish-
ing,” is a solid manual which
should be read in conjunction
with Sir Stanley Unwin’s * The
Truth About Publishing.”

Mr Legat in these
shatters most of the

and

let;ers
illusions

harboured by would-be authors,

and gives diplomatic answers to
established writers who put for-
ward good ideas of staggering
impracticability. And if
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