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<1070841>

[1]
Thursday, August 71, 1941.

Milford asks me to send “the new stuff”:
“After | have read it, let us meet at the Athenaeum, as you suggest.
| am very glad that you have brought the book down as far as 1918.”

| spent the morning in reading through “the stuff”. It is woefully poor stuff, & is really not
worth giving to the publishers.

After lunch | walked round to the parish Hall, where the Women’s Institute had an exhibition
of fruit, flowers, &c. &c.: at which Lord Woodbridge’s Head gardener had been acting as
judge. M Frazer presided, & distributed prizes. Fearne was at her most formidable official
best, so that my heart “became as water within me”, when | was bidden [to] speak to the
gathered ladies! Ella knitted and beamed with the unruffled placidity which is the distinctive
grace of the amiable Deaf! | returned through the fields, &, for the first time this year, found
myself pestered by flies.

Bridget Tallents writes to me rather depressingly. She says that “the clamourous young by
whom she is surrounded” are hot against Versailles!



<1080841>

(2]
Friday, August 8th, 1941.

The sky is again clouded, and rain started to fall in the forenoon. There is some beginnings
of anxiety about the Harvest.

News from the Russian fronts is not wholly pleasing. Even making the large discount, which
it is apparent must be made, the German Claims seem to indicate that they are moving
forward, though far more slowly than they hoped and expected. The Soviet announcements
seem to disclose some real danger to Kief. If the Russian People can hold up under the
fearful strain, & if the Soviet System does not disintegrate, the final discomfiture of the Nazi
invasion would seem to be assured: but these ‘ifs’ are formidable.

Great strikes in American ship-yards are reported: and give rise to serious apprehension.
The peril of disintegration in the U.S.A. arises from the heterogeneous character of the
population, and the insensate individualism of the popular habit. In Russia the root of the
mischief is rather to be traced in the vicious system of Government, the backwardness of the
people, and the deficiency of transport facilities.

[3]

| spent the morning in preparing the Autobiographical stuff for Milford. His decision on this
package, (which brings the story up to my arrival in Hereford after the storm aroused by my
acceptance of the Bishoprick had been ended by my Consecration on Feb. 224, 1918, thus
leaving the record of my Episcopate for separate record) will be decisive on the two points
viz: (1) what shall be done with the stuff already provided, and (2) whether | shall continue &
complete the narrative.

Almost by accident | unearthed a letter (type-written but subscribed by the author) dated
April 12th, 1918: written from Queen’s College, Oxford by E. M. Walker,* 1
afterwards Provost, whose death was reported a few days ago. In this letter he says:-

The High Church party has captured the clergy, & they have captured the training of
the clergy. What they have not captured is the laity, & these are fast drifting into
indifference, mainly because they cannot accept the “Catholic” theory[.] Reunion
would bring into the Church [4] any amount of piety and zeal of a different order
from that of the Cowley Fathers. All this is familiar enough to us all. What is new, |
venture to think, is the recognition of the opportunity for reunion, by far the greatest
since the 17t century. That which was, as Matthew Arnold pointed out the greatest
theological barrier on the Nonconformist side, the Calvinistic doctrine, existing no
longer. On our side, the War is opening the eyes even of the High Church people to
the fact, obvious enough already to an unprejudiced judgement, that the Church, in
the ‘Catholic’ sense, makes no appeal to the great mass of English Christians. | have
just had a letter from a strong High Churchman, a Fellow of one of the Oxford
Colleges, who is at present acting as Chaplain in a Flying Corps camp. He says, “The
Church as such makes very little appeal, but the Person of Christ commands at least




[5] reverence.” | cannot but think that all attacks on the High Church Party have
hitherto failed because the position taken up was purely negative. A crusade in
favour of reunion would have the incalculable advantage of being something
positive.”

There came to tea the Vicar of Kersey (Tempest) with his wife mother and sister, together
with the Commandant of the convalescent Hospital and her husband, the doctor from
Ipswich, who “visits” the same. After they had departed, Fearne packed up the
Autobiographical stuff, & caused it to be registered and sent to Milford. Also, she went
through the proof of the Westminster sermons, which to my consternation retained all the
errors which | had corrected in the first proof. These were again corrected, and sent back
with an explanatory and expostulatory letter. It is annoying that this little book should be so
delayed, that when (if ever) it does “issue from the press”, it will have lost relevance, & may
even appear obsolete.




<1090841>

[6]
Saturday, August 9th, 1941.

The day was rather cold and damp at first, but improved on acquaintance, and became quite
fine in the afternoon, when we were able to play croquet.

| occupied the day in going through my letter-book with the general object of ascertaining
what Autobiographical resources it contains. The notion of putting together in a
supplemental volume some of the more important and revealing letters crossed my mind.
Obviously, it could only be expressed in practice if the Autobiography itself had commanded
such a measure of success as would justify the assumption that such a supplement would be
welcomed. | am bound to acknowledge that this assumption appears to be entirely without
probability.

Burge* visited us at Bishop Auckland, and during his visit | showed him the letter which | had
written to William Badham,* who was then my chauffeur. He read it through, expressed
warm approval of its spirit and form, & urged me to publish it as a tract. He thought it would
be widely welcomed, and might be very serviceable to many other of the great number of
youths who are becoming chauffeurs.



<1100841>

(7]
9th Sunday after Trinity, August 10th, 1941,

There was heavy rain during the night. When | walked to church for the early Celebration, |
noticed how the water yet lay in the road, and the pond had been notably swollen.
Probably because the alteration of the clocks last night had given everybody an hour longer
in bed, the number of communicants was observably larger than usual.

A remarkably vigourous and racy leader in the Sunday Times leads me to think that the
writer can have been none other than Lord Vansittart.* It urges strongly that the time has
now fully come when U.S.A. ought to come into the war openly.

‘Scrutator’ is severely critical of the Government’s blundering in the vital matter of our coal
supplies. There is a very re-assuring account of the Russian air-force.

We all attended Mattins, and | read the lessons, being horribly disturbed in the process by
the persistent coughing of choirboys and congregation. The Moulsdale Sisters, who
normally lead, singly & together, the dreadful chorus of interruption, were happily absent.

(8]

The Rector gave out notice that there would be a Celebration of the Holy Communion on
Friday next, August 15, This is not even a ‘Black Letter’ Saint’s Day, so it was not at first
apparent to me what could be the reason for distinguishing [it] by a Celebration. Then |
remembered that August 15 is in the Roman Calendar the Festival of the Assumption of the
B.V. M.

[Its observance in the West dates from the 9t century.

“The purpose of the festival is to commemorate the assumption of St Mary into
heaven in body and soul.”

In the Dict: of Chr? Ant[iquity]: the history of the belief which this Festival was instituted to
commemorate is given, & is as follows:-

“It was first taught in the 3™ or 4t century as part of the Gnostic legend of St Mary’s
death, and it was regarded by the Church as a Gnostic & Collyridian fable down to
the end of the 5! century. It was brought into the Church in the 6%, 7th, and 8t
centuries, partly by a [9] series of successful forgeries, partly by the adoption of the
Gnostic legend on the part of accredited teachers, writers, and liturgists. And a
festival in commemoration of the event, thus come to be believed, was instituted in
the East at the beginning of the 7%, in the West at the beginning of the 9t century.”]

It will be interesting to learn what justification Moulsdale* will be able to invent for his
cryptic observance of a Festival which is not included in the Anglican Calendars contained in
the two Prayer Books, 1662 and 1928, (by which he affects to explain most of his illegal



departures from [the] earlier book,) and which gives expression to one of the least
defensible of the Popish aberrations from Christianity. The illegal observance of the Feast of
the Assumption was specifically mentioned in the Report of the Royal Commission in 1906.
It provides a test of an essentially Roman twist.

| wrote to Dick, but so far | have received no assurance that my letters reach him.




<1110841>
[10]
Monday, August 11th, 1941,

Rain fell in the night, & continued in the forenoon. Anxiety for the harvest deepens.

An ominous yellow form conspicuously marked “Billeting. Urgent and important” arrived. It
requires the Occupier to state whether he is “willing voluntarily to accommodate work
people brought into this area for work of national importance”: and to give a detailed
account of the accommodation which his house potentially provides. Fearne, after her
accustomed manner, “went off” into a hectic “non possumus”, but, happily, she belongs to
the category of the younger son in the parable who began by refusing obedience to his
father’s order, & then repented & went into the vineyard. And, to do her justice, when she
has chosen the way of duty, she walks in it with resolution. The knitting of gloves for the
mine-sweepers, an unpleasant job, since string is used instead of wool, to the grievous
offending of the knitter’s fingers, has given convincing proof of her intrinsic soundness.
Therefore, though perturbed & depressed by her protest, | do not despair.

[11]

| called on Lord Woodbridge,* who returned last week from a visit to Felixstowe, from which
he had received benefit. He was not, however, in very good spirits, probably as the result of
the damp and sultry weather. On his advice, | decided to attempt, if the powers were
complaisant, to arrange that we (i.e. myself with Ella & Fearne) should take a fortnight’s
holiday at the Felix Hotel, which Lord W. recommended as, in the circumstances, remarkably
convenient, and well appointed.

Ella and Fearne, in spite of the rain, went off after lunch to join the annual outing of the
Women’s Union. | remained at home, and continued to read my Letter-book for 1925.
Also, | wrote to my Godson, Gilbert Simpson,* from whom | had received a letter enclosing
his photograph. He is a middle-aged man, plainly tending to baldness.

A wireless announcement about the registration of domestics occasioned yet another
outbreak of unworthy and exasperating whining on F’s part, and, of course, | made an ass of
myself again.



<1120841>
[12]
Tuesday, August 12th, 1941,

“The Twelfth” began brightly, but soon went back to rain.

My ladies went cake-hunting to Ipswich. | waded through my letter-book for 1927. It deals
mainly with Barnes in Birmingham, with Prayer Book Revision, and with my own insistence
that the Rejection of the Revised Book by the H. of Commons made advocacy of
Disestablishment unavoidable. The letters make evident that | had come to play a very
important part in the final phases of the P. B. Revision effort: and, when the effort finally
failed, my attitude was the subject of much curiosity. My decision that the Establishment
had become irrecoverably discredited was received with much regret but little surprize. In
my speech in the House of Lords, | had made sufficiently clear what that decision could not
but be, and in many private letters | had emphasized the effect of the action of Parliament in
making acquiescence in the Establishment no longer morally respectable. Among others, |
had written to the Archbishops and to Lord Stamfordham in this manner.

[13]

| received a package of quill pens from Prof. Gray Turner, which | interpreted as a pointed
remonstrance against my neglect in letter-writing. Accordingly, | wrote to him forthwith.
Colonel Smith, and the Churchwarden Parlett and M"™ Parlett came to tea. After they had
taken their departure, | filled up the “Billeting” form, and took it myself to the post.

M' Parlett said that, so far as he could ascertain, the crops had not yet been seriously
damaged by the rain, but that there was some cause for anxiety. If the rain continued much
longer, and was followed by warm weather, there was considerable likelihood that the
wheat would “sprout”, and be practically ruined. | remember that this was what | myself
observed in Hereford during the last War. | asked him whether the grain which the Scotch
call ‘bere’, (which I had understood to be a coarse variety of barley,) was grown in Suffolk.
He replied in the affirmative, adding that it was not called ‘bere’, but red wheat. He allowed
that the rain had benefited the root crops, but said that they also had had enough.



<1130841>
[14]
Wednesday, August 13th, 1941.

Another wet day. If we do go to Felixstowe we shall have missed the fine weather, which is
the principal, almost the indispensable, condition of enjoying a visit to the sea.

| received the Chief Constable’s permission to visit Felixstowe, & wrote at once to the Town
Clerk for a permit for the car, and to the Manager of the Felix Hotel about rooms.
Also, | wrote to Linetta.

That cranky creature, D" Josiah Oldfied, writes to me again. He evidently intends to go
forward with the project, respecting which he sought vainly for my “fatherly counsel”. He
contemplates Ordination, though he is already an Octogenarian, & asks whether | “know of
any Bishop who would be able to arrange something as follows:-

A Title to Ordination

The Gift of a Living

With a fairly large Rectory or Vicarage.

No emoluments connected with it would be necessary.”

PwnNE

The whole project is obviously crazy.
[15]

The Rev® Wallace Francis Cox, Jack Clayton’s friend, who is now stationed with a Lancashire
Battalion near Woodbridge, had tea with me, and much talk. He is 28 years old, married,
and the father of two boys. (He showed me their photographs!) | gave him a copy of ‘Ad
Clerum’ which | chanced to possess. His account of the moral and religious condition of the
troops was re-assuring. Out of the 850 men of his Battalion about 150 are Papists and 50
sectaries, the rest are “C. of E.”. He has about 25 communicants every month. The least
satisfactory element was the officers, who are contemptuous & neglectful of religious
observance. He, like Dick, finds the Anglo-Catholic incumbents embarrassing. The frequent
substitution of “Choral Eucharist” for the familiar Mattins is a real hindrance. He himself had
been an Anglo-Catholick, but was such no longer. He impressed me favourably as both
devout and manly, very keen on his duty. He said that he had been under Cuthbert
Creighton, the son of the Bishop of London, as a boy at Worcester, when C.C. was
Headmaster.

10



<1140841>
[16]
Thursday, August 14th, 1941,

A fine day, though uncertain. With more courage than prudence, perhaps, but with an
alacrity which disclosed the extent of their anxiety, the farmers at once resumed their
harvesting.

The morning papers announced that M" Atlee, who was described, for the first time, | think,
as ‘Deputy Prime Minister’, would make an important announcement at 3 p.m. on behalf of
the Government: | listened to the B.B.C. and learned that Roosevelt & Churchill had met at
sea, accompanied by officials, and had agreed together to make a joint declaration of policy.
It was set out in a series of statements which declared, in broad terms, the purpose for
which the Allies were fighting Hitler. It contained nothing new, but affirmed impressively
what had been less formally stated on both sides of the Atlantic. Such a declaration will,
perhaps, have heartening effect on all the anti-Nazi forces, and, if it can be brought to the
knowledge of the Germans, can hardly fail to stir in them ‘searchings of heart’ highly
prejudicial to Hitler’s prestige. This declaration confirms & expands the joint disclaimers
addressed to Turkey by the allied governments of Britain and the Soviets.

[17]

| received a letter from Dick dated ‘3 June 1941. At Sea’. He says that the ship has been five
days in port. lincline to infer from his description that he refers to Alexandria:-

“The port at which we called suited us down to the ground, for not only was it a very
beautiful (though entirely modern) city in itself, but it housed many hospitable
people, who were very kind to us.”

He says that the voyage is “nearly at an end”. He describes the books that he has been
reading. They suggest Palestine:

None of them come up to the standard of General Wavell’s Life of Allenby, which we
have all been reading. We have spent some time comparing his movements in
Palestine with the Israelite campaigns, reported in the Bible, & are interested to
notice how many of the same features appear in both e.g. trouble about rations and
water, the need for moving by night, and the scope for ambushes.

He writes in high spirits.

11



<1150841>
[18]
Friday, August 15, 1941.

A wet day, infinitely depressing. And the Harvest?

The papers are filled with the meeting of the President and the Prime Minister, and with the
joint declaration which was its outcome. It evokes nothing but abuse in the slave countries,
and is welcomed in the Free. The Daily Herald is emphatic in its approval, and emphasizes
its importance.

The news from Russia is not satisfactory, but too indefinite and ambiguous to provide the
materials for a judgment on the situation in that country. The two certainties are
unfavourable to the Nazis, viz. the enormous wastage of men & material, and the approach
of winter. It is difficult to see how the Invasion can escape failure, unless there is a
dramatically sudden and complete failure of the Defence. And of this there has yet been no
sign.

Braley came to see me. He had been at the Celebration this morning. My suspicion that it
was occasioned by the Roman Festival of the Assumption of the B.V.M. was justified. There
was used the appropriate Collect, Epistle, & Gospel, and a little serving lad smote the brazen
gong in the approved fashion!

[19]

Braley says that his book has got into a second edition. This is, in view of the circumstances
of the time, satisfactory, and, perhaps, surprising. He told me that the Dean is receiving a
rent of £150. for the Deanery, and that the Durham people disapprove of his letting it. |
myself think that his action is most regrettable. If | had been Bishop, | should have forbidden
it, as | did forbid Richardson to abandon his prebendal house. For, to my thinking, the very
being of the College is brought into doubt, and its corporate discipline made impracticable, if
the corporate body itself is to cease residence. Nor do | think it a seemly thing that a well-
endowed ecclesiastic like the Dean of Durham should “make money” out of the official
house. Mitres are brought in: the Age for Confirmation is lowered: and the Deanery is let to
female students — the Durham which | knew and governed is no more. It is indeed desirable
that | should be seen there no more. Probably the changes are generally welcomed. “My
people love to have it so.”

12



<1160841>
[20]
Saturday, August 16", 1941.

A fine day, but blustering and rather cold.

The Manager of the Felix Hotel at Felixstowe informed me that he had reserved 3 bedrooms
and a sitting room from April 25t to Sept. 8 | returned to the rather tiresome business of
going through my letter-book with a view to selecting such letters as might reasonably be
thought fit for publication.

In the afternoon Colonel and M"™ Hutchinson whom we met at lunch with General Massey
Lloyd called. He brought a volume of photographs of Ootamacund for Ella’s benefit. They are
much impressed by my study.

When they had gone away, the_Braleys came to tea, and afterwards Isabel & Jane played
croquet with Ella and Fearne, while Evelyn and | talked together. He told me that, when
challenged on the subject of his observance of the Assumption of the B.V.M. Moulsdale had
affirmed that it was authorised by the Revised Prayer Book of 1928: but, when this was
contradicted, had admitted that he was mistaken after a protracted but unsuccessful search.
He could not really have believed his own plea.

[21]

| read to Evelyn the letter which | addressed to my chauffeur, William Badham, on his 21
birthday, and asked his opinion about its publication. He was strongly in favour, holding with
Burge, the Bishop of Oxford, to whom | had shown the said letter, when he visited me at
Auckland Castle, that it would be widely welcomed by those who employ chauffeurs. But |
doubt the wisdom of their advice. The social and intellectual “climate” has changed so
greatly, the moral standards have been so shaken, and the religious tradition so enfeebled &
discredited during the last quarter of a century that what might well have been relevant and
helpful to young men when | wrote to William Badham in 1921, may well be almost
ludicrously unreal now. | feel myself increasingly unable to understand or approve the
thoughts and habits of the “under thirties”: and | am increasingly conscious of being to them
an enigma, which their natural courtesy may lead them to treat with kindness, but which
makes no appeal to their minds and consciences. | belong to a dead world.

13



<1170841>
[22]
10t Sunday after Trinity, August 17th, 1941,

A bright morning, but uncertain and cold.

Lord Crewe [Crew-Milnes*]has a remarkable article in the Sunday Times headed “Moral
Profiteering”. In view of the fact that he is in his 84t year, this article is a considerable
achievement. It is sad that he should have no heir. Lord Vansittart* has also a notable article
headed “Principle”, in which he denounces “Vichy France” with characteristic vehemence,
and calls for a clear announcement that all those, throughout Europe, who have played the
Quisling in order to establish Hitler’s victory, shall be brought to punishment after the War.
“Not vengeance but justice” is his slogan. | suspect that he will only strengthen those sons of
unwisdom who make the plea of justice only the cloak of that extreme injustice which is the
product of revenge. Nations, as well as individuals, should give heed to the words of S. Paul:

Avenge not yourselves, for it is written, Vengeance belongeth unto Me: | will recompense,
saith the Lord. But if thine enemy hunger, feed him: if he thirst, [?give] him to drink: for in so
doing thou shalt heap coals of fire upon his head. Be not overcome of evil, but overcome evil

with good.

[23]

We attended Mattins, when | read the lessons, and afterwards celebrated the Holy
Communion. Moulsdale read the prayers, and Braley preached from the text. “There
remaineth a rest for the people of God”. Peter Balaam had so persistent and noisy a cough,
that my audience of the preacher was gravely interrupted, but | heard enough to gather his
general drift. He discussed the relation of the two Testaments in Christian belief, disallowed
some formerly prevalent Biblical “superstitions”, and defended a general view of congruity
and continuity, as set forth in the Epistle to the Hebrews. Finally, turning his discourse to the
inevitable peroration of the War, he rebuked the tendency to object that, since opposition to
Hitler was obviously accordant with the Will of God, the continuous success of Hitler’s
armies were difficult to explain, by offering the precedent of Israel’s experience as the Bible
has recorded it. In spite of the Divine favour & direction, Israel wandered for 40 years in the
desert, & only gained the Promised Land by protracted conflicts, & many disasters. This
reasoning would probably be acceptable to the majority of church-goers. Braley & | walked
during the afternoon, inspite of rain.

14



<1180841>
[24]
Monday August 18th, 1941,

| received a cheerful letter from the [sic] Dick. It is dated 5 July, and, for the first time, states
that he has received a letter from me. He says

“You ought now to be receiving a pretty regular mail from me, for | posted letters to
you at every opportunity during our voyage, & from time to time sent telegrams”.

In the afternoon, we took the Braley’s to Colchester, & there visited the Museum and S.
Botolph’s. Then we went to Ardleigh, and had tea very comfortably with the Thurlows. We
got back to Hyntle Place in time to hear the 6 p.m. wireless.

| wrote to D" Josiah Oldfield telling him that | did not think it likely that any bishop would be
willing to ordain him, since, even if there were no other difficulty to be overcome, his age
was really disqualifying, since he could hardly be less than fourscore years old. He is a man
of such obstinacy and natural vigour, that, even this difficulty will hardly appear to him
insurmountable. None the less | cannot doubt that it will be so regarded by Bishops and
Parochial Church Councils.

[25]

The Cambridge Medieval History vol lll which deals with the Eastern Roman Empire (717-
1453) has a good account of the formal and final breach of unity in 1054 in ch. ix. “The
Greek Church: its relations with the West up to 1054”. The author is stated to be Louis
Bréhier. Professor of History at the University of Clermont-Ferrand. He also writes chapter xix
on “Attempts at Reunion of the Greek & Latin Churches”. If the usage of East & West up to
1054 be held to represent the mind & practice of the Holy Catholic Church and therefore
binding on English Churchmen, it needs no argument to show that the Reformation was no
more than an evil intrusion, & can merit from good Anglicans nothing but scornful
repudiation, while the use & wont of the most debased epoch in the history of Christianity is
clothed with supreme authority. Here is the ground for introducing to English Churchmen
the observance of the Feast of the Assumption of the B. V. M., which, though rooted in
heresy, & commended by a superstitious legend, sustained by a series of forgeries, was
certainly included in the practice of both East and West long before the Patriarch of

Constantinople Michael Cerularius excommunicated the Pope’s legates.

15



<1190841>
[26]
Tuesday, August 19th, 1941.

A beautiful morning, but with a feeling of autumn in the air.

| wrote, & copied into this Journal, a letter to Lady Thurlow when returning Harry’s letters
from Abyssinia.

We played croquet in the afternoon in spite of the wetness of the grass, which, even at 3
p.m. had not overcome the heavy autumnal dew.

Tom Reid came to see me, and, in the course of conversation, asked me to officiate at his
wedding in November. | promised to do so, if no obstacle hindered. We discussed the
prospect of the harvest, respecting which he disclosed some anxiety. Already, he had
observed that some of the wheat had begun to “sprout”. In this district hardly any of the
crops had yet been carried, & labour was very hard to get. He said that the root crops had
been much benefitted by the rain. Sugar beat could not be grown for more than a year: if it
were continued after that, it was apt to be infested by a horrible parasite, called “black eel”,
& would not be purchased by the sugar-merchants.

[27]
August 19th, 1941,
My dear Lady Thurlow,

| return Harry’s letters, which my Wife read to me last night, and with them | take
leave to send a few lines of very sincere gratitude. In these evil days, when the
boundary lines of fundamental morality are so widely obscured and ignored, it is
heartening to be brought into view of a filial relation so sound, sane, and strong as
that which looks out of your Son’s letters. | envy & congratulate his parents in equal
measures.

| pray that, by the Goodness of God, you and your Husband will live to rejoice & exult
in the full development of the good promise which your sons have, in such unusual
measure, in their earlier manhood so richly given.

Believe me.
Sincerely Gratefully.
H. Hensley Henson
Bishop

16



<1200841>
[28]
Wednesday, August 20th, 1941.

A bright but doubtful morning: and news from Russia doubtful but not bright. The
indications of a supreme German offensive through the Black Sea and Egypt to cut the
British Empire in two, overwhelm the Turks, and join up with the Japanese in the Far East are
gaining lucidity & plausibility. General Smuts appears to give them credit; and the
increasingly menacing language employed by Allied Statesmen both in U. S. A. and in the
British Empire point in the same direction.

| spent yet another morning in going through my letter-book with the object of discovering
whether | could persuade myself that it contained anything worth publishing: and, though |
honestly think there is in the deeper sense, | remain unconvinced that, in the shallower
sense in which publishers would understand the phrase, there could be produced anything
that would be a “best seller”! For the subjects with which my letters are concerned have
ceased to interest anybody under fifty. The 20t century has “no use” for the late Bishop of
D.!

17



[29]
August 21, 1941.
My dear Bishop.

| missed the issue of the Times which reported Anthony’s serious accident, & waited
to learn more certainly its gravity before sending you & your Wife a few lines of
sincere sympathy. Indeed, you both must have suffered acutely, but now, | hope, your
anxiety has been replaced by a reasoned optimism, & you may look forward to the
dear Boy’s complete recovery, & have good hope that his very promising career will
not be long interrupted.

The world is like the mourning chamber of a medieval prince, so deeply vested in
black that any other word or thought than the tragical appears to be inadmissible.
My main employment seems to be the writing of letters of condolence to the
Bereaved. It is a blessed and welcome change to send a message of congratulation.

[Page numbers disordered here, they revert from 29 back to 20]

18



[20] [cont.]
to an old friend.
May God bless you both and your Boy.
Affectionately Yours.
H. Hensley Henson

Bishop.

The Bishop of Derby [Alfred Rawlinson*].

<1210841>
[20]
Thursday, August 21, 1941.

A fine day. Harvesting resumed with chastened confidence.
| wasted the morning over the letter-book for 1927.

In the afternoon we motored to Beelings and had tea with Colonel Smith. Wallace Cox,
Clayton’s friend was there, & a widow lady from the neighbourhood.

Di Darling * [see Charles John Darling*] has a very useful letter in the Times under the
heading “What | miss most”. She gives the result of a roll-call on the subject in the Women’s
Institute. “Sugar beat fruit by a very short head for top place. Nobody mentioned meat at
all”. This is the more surprising since “two-thirds were village women whose husbands &
sons are engaged in manual labour in the open air”. There is a severe criticism of the
Government’s treatment of milk as against that of beer over the [21] signature of Sir Lennox
Russell. | suspect that the attempt to placate the Socialist demand that food supplies shall be
so rationed as to secure complete equality is really beyond the power of the Government to
satisfy, and that the attempt to satisfy involves much unnecessary discomfort, considerable
waste of provisions, and widely extended discontent. Yet the object aimed at is good, and
the attempt was unavoidable, but the problem is too vast & complicated for solution. We
shall probably have considerable trouble before this conclusion is accepted.

The reports from the Russian fronts are grave. It is evident that the Nazis are advancing, and
it is not clear whether the Russians have reserves of troops & weapons adequate for a
continuance of the fighting. But they do not yet shew signs of collapse, and Time is on their
side. The consumption of their resources by the Nazis must be enormous, & their difficulties
in supply & transport must be multiplying as they advance. Most important of all is the
approach of the Russian winter, which will compel the Armies to cease active warfare, and
sustain as best they can the rigours of the Russian climate.
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[22]
Friday, August 2219, 1941,

More rain during the night, and the morning clouded and gold. The process of harvesting is
apparently held up, and the final verdict on a Harvest (which promised to be unusually,
perhaps uniquely, abundant) is daily becoming more unfavourable.

Ella and Fearne went to Ipswich in order to visit the hair-dresser, get me a cheque changed,
lunch (after an unwholesome fashion of their own) and visit the pictures in order to see the
film of Nelson & Lady Hamilton. | remained in my study and went through the Letter-book
for 1927 [sic].! It includes the second rejection of the Prayer-Book measure, the retirement
of Apt. Davidson & the translation of Abp. Lang from York to Canterbury.? There seems to
have been general expectation that | should have been moved to the Northern Primacy but |
did not share it myself, and had made up my mind to decline translation for the 2% time
even if | were asked to concentrate thereto. York had no attraction for me, & in any case, |
could to have decently accepted appointment without stipulating for a “free hand in the
matter of the Establishment”.

[23]

History, the child of Literature,

links the ages of the world together.
Electricity, the child of Science,

links the ends of the earth together.
Friendship, the child of human Love,

links true hearts together everywhere.
Divine Love, the Parent of all these,

links Man to God and Earth to Heaven.

J. B. Hodgkin.

Lord Thurlow with his wife, and Rowaleyn came to tea in order to give us an opportunity of
saying Goodbye to Rowaleyn, who is under orders to go abroad next Monday to some
unknown destination. He thinks it will be the Middle East. Harry, his elder brother, is now in
Egypt, and has just been posted to the command of an Arab battalion; & will have to live,
like S. John Baptist, “in the wilderness”. Aleck the youngest brother is still in Jerusalem. The
War is opening wonderful vistas to all these youngsters. Their generation is parted from
mine by a deeper gulf than that (though that is deep enough) of the years.

' HHH107.

2These events are covered in the following two letter-books, HHH108 and 109.
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[24]
Saturday, August 239, 1941,

A heavy autumnal mist seemed to be leading in a fine day. But the promise was fallacious,
and by noon rain was falling steadily. It is to be hoped that as much can be said of the
weather on the Russian front where, we are assured, the roads are soon rendered
impassable by rain.

| expended the whole morning on the letter-book.

Rain continued throughout the day; & was still falling when we went to bed. The ground
must be saturated, and the Harvest prospect is darkening.

The Braleys called after tea, & listened to the 6 p.m. wireless. | was able to satisfy Isabel’s
curiosity as to Lady Hamilton’s finances by setting to read the account of that disreputable
lady which is given in the Dictionary of National Biography. While the three ladies studied
that record, Evelyn and | had some talk together. | directed his attention to Canon [Douglas]
Richardson’s* book for use in teaching candidates for Confirmation, which | am now reading
for the second time, in order the better to satisfy myself as to its quality & practical value.
On the whole | think the better of it, and incline to regard it favourably.
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[25]
11th Sunday after Trinity, August 24th, 1941,

| walked to church for the service at 8 a.m. under a clouded, but not wholly unpromising sky.
The rain had ceased, but the swollen state of the village pool revealed the magnitude of
yesterday’s downfall. Braley celebrated the Holy Communion, and happily abstained from
the superfluous little illegalities which mark the Rector’s manner of celebrating, and irritate
me vastly. There were about a dozen communicants.

The situation in the Ukraine is obscure, but growingly serious. Evidently the Nazi offensive
has reached its “peak”, and the Russians are hard pressed.

We attended Mattins, and heard an excellent discourse from Braley from a double text: the
Psalmist’s “I will remember the time past”, and S. Paul’s admission to the Philippians
“Forgetting the things that are behind”. He said many true and useful things, & with more
care in the delivery, they might have been the framework of a really great sermon. He is,
perhaps, handicapped by a certain suggestion of vulgarity in his voice, but, with care &
practice, this might be overcome. | read the lessons after a brief and embarrassing colloquy
with Moulsdale at the lectern anent the lessons to be read!

[26]

Braley walked with me for an hour and a half during the afternoon. We “deceived the road”
with talk. | sought to detach him from whatever affinities with Anglo-Catholicism he has
acquired, and which his association with Moulsdale suggests are fairly close. Probably the
uncertainty of his present position leads him to welcome any auxiliary to professional
advancement which the goodwill of that party can promise. And Moulsdale is an inveterate
wire-puller, whom he may think it prudent to conciliate. He disclaims with some emphasis
any personal acceptance of the creed, but, none the less, he may desire to have the good
word of the party. His recently published book, now in a 2" edition, (“A Policy in Religious
Education”) can hardly be pleasing to the Anglo-Catholic zealots, and as the attempt to re-
construct the national system in the interest of Christian education is seriously attempted,
the alienation will inevitably develope [sic].

| wrote to Dick, enclosing with my letter the “puffs” (including my own) which the publishers
print on the cover of Braley’s book.

The swallows were sitting together on the wires behind the house. Are they already
meditating desertion?
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[27]
Monday, August 25, 1941,

A wet morning, very uncompromising for a “holiday” at the seaside. In bad weather, the only
tolerable place is one’s own study, & the most intolerable a Hotel! And, then, the Harvest?

| received from D" Josiah Oldfield the following:-
My dear Bishop.

Thank you so many times. You have given me just the advice which | sought. | feel
sure that you would, in your wisdom, know whether the Church in of England was
able, or was not able, to find use for the sprit that | introduced for your
consideration.

Sadly, therefore, but in obedience to your wise warning, | recognise that such a work
as lies ahead must find a home in some other branch of the great Church Catholic of
God.

With kind greetings & grateful thanks,
Josiah Oldfield.

What will not the hasty enthusiasm of a perfervid Octogenarian not adventure? Have |
become midwife at the birth of yet another sect? It would seem that | should not have
retained the Wesleys!

[28]

We made our preparations for departure during the morning. The process implied for me a
hectic struggle with accumulated papers, reckless destruction alternating with fatuous
conservation. After lunch, we left Hyntle Place and motored to Felix Hotel, Felixstowe, where
we found pleasant rooms reserved for us with a noble view of the sea.

[Before leaving the house | paid James’s wages due next Friday: and on arriving at the Hotel |
counted my cash, & found that | had £1:16:6 in coin, and £19 in notes].

We had tea very comfortably in our sitting room: & then my ladies went out for a walk, and |
wrote to Sir James Irvine.

At 7.30 p.m. we dined in the Hotel. The food was sufficient, well-cooked, and well served.
Lord Woodbridge & his young lady Miss Browne were also dining. He told me that he also

intends to stay for a fortnight.

We have a wireless set in our sitting-room, & thus are able, in the absence of newspapers to
keep abreast of the news. Russian and British Forces have entered Iran, the one moving
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southwards from the Caucusus [sic], and the other northward from the Persian Gulf. That
most pestilent agitator.

[29]

The Mufti of Jerusalem, is reported to be in Iran. He stirred up trouble in Palestine, in Syria,
and in Irag. No doubt he is actively promoting anti-British movements in Iran. He is a
fanatical Moslem, and carries much weight in the Moslem states. Unhappily he hates Great
Britain intensely.

The “British Survey” arrived most opportunely, & | brought it away with me from Hintlesham
and read it in Felixstowe. It has an excellent account of the two countries — Iran and Iraqi,
which have now again leaped into prominence. It is plain enough that the Nazis have been
active in both, and, since their rebuff in Iraqi [sic], have been intensifying their efforts in Iran.
“No dictator in the world is more absolute than the present Shah, who is 6 ft. 3 in.,
handsome and dynamic. He controls everything: & everyone who holds power, holds it at his
pleasure. In 20 years he has made the country span three centuries”. His heir “who has been
married to a sister of King Farouq of Egypt since 1938, is an enthusiastic Boy Scout.” He has
evidently emulated his astonishing neighbour, Kemal of Turkey, but is less drastic and,
perhaps, more attracted by Germany.
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[30]
Tuesday, August 26, 1941.

A beautiful morning. My bedroom window, not having been opened behind the out-blacking
blinds, | felt oppressed by the lack of fresh air, but otherwise | was comfortable enough: and,
when the said blinds had been withdrawn, the windows opened, & fresh air admitted, |
rejoiced in an unimpeded view of the calm sea, sparkling in the morning sun.

We breakfasted at 8.30 a.m. very sufficiently save for the inadequacy of butter: but this was
in some measure balanced by an unexpected provision of marmalade. At the end of the
second year of the War we have good cause for thankfulness that our tables are so well
provided. If we may trust the reports from the continent, such provision is not found
possible anywhere else in Europe.

The parson who coincided with us in the dining room at breakfast spoke to me. His name is
Cox: he is Vicar of a parish in Felixstowe; he was born in Broadstairs & knew my sister. He is
now meditating resignation, though he is much younger than I. He spoke of Mills, the fat
Rector of Broadstairs, who succeeded Fawssett, also fat but less estimable.

[31]

Douglas Richardson* writes an astonishing amount of platform clap-trap about the Church
of England. He doesn't know much about its history, and even less about its actual working.
And he is obsessed by the arid modernism of Barnes & Major, though naturally of a
devotional temperament which accords ill with it. And he is not adequately protected by a
sense of humour from the pitfalls inseparable from his attempt to combine them.

| wrote to Grant Robertson.*

After lunch, like the Virgina in the Parable, we "all slumbered and slept". Then, for more than
an hour, we walked along the sea-front, admiring the desolate emptiness of a place, which,
in normal times, would have been crowded & noisy with holiday makers, but is now only
occupied by soldiers, & by such residents as have not been evacuated by the Authorities, or
driven into reluctant exile by the "dura necessities" of poverty. We returned to the Hotel,
and had tea in the lounge.

The German and Italian newspapers are raising a mighty how! of indignant protest against
the unspeakable crime of Britain & Russia by their invasion of Iran! It appears to be fairly
evident that we were only just in time to save Iran from becoming a second Syria: So far our
action seems to be going well.

[32]
| wrote to [Arthur] Brook Westcott,* though truly | am in considerable perplexity as to the

kind of letter which | can fitly address to him. He has, so far as | can judge, failed rather badly
as incumbent of a large and rapidly growing industrial parish, and now he has definitely
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joined the Labour party. This may make matters easy with some of his parishioners but will
not strengthen his hands for his spiritual task. He labours under formidable limitations e.g.,
the magnitude & character of his grandfather's reputation, the lack of pastoral experience
which ought to have held him back from accepting so heavy a spiritual charge, the manifest
unsuitableness of his Italian wife, and, worst of all, his cantankerous disposition which
multiplies friction and prohibits the benefit of experience. | was opposed to his accepting
Corly, but the "fatness" of the endowment, & the ill counsel of his relations, (among whom
his uncle, the Metropolitan of India was, perhaps, specially blameworthy,) were too strong.
The total effect has been unfortunate, and now probably has become incapable of remedy.
The freehold of the benefice & the growing requirements of his family will make him
immobile in Corby!

26



<1270841>
[33]
Wednesday, August 27th, 1941.

The night was rather windy, and sirens sounded but nothing worse happened: and the
morning was brilliant. The view of the sea from my bedroom, and from our sitting-room is
superb. The "salt, unplumbed, estranging sea" has an aspect of benevolence.

The Times arrived from Hintlesham, and provided me with an hour's reading. Its account of
the world-reactions to Winston's broadcast is, on the whole, satisfactory, except for some
nasty indications of what there is but too good reason for thinking is a growing anti-British
feeling in U. S. A. The American "mind" is a perplexing and even exasperating phenomenon.
It is Pecksniff in excelsis, so generously exalted in phrase, so pitifully mean in practice. Of
course there are many individuals, and, perhaps, some sections of the community, respect

ting which this broad generalisation would be equally unfair ad untrue. But, taking the
American "nation" as a whole, | cannot see my way to denying its substantial justice. They
will go to the extreme limits of promise & profession, but when the stark necessity of
accepting the dangers & sacrifices of congruous practice, the generality of Americans "look
the other way", and neither face the dangers nor accept the sacrifices. Will this verdict be
now reversed?

[34]
Aug. 27, 1941,
My dear Douglas,

We have come here, in spite of the danger of being bombed, in order to get a short
"holiday" & to facilitate the holidays of the maids at home: we have a delightful (but very
costly) suite of rooms with a noble view of the sea, and a melancholy, (but welcome),
absence of the swarms of visitors, which, in normal years, transform a charming "watering-
place" into a horrid blend of Vanity Fair and a menagerie.

| brought with me, in order to read it again, your book, for which, | fear, that | did not thank
you when it came to me from the publishers. Some of it, | think extremely good: some of it,
not so good: and some (not much) | dislike, partly because it jars, partly because it does not
carry me with it, & mainly because it provides a superfluously large opportunity for the
enemy. But, in final & balanced judgement, | think it is a brave venture, astonishingly
successful & deserving what, in this connexion, is styled success.

[35]
One point, larger, perhaps, than you may easily admit, is the rather alarming diagram, which
you have "copied by kind permission from one supplied to him by the eminent

anthropologist, Prof. Robert Brown." | am not competent to judge the anthropology, though
| am privately highly sceptical about anthropological theories, which are so protean, so
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dogmatic, and so suggestively vague. But | must needs think, that when an anthropological
diagram is utilised for the illustration of Christian belief, it would be advisable to follow the
old fashion in family pedigrees of beginning from the Beginning. You will have seen such
pedigrees. They begin with "Almighty God" printed large at the top: then "Adam", and, by
rapid steps on the ladder, & in varying degrees of fiction, arriving at the living representative
of the family.

I would like to see your pedigree of Mankind begin with
ALMIGHTY GOD
and then proceed:

[36]

1. Creation
2. The Planetary System

3. The Habitable Earth.

and then working from "Generalised Apes", by whatever stages the reigning Anthropological
theory permits, to the highly developed humanity which is now waging the biggest war in
History.

| think that, so arranged, the diagram would be far more spiritually helpful, and truly
informing, than in the arrangement on p. 48. Indeed, | think, the change would be worth
making.

| am wrestling with the foolishest Essay on senility that ever gave a touch of absurdity to the
inevitable egotism of Old Age, | mean, the composition of my own "Autobiography": but it
becomes so disgusting to me as | proceed, that | hardly think that | shall "bring" any fruit to
perfection"”, which, in this connexion, means "The Oxford University Press".

[37]

Give my love to Linetta..
and believe me.
Affect! your Friend
H. Hensley Henson
Bishop

The Rev. Canon Richardson
Harborne Rectory
Birmingham

| wrote to Douglas Richardson about his book which he had sent me through the publishers,

and then made a fruitless attempt to find Lord Woodbridge, who had been reported to be in
the garden. Returning to my room, | lost my way, and invaded two rooms in error, one of
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which was occupied by two harmless old ladies, who were both amazed and polite! The
absence of "a bump of locality" is a grave defect when one is staying in a large modern
Hotel.

After lunch we went to Lord Woodbridge, and had coffee with him, and a party of ladies.
Then we "rested" for an hour, after which my ladies went to some kind of a benevolent féte
at Trimley, where a person named Thomas, the brother of the Cambridge Professor is the
vicar. | stayed in

[page numbers disordered; returns to number 32]

[32] the Hotel & read "Boston", and then descended to the Lounge, and had tea. | went into
the garden & | talked with M" Herbert Cobbold and his wife. Our talk turned on America, and
| spoke of Boston as now a great Irish Papist centre, bigoted & corrupt, in which the old
traditional Boston was no more than an island of protesting culture. A lady from Boston
joined us, and (much to my reliefl) confirmed my words! She said that she knew the
Lawrences well, but had not been in Boston for years, & appeared to be surprised when |

told her that Bishop [William] Lawrence* yet lived.

| continued reading Upton Sinclair's book until dinner. It belongs to the same kind of satirical
literature as his other novels — Qill, Sylvia's Marriage, and "The Jungle". Along with these
publications | observe that there is advertised a book of Floyd Dell — "Upton Sinclair". A
Study in Social Protest.

Lord Woodbridge told me that Canon Cox, the Vicar of the Church with the Spire desired to
ask me to preach on Sunday, the 7t Sept, which is to be kept as a day of Prayer, but hadn't
the courage to do so. | told him that | would do this at the morning service, 11.15 a.m. But |
must get my robes from Hyntle Place.
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[33] [sic]
Thursday, August 28th, 1941.

A very stormy night. My window could not be opened, and | consequently suffered from lack
of air, the "Black Hole - in - Calcutta" feeling, which persists. | came on the following
description of Bishop Lawrence in "Boston" p. 536:

The little old lady had an inspiration: instead of appealing directly to the Governor,
they would concentrate their energies upon Bishop Lawrence of the Episcopal
Church, blood-brother to all blue-bloods, & official delegate of the Prince of Peace on
earth. Persuade the Bishop to appeal for an impartial commission!

The whole reference is, as might be expected, sarcastic and denigrating, but it shows the
social importance which attached to the Bishop in Boston.

| received a letter from Rawlinson answering my inquiry about Anthony. The boy seems to
have had a near shave of losing his life or his reason, but now happily he seems on the road
to compete recovery. Rawlinson himself is but now recovering from a serious operation.
Misfortunes, like rooks, come in crowds. The reaction of the religious sufferer can only be
"Though He slay me, yet will | trust Him".

[34]

| read yesterday's "Times", and then started to copy out as much as was suitable for the
sermon on Sunday week from "Last Words"; of which | had the proof, and then strolled in
the garden, & into the town. We called on old_M"Mayor, who now lives in 5 Foxglove
Gardens, a new house into which he has moved after his wife's death. He looks frail, but
dignified, like an ancient hidalge, who might have been the original of "Don Quixote".

After lunch we motored to Hintlesham, & fetched my robes, & some books, returning to
Felixtowe in time to have tea with Lord Woodbridge in the Hotel. He was in good spirits, and
spoke with much animation on many subjects. He told me that he was being much pressed
by Miss Loraine, a sister of Sir Percy Loraine, the ex-ambassador who lives in Burstall, to
become the patron of Buchman's Groups in Suffolk. He was not very willing to do this, &
would like my advice on the matter. | presented him with a copy of my Charge.

There are conflicting reports about the condition of the infamous Laval who was shot in Paris
yesterday. There would be few regrets if he went to his own place.
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[35]
Friday, August 29th, 1941.

A fine but windy morning. There were "alerts", and the noise of passing planes, & gun-fire
during the night, but, nevertheless, | slept fairly well, and had my blind up by 6.30 a.m. | read
through the Convocation speech which | delivered in the York Convocation on June 7th, 1934,
and which was published as a pamphlet under the title: - "Unitarianism or Historic
Christianity". It is distressingly orthodox, and yet unavoidably so, if | can honestly face the
world as an officer of the Christian Church. At least, though in some sense, | dislike it, |
cannot see my way to withdraw it, or to abandon the position which it affirms. There is an
"antinomy" in the Christian belief about Jesus which cannot be avoided, which must be
tolerated, and which cannot be reconciled with Unitarianism, Humanism, or Deism.
Increasingly | take refuge in an Agnosticism which is both Theistic and Christian, and puts
aside the whole mass of arbitrary & meticulous Christology Fheelogy which forms the
Orthodox Tradition, not as untrue, but as unprovable, & not necessarily included in a living
discipleship.

[36]

| occupied the morning in completing the adapted copy of the sermon from "Last Words". It
is a conflation of the two discourses which | preached in the Abbey last year, when we
observed the first anniversary of the War.

After breakfast | had some pleasant talk with a lady just arrived in the Hotel. In the course of
our conversation she told me that she was a Baptist. Evidently she was a keen member of
the Sect. She was acquainted with D [Terrot] GLover,* & had some knowledge of Lord Reith.

The Russians are reported to have destroyed the great dam over the Dnieper in order to
hold up, and embarrass the advancing Nazis.

The Shawh has "given in", and while both British & Russians continue to advance,
negotiations for a permanent settlement of the dispute are in progress.

A violet thunderstorm broke while the 6 a.m. wireless was proceeding, & made audience
difficult. The storm was accompanied by a mighty downpour of rain, which will do much
damage to uncut crops.

Dick telegraphs "No news of you for some time. With all my love". | have written every
week.
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[37]
Saturday, August 30t", 1941,

A quiet night after the storm. Except for the noise of aeroplanes, everything was quiet
enough.

The light by my bed is set so high in the wall that its illumination is inadequate for my eyes,
and the situation of the bed precludes the full benefit of the daylight, when that is
obtainable. Moreover, the daylight itself is less than it might be by reason of the over-
shadowing of my windows by the lofty hotel. Is there any nook in the world in which a child
of man can be wholly content?

| heard the 8 a.m. wireless: but there was little enough to reward my attention.
My only letter was an income-tax assessment form, from which | could garner small comfort!

Woodbridge sent me a note inviting me to "join him in a glass of sherry about 11.30" so |
sate with him for more than an hour, & we talked together pleasantly enough. He has
travelled much: seen much: read much: & becomes more interesting the better he is known.
He sate in Parliament as a conservative, & his point of view, political and even ecclesiastical,
is not uninfluenced by that circumstance, but he has a kind heart, & a just mind.

[38]

In the afternoon we had tea with old M"” Mayor, formerly Vicar of Whitburn. He lives now in
a pleasant small house with his grand-daughter, who appears to be (an unusual
combination) both pretty and capable. We had some pleasant talk, and then returned to the
Hotel. Mayor will shortly be 81: | shall shortly be 78. He is, perhaps, more infirm than I, even
when the disparity of age is allowed for. But, perhaps, | disguise my infirmities more
successfully than he disguises his. But neither of us has much to look for in the world: and
the problem of duty is simplified into the process of avoiding work!

Saturday evening in the Felix Hotel is marked by a dance, & everything is subordinate to it.
The ordinary resident guest, unless he himself be a dancing man, is superfluous, & knows it!
Lord Woodbridge advised us to be early in the dining room, as there would probably be a
crowd. We followed his advice, but the attendance was less numerous than usual; & were
not inconvenienced. | got away after dinner, but_Ella and Fearne could not withstand the
allurement of Vanity Fair, and remained below. However the function was not excessively
prolonged. They returned to our rooms before midnight.

[39]

History records that those who heard the Gettysburg address of Abraham Lincoln
were ill-pleased with by it. They found it brief and inadequate: & gave all their praise
to the flowery discourse of the great Edward Everett of Boston. But the future
seldom chooses words which are flowery: it chooses those which have been wrung
from the human heart in moments of great suffering, and which convey a gleam of
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spiritual illumination. When such words have been spoken, we discover what Paul
meant, when he wrote, "this mortal shall put on immortality". School children learn
them by heart, & libraries are written to interpret them: they are graven upon
marble & cast in bronze: armies carry them on banners, temples arise to glorify
them, & civilisations are built in their image.

Upton Sinclair "Boston" p.600.

The reference is to the written words, in Italianate English, of Vanzetti, the fish pedlar,
awaiting the electric chair to which he had been unrighteously sentenced.
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[40]
12th Sunday after Trinity, August 31st, 1941.

A brilliant morning, cloudless sky and placid sea smiling like an innocent babe in the sunlight
of its mother's love. "The earth IS [sic] the Lord's & the fulness thereof — though the devil
work his hardest to obscure the fact, & man in his insensate folly openly denies it". The Lord
is King: the earth may be glad thereof — yea the multitude of the isles maybe glad thereof.
Clouds & darkness are round about Him: righteousness & judgement are the habitation of
His Seat. Hitler & his foul gang of miscreants will have to realise this before the curtain falls
on their wicked and wasting lives! Sursum Corda!

Canon Cocks very civilly gave me his copy of the "Sunday Times". it contains quite a savage
leading article addressed to the Americans, written, | am persuaded, by Lord Vansittart. |
doubt its wisdom: but | admit its justice, and admire its vigour. | wonder what the truth
about American policy and practice in this fearful war really is. The President is probably
sincere, but he is a politician to the finger-tops, and an American politician. Sincerity, in his
case also, is "with limited liability".

[41]

| talked with a young lady in the garden, whose father is a naval officer, charged with some
duty here. She told me that he thought the Germans must attempt invasion this November,
or give up the project. Also, he thought that the invasion, if made at all, would be made in
Ireland. That is also my own (quite unauthoritative) opinion.

We attended Mattins in S. John's Church at 11.15 a.m. The Vicar officiated and preached.
There was a considerable congregation, including a number of troops. The choir consisting of
men, women, & boys was sufficient, but in view of its size, disappointing. The Vicar has an
admirable voice, clear, musical & well modulated. | have rarely heard prayers & lessons
better read. The congregation joined in hymns & responses very heartily. The sermon
delivered from notes was unusually well planned, so well, indeed, that | suspect dependence
on Fosdick or some other popular modern preacher. In any case, it had been carefully
prepared, and was effectively delivered. At the conclusion of the service the National
Anthem (one verse of it) was sung. Before beginning his sermon, Canon Cocks announced
that the preacher next Sunday would be the late Bishop of Durham.

[42]

| wrote to Dick, and to Arthur Rawle.

We had tea in the garden, & afterwards walked for awhile. Then Woodbridge asked me to go
to his room, and hear the 6 p.m. wireless news. This | did, but there was nothing of
importance. He showed me some Buchmanite books which he was reading; and, though he
protests that he is unshaken in his dislike of the Groups, | cannot avoid the suspicion that he
is unwholesomely impressed by i&them. The claim that the movement produces results, and
the argument (of unquestionable authority) that "by their fruits" genuine disciples are to be
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recognised, have a weighty appearance in the eyes of a man, who has lived in the
commercial world, and is now declining into an old age which is shadowed by illness. | shall
be sorry of the old man falls into Buchman's net, but | shall not be surprised. And in arguing
against the Movement, | am handicapped by my fear that | may be doing him some spiritual
injury, for one never knows how, or when, or by whom the Divine message comes to any
man. So one must "wait and see"!
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[43]
Monday, September 1%, 1941.

Another brilliant day. At breakfast my bill for the week (£32: 0: 11) was brought to me. On it
was the warning that cheques were not accepted! However, on appealing at the office, | was
told that this rule, like many more important ones, was not a “law of the Medes & Persians”,
and that my cheque would suffice. So | paid the account forthwith.

On my way to our rooms, | violated, for the fourth time the frontiers of the aged lady’s
apartments. She was very civil, told me she would be 87 in November, & had been bombed
out of her own house. She seems to have made the Felix Hotel her abiding home.

| finished Sinclair Lewis’s ‘Boston’, which is less a novel than a Communist indictment of
American democracy. It gives a horrible picture of industrialism as it has developed in the
U.S.A, where few of the restraining factors which History has created in the older
industrialism of Europe have any considerable influence, and cupidity has bent even Religion
to its service. The debasement of American society, & its revolting snobbery have their worst
expressions in the spheres of politics and “justice”. The coarse & cynical opportunism of the
reigning millionaires is incredible.

[44]

We had tea in the garden of the Hotel, and then | wrote a long letter to Noel Lamidey. His
address is

Arthur’s Circle

Forrest
Canberra A.C.T.
Australia.

| asked Canon Cocks to have speech with me, but | am not quite clear what | want to say to
him; or rather | do not see how | can judiciously say what | want to say! On Sunday |
observed a lighted [sic]

Canon Cocks had tea coffee in my room after dinner, and | had much talk with him. He said
that he was not himself an Anglo-Catholick, though he had been appointed to the charge of
a parish in which Anglo-Cath™ had been taught in an accentuated form. There had been a
petition against him on his appointment because he was not sufficiently “advanced”. The
lamp in the sanctuary did not indicate that the Sacrament was there reserved, but was
merely ornamental! The Sacrament was reserved in a side chapel, & used for the
communion of the Sick as authorized in the revised Prayer Book. The population of his parish
was about [45] 6000, and in the season, it is much swollen by visitors. | enquired whether
the reserved Sacrament was often required, & he said that the number of “sick
Communions” was sometimes inconveniently large; but he admitted that the practical case
for reservation was built rather on the convenience of the parish priest than on the need of
sick parishioners.
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| enquired who were the soldiers in the congregation and why the [missing word] marched
away from the church in small groups. He replied that they were the Episcopalians from the
Scottish regiments stationed in Felixstowe. | asked whether Buchman’s “Oxford” movement
had made any headway in his parish, and he replied in the negative. He did not himself think
highly of the Groupists, being influenced by the unfavourable report of their activities in
Cambridge, which he had received from his son who had met them during his academic
course. We got on to the general situation in the Church of England, & he soon disclosed the
too-familiar complaint of the clergy about their immobility, and the unfair working of our
patronage system. He had come to Felixstowe by the method of “Exchange”!
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<1020941>
[46]
Tuesday, September 279, 1941,

The post brought me a press cutting form the ‘British Weekly’ (Aug. 28t 1941). It is included
in ‘Nico’s Columns’, and headed ‘Nonconformity & the National Church’, and opens
flatterously:

“With what unmeasured relish does the recipient of many books come upon one
that is not merely botched together but actually written, and that has for its author
one who has both an ear for a sentence and a personality to constitute a style! The
first rule for those who presume to write or speak about religion is that they be
interesting and not dull. | have no idea whether D" Hensley Henson’s “The Church of
England” in the “British Institutions” series (University of Cambridge Press) was a
“best seller”, but | am sure it was a “best reader”, if the phrase were to be allowed. It
is interesting, provoking, brilliant.”

Then, of course, the writer proceeds to take what he wants for the feeding of his own parti
pris, & to ignore the rest! Still, there is a certain value in knowing what impression one
actually makes on somebody else!

[47]

But | do not think that “the first rule for those who presume to write or speak about religion
is that they be interesting & not dull.” | should hold that sincere conviction was better
entitled to the primacy; but | allow, and have often maintained, that an indispensable factor
in the preacher’s art is that which arrests attention by arousing interest. It is indicated by St
Paul’s description of his own evangelistic procedure — “Being crafty | caught them with
guile”. But this Jesuitry is only the bait on the trap. It may not extend deeper. Itis the ring of
genuine conviction that is the secret of successful speaking & writing about Religion, and
that is not a rule to be deliberately adopted, but a Gift from Above. “The secret of the Lord is
with them that fear Him".

The impotance of modern preaching has its root in the absence of personal conviction; and
the remedy lies outside our reach. Nothing can provide a substitute, enthusiasm, rhetoric,
dramatic skill, self-hyprolisation [sic]. These cannot fill the void. “If | speak with the tongues
of men & of angels, but have not love, | am become — a popular preacher!

[48]

Major York had tea with us in the garden & afterwards came to our room to hear the 6 p.m.
news. He was friendly and loguacious, disclosing a “staying power” which [missing word?]
have done credit even to a Russian Army. He was, of course, very properly reticent on all
matters concerned with the war, but | took the impression that he himself did not think it
likely that an invasion would be attempted, & he was persuaded that the Germans would
use poison gas only in the very improbable contingency of their having succeeded in
establishing themselves in the island, and their desiring to “finish the business”.
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Lord Woodbridge presented us at lunch with three lovely peaches which had arrived from
Abbey Oaks.

Roosevelt’s Labour Day broadcast was certainly not lacking in vigour, & is generally
interpreted as preluding some new efforts on the part of America to defeat Hitler; but it
discloses even by its vigour the President’s unconsciousness that he has behind him no
united nation, but one in which oppugnant are present, and perhaps gaining strength.

Ella gave me the Penguin edition of Gertrude Bell’s ‘Letters’. They are excellent, good
reading.
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<1030941>
[49]
Wednesday, September 3%, 1941.

Another superb day. Temperature in my room 69°.

After breakfast, | wrote to the Bishop of StE. & I. telling him that | had promised to preach in
his diocese next Sunday: that | had assured Canon Cocks that, since | should not be
performing any specifically episcopal function, | must be regarded as a “common or garden”
preacher, for whom no special permission from the diocesan was needed: and singing the
praises of the Felix Hotel as every way satisfactory, save for its cost.

Roosevelt’s Labour Day Address appears in the Times of yesterday, which arrived this
morning. It confirms the observations recorded on the preceding page of this Journal.
Nothing could more clearly reveal the international anarchy which now prevails than that
such a speech efsuch-a-man could be made by the authoritative spokesman of a Nation
which is not at war. It is apparent that the conventions of diplomacy have ceased to retain
significance. “Total War” has obliterated them as completely as it has obliterated the
conventions of civilized warfare. It is difficult to see how peace can be secured save by the
extermination of the defeated nation.

[50]

| find ‘The Letters of Gertrude Bell’* so absorbing that | cannot put them down. Her
versatility, power, courage, & pertinacity were amazing. How ought such a revelation of
feminine potency to affect my attitude towards the problem of ‘Feminism’? If the issue
turned on the competence of individuals, there could be no hesitation in answering that the
equality of the sexes apart from the sphere of sexual functioning was demonstrated. This
lady was never wife or mother: her wonderful capabilities could hardly have found effective
expression if she had been either. If, then, the essential question have to do with the sex,
and not with the individual, then is it not reasonable to decide that careers which imply
renunciation of normal sexual functioning in society are inconsistent with the ultimate
interest of society whieh itself, since that interest involves, manifestly and vitally, the frank
fulfilment of woman’s distinctively natural (sc. sexual) role in human life, and should,
therefore, be normally closed to women? Individuals should be free to ‘fulfil themselves’
outside the normal grooves, but the normal grooves must be maintained for the wholesome
functioning of women, as a separate Sex. Is this irrational?

[51]
Miss Gertrude Bell brought together her Persian teacher and an old American Professor of
Divinity. The Mohammedan “asked the Christian what he considered were the proofs of
Christ’s being God.”

The American answered in the most charming manner, but of course could give no

proofs except a personal conviction. Mirza A. said, “He speaks as a lover, but | want
the answer of the learned.” | felt as | interpreted between them how much the
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philosophic inquiring eastern mind differed from ours. The value my professor
attached to the vivifying qualities of Christ’s Teaching was certainly lost on the
Oriental, & on the other hand Abdullah’s dialectics were incomprehensible to the
Western — at least the starting point was incomprehensible. They talked for about an
hour, and at the end Abdullah was quite as much at a loss as before to understand
why the Professor accepted one prophet and rejected the others, & I’'m bound to say
| quite sympathized with him. He said to me after the Professor [52] had gone: “You
must reject all or accept all, but he chooses and can give no reason. He believes
what his fathers have told him!” It was a very curious evening. The professor was a
perfect old angel all the time. One could not help being immensely impressed with
the quality of his faith. (i.135)

If the Missionary had built his belief in the Deity of Jesus on the foundation of his belief in
Deity, he would have been on stronger ground. The great Johannine text — “Let not your
heart be troubled; ye believe in GOD, believe also in ME” — discloses the true order of
religious thinking. First, Theism: then, such Theism as Christ declared: & finally, that Theism
fully shown, in terms of humanity, in Jesus, “He that hath seen ME hath seen the Father”.
However | doubt whether the brilliant lady, imprisoned in the hard intellectualism of the
Deistic tradition, was able to follow the American Missionary’s meaning: & he was probably
more humanitarian & sentimental than theological in his personal religion. And “LOVE” is
for Christians, the very principle of religious Truth.

[53]

Mayor and his grand-daughter, Heather MClaverty, came to tea, and stayed for about two
hours.

The day, which opened with such brilliant promise, deteriorated as it advanced, and had
become definitely unpleasant at nightfall. A heavy mist, almost a sea fret, wrapped the
world in a dull greyness, which was very depressing. The temperature, when | dressed for
dinner, stood at 70°, and there was a stuffiness in the air which made one feel cross & ill-
conditioned.

The 6 p.m. wireless seemed to report the opening of a tremendous battle outside Leningrad,
but all the news from Russia is ambiguous. In some measure it is a race against time. The
Germans are menaced by the approach of Winter, and are already embarrassed by the
heavy autumnal rains, which transform the dusty soil into a quagmire, through which it is
almost impossible for a mechanised army to advance. The Russians are menaced by the
approach of Famine, which may well compel Leningrad, a city with a huge population, to
surrender, if the siege be protracted. The loss of Leningrad would certainly be a heavy
calamity, but it is certainly by no means improbable.
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<1040941>
[54]
Thursday, September 4th, 1941.

| had a profusely uncomfortable night, and when at last the morning came, | felt so woefully
ill that | was half inclined to stay in bed. Since Fearne reported that she also had been
indisposed, it seemed natural to conclude that something we had eaten must have “gone
wrong”. However, we got up, and descended to breakfast. The heavy mist still lay over the
sea, & destroyed our prospect. It lifted somewhat during the forenoon.

The afternoon was brilliant. Ella showed me Ernest’s Parochia[l] Magazine. It contains
articles signed by himself, and expressed in a very pontifical manner. He gives his
‘considered opinion’ on the conduct of the War, which, he thinks, is utterly inept; and sneers
at the “Atlantic Charter” issued by Roosevelt & Churchill as futile & platitudinous! And all
this from an obscure person with no conceivable title to express his views about the conduct
of the War! But he is a very unbalanced creature with a ‘pruritas scribendi’ as urgent as
Baxter’s, and quite without Baxter’s personal authority and universally admitted sanctity. |
am afraid that he is quite unteachable, & | shall be surprized if he doesn’t write himself into
trouble.

[55]

Lord Woodbridge asked me to sit with him at 5.30. So we talked together on his balcony
very pleasantly, and heard the 6 p.m. wireless. The fighting around Leningrad continues
without any notable change. There has been another notable display of patriotic eloquence
in London. Both Mackenzie King & Churchill excelled themselves. If speaking could do the
work of fighting, this War would soon reach a victorious conclusion! | suppose it is the
characteristic of a genuine democracy that so much importance is attached to effective
public speaking, since men who will not be forced must needs be persuaded: and the main
instrument by which persuasion is secured is effective public speaking. Yet, there is no
secure connexion between oratory and political wisdom, or patriotic motive, or personal
rectitude. And great orators have often been great rogues e.g. Bolingbroke. Has Wireless
increased the power of eloquence? Certainly, the great speeches are now transmitted with
a meticulous fidelity, which extends to the orator’s tones & emphases. The personal link
between speaker & hearer is preserved. Only the play of his countenance and his gestures
are still lacking. And Science has not yet emptied the Cornucopia of its inventions.
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<1050941>
[56]
Friday, September 5t, 1941,

The P.M.s speech, as | heard it on the wireless yesterday, struck me as the speech of a tired
man. It was also the effort of an old man, who was consciously inadequate to his own
standard. Do | not know that feeling?

“The Letters of Gertrude Bell” is one of the most charming and thought-provoking books |
have read. Vivid, humourous, incisive, suggestive, — a very masculine production, & yet with
a lightness of touch & quickness of perception which are truly feminine. The distribution of
sex-qualities, physical, mental, moral, spiritual is a deep problem, unsolved & perhaps
insoluble. The other day, as we passed along the street, there was somebody sitting outside
a little house, with his body uncovered from the waist. The fullness of the breasts suggested
that it was a woman, and | reflected on the shamelessness of such self-exposure. But a
nearer view showed that it was a young soldier; but nowise lessened my astonishment,
though it was shifted from his character to his physique!

[57]

We probably have the key to some of the greater scandals of history, and of our modern
world, in the strange interlacement of sexual qualities in the same persons, the balance
inclining now in the direction of the one sex, & now in that of the other. | suppose, the
perfect human being would combine both in complete & continuing harmony. And some
theologians would maintain — not without plausibility, and, perhaps, nothing more could in
this case be required — that such harmony of the sexes was present in the humanity of the
Incarnate. But then, if so much be conceded, what becomes of the exemplary character of
the Life of Jesus. Difficult, but not impossible, is His Example for Men: but is it not wholly
irrelevant in the case of women? But did not Hort point out that the ‘Imitatio Christi’ could
never be interpreted by the actual precedents of His life in Palestine, but only by the Sprit
which these precedents disclosed? “If any man hath not the Spirit of Christ”, he is none of
His, says S. Paul: he might have said, “If any woman”.

[58]

A batch of ecclesiastical appointments, all fairly good, none clearly bad. [Frank] Barry* gets
at last the place on the Episcopal Bench for which he has long been quite apparently lusting.
He goes to Southwell. His deafness must needs be a dreadful handicap, but, in spite of it, he
will probably succeed, especially in Nottingham. Parsons* is translated from Southwark to
Hereford. He is a dull fellow, but with a creditable record. He will have to take with him the
difficult problem of an enigmatic wife, who seems to have an insurmountable dislike for all
things clerical! Noel Hudson goes back as Bishop to Newcastle, where he served acceptably
as incumbent. Cash, the Secretary of C.M.S. succeeds Perowne at Worcester, an Evangelical
following an Evangelical. Milner-White from Cambridge, becomes Dean of York in
succession to Bate. The Archbishop of York will, | imagine, be pleased: and the Primate of All
England will have no reason for dissatisfaction. On the whole, | think the P.M. has done well.
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[59]

| wrote severely to Ernest about his Parish Mag: and then, | wrote letters of congratulation to
Barry & Parsons. | don’t feel myself on terms of such intimacy with Cash and Hudson as
would justify my writing to them.

Also, | wrote [to] Canon Lanchester consenting to his request that my lecture in Ipswich
should be postponed to October 21%, on account of the Meeting of the Diocesan Conference
on the day originally arranged.

| received a very amiably expressed letter from the Bishop of StE. and I., acknowledging my
letter about preaching here next Sunday. Canon Cocks had already informed him.

“Cocks wrote, | think, not to ask if you might preach for him, but to ‘boast’ that you
were to.”

But “pride goeth before a fall” in these matters also. There will be little cause for ‘boasting’
when he has heard me! However, | think the Bishop’s letter is designed as a kind of olive-
branch, to end the dissidence caused by his accepting the mitre!

[60]

When her brother Hugo was ordained on Sept. 19th, 1909, Gertrude Bell did not witness the
function. She wrote to Lady Bell:

| don’t think | shall go to Ripon. | do feel so entirely out of that atmosphere. Of
course don’t say that to Hugo. | would not wound his feelings for the world, & if you
think | shall do so by not going, | will.

There is, indeed, no evidence of genuinely religious interest in her letters.

She was strongly opposed to Female Suffrage, & joined in the formation of an Anti-Female
Suffrage Movement: and in this respect she stood with many other gifted & prominent
women. The explanation may, perhaps, be found in 3 facts:

1. They belonged to ardent “Liberal” families, & went with the Party in following
Asquith’s lead.

2. They enjoyed the éclat of being female prodigies, who transcended the normal
limitations of their Sex.

3. They were generally women in whom specifically feminine emotions, motives, &
physical impulses were abnormally weak. They were almost sexless, ‘like other
angels, neither marrying nor being given in marriage.
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<1060941>
[61]
Saturday, September 6%, 1941,

| received the following from Milford:
3 September, 1941
My dear Bishop,

| read, during a miserably wet fortnight in an Hotel where | was half-starved,
the rest of your book, and it helped to make the fortnight tolerable.
| am sure that what you have written is well worth publishing, and in spite of the
ever-increasing difficulties of finding a printer and providing the paper and cloth, |
want to proceed......

We estimate by the way that what you have written so far is about 130,000 words,
which would make about 320 pages in the style of Bell’s Life of Davidson......
Yours sincerely,
H. S. Milford.

It would seem to be difficult for me honourably to back out of the enterprize, but | am more
than ever sceptical as to its worth-whileness, and as to the reasonableness of setting out
such a life as mine in such immense proportions!!

[62]

| do not think my Autobiography could exclude the record of my episcopate which, from the
public point of view, was the most important part of my life. Yet, to include the episcopate
must involve a two-volume biography, and that seems excessive to the point of arrogance in
the case of an individual who achieved nothing, wrote nothing, & was nothing of any real or
lasting value!

| wrote to Dick. Some harmless observations about wire-netting & soldiers in this place
seemed highly injudicious to my wife, who believes that Censorship is meticulous & severe.
But as everything in my letter was already known to all the world, | did not think it necessary
to re-write my letter.

After lunch we walked for an hour and a half, & then had tea in our room. | noticed not
without a certain (irrational) chagrin that there were posters in the town announcing my
preaching tomorrow. The kind of patriotic tub-thumping, which such notices suggest, is the
very last thing the congregation will get from the late Bishop of Durham, who whatever may
be his faults (and none knows better than he how grave they are) the vice of “tub-thumping”
is not included among them.

[63]
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| wrote to Sir Humphrey Milford accepting his suggestion that we should meet at the
Athenaeum on Thursday, 18t September, lunch together and then discuss the problem of
the Autobiography.

Much to our surprize, Olive (the cook) came to say that her projected holiday in Derbyshire
had fallen through, and that she would return to duty next Tuesday. This is hard on her, but
not inconvenient to us.

The 6 p.m. wireless reports a cheerful speech by Sir Kingsley Wood, * in which he said that
our daily expenditure is now £12,500,000: that he does not contemplate additional taxation
this year: that we are prepared to assist the Russians with unlimited credits.

James (the gardener) wrote to inform me that he is called up for training as a driver on
Thursday next. He is to go to a training centre in the Midlands. This is extremely
inconvenient for us. It is all but impossible to find anybody to take his place, and there are
many questions to be answered about his wife and child, and their occupation of the
gardener’s house. And the garden? | wish | were more ‘able-bodied’.
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<1070941>
[64]
13t Sunday after Trinity, September 7th, 1941.

A glorious morning. The spectacle of the Sea, rippling in the sunlight and sobbing gently on
the beach under my bedroom window was a spiritual benediction. | read over my poor little
discourse in bed before getting up. It is woefully inadequate: but “Who is sufficient for these
things?” We can but answer with S. Paul, “Our sufficiency is of God”. May we adventure so
much?

We heard the 9 a.m. wireless news before descending to breakfast. Roosevelt is to make a
speech of “major importance” urbi et orbi tomorrow, which is to be broadcast in 14
languages, and will be audible to us in Hintlesham on Tuesday. The dancing last night
explained the delay in breakfast, and the evident fatigue of the Hotel servants.

This is Woodbridge’s birthday. | congratulated him. He has with him his Brother, & a bright
looking nephew, aged 18, in naval uniform.

| went once more through my sermon, and made a few more emendations. It does not
please me, but | cannot amend it now.

[65]

The service was attended by a large but not crowded congregation. There were about a
score of artillery men, & a number of Home Guards, but the Scottish soldiers, who normally
attend, were absent on military duty. Lord Woodbridge and his party were prominently
placed in front of the pulpit, and in the seat behind them were Ella and Fearne. A young
choirman was introduced to me as one whom | had confirmed. My sermon took (teste
Fearne) exactly 25 minutes in delivery. It was closely listened to, but | doubt whether it was
approved. The tone & manner were probably disappointing. | took the impression that
Canon Cocks was by no means well-pleased. But | may have been mistaken. Woodbridge,
his brother, and the naval lad, his nephew, were good enough to express their approval of
the discourse, which | “lapped up” with the gusto with which preachers absorb the hollow
compliments of their hearers! “Old men are always pleased with the approbation of the
Young,” | said, quite truthfully to the naval lad. He told me that he was on leave, & had just
got a new ship in the Middle East.

[66]

Major Yorke called to bid us farewell. He had attended the service in the morning, & had
lunched with Lord Woodbridge. He is very confidently optimistic about the War, for he
“feels in his bones” that Hitler is nearing his crash! Perhaps that is as good a reason for
optimism as can be found!

Then we issued from the Hotel, in order to enquire for old M"Mayor, who was reported to
be acutely indisposed by a too confident consumption of turnips! But we missed one
another in the going forth from the Hotel, & | myself came first to Foxgrove House, & was
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persuaded by Heather to see her grandfather who was recovering and repentant. As | came
away | ran into the lost Ladies, bent on repeating the inquiry. Finally in two detachments we
arrived back in the Hotel, a littled [sic] ruffled by our procedures, & there had tea in the
Garden. On returning to our room | wrote to Ralph Inge,* being much disturbed by the
noisy, & almost unintelligible broadcast of the Story of Durham Cathedral in “the Children’s
Hour”. It was a réchauffé of the familiar legends, eked out with chanting & clamour!
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<1080941>
[67]
Monday, September 8t, 1941.

There was a warning siren early in the night, but nothing more alarming. | do not suppose
that — apart from an actual invasion, which | cannot bring myself [something missing?] is
really a probable event — we are no more endangered by air-raids in Felixstowe than in
Hintlesham.

On the whole, our fortnight in the Felix Hotel, though very expensive, has (so far as | can
judge) justified itself: and it is generally thought, probably with justice, that the benefit of a
break by the sea discloses itself afterwards.

We packed our bags in the forenoon, and walked in the garden and on the sea-front. Then
we lunched in the Hotel, paid our reckoning, tipped the servants, & took our departure. |
caused vast amusement to Woodbridge’s party by address[ing] his midshipman nephew,
John Duncan, as ‘Admiral’. He is a frank looking, frank-mannered lad enough, and 18 years
old. We motored home without incident, & observed with satisfaction that a haystack was
being set up on the site of the manure-heap, which has been so offensive. Then | sent for
James to discuss his situation.

[68]

From Thursday next James will be in the service of the Government, and no longer in mine.
His wife will receive a fairly generous allowance for herself & for the child. |said that | would
pay him on Wednesday the full week’s wage due on Friday: that his wife & child might
continue to inhabit the house for the present, but that | should want it if, and when a new
gardener was engaged. He suggested that, as a temporary arrangement, Hine might be
willing to work in the garden for two, or three days in the week: that he would be qualified
both in the matter of vegetables & in that of flowers. | told him to send Hine to me to
discuss the suggestion.

My main anxiety in being left without any male assistance is less concerned with the garden,
though that is considerable, than with the house, where James has been responsible for the
hot water for the bath, and for managing the electric pump, & the “stirrup pump”. The latter
has not yet been brought into use, but, of course, at any moment it may be indispensable.
Personally, | am about as helpful as a half-drowned kitten.
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<1090941>
[69]
Tuesday, September 9t, 1941.

That wonderful Nancy Wynne Willson sends me a gift of figgs from Gloucestershire.
| wrote to Ernest, & made a copy of my letter. Also, | wrote to Nancy, & to Dolphin.

We played croquet in the afternoon.

The Prime Minister's review of the War was on the whole re-assuring, all the more for the
absence of any tincture of bragg and boast, and he left unsaid anything (which could but
have been guess-work, and might easily have become what is now called "wishful thinking)
about the decay of morale in Germany itself, & the likelihood of effective revolt in the
enslaved communities. Few things are more remarkable about Winston Churchill than his
power of self-restraint & discriminating emphasis. The temptation to "let himself go" in an
oratorical outburst, when addressing a crowded & enthusiastically responsive House, must
in the case of such an orator as he is, be very strong, but he never yields to it. The most
distinguished of experienced diplomatists could not surpass his caution and calculated
restraint.
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<1100941>
[70]
Wednesday, September 10th, 1941.

The Church of England is the greatest masterpiece of compromise that the world has
seen. But France had her massacre of S. Bartholomew, & the Scottish Presbyterians
were hunted like hounds by the soldiers of a Scottish king. When | was a child and
used to walk on the Scottish hills with my nurse, who was a Scottish peasant, she
would show me certain kinds of moss which turned red in the autumn, & would tell
me that there was "the blood of the martyrs who died for their faith".

M= Dugdale (née Blanche Balfour)

How far is all this really sound? What is called "the Elizabethan settlement" — expressed the
cynical realism of the politiques, not anything distinctively English. Elizabeth and Catharine
de Medici might have changed places. Neither would have objected either to the
Bartholomew massacre or to the Elizabethan settlement, & neither would have given whole-
hearted approbation to either. The national character of French & English had little
influence.

[71]

| received a letter from my cousin Arthur Rawle. He reports that Minehead is crowded out
with immigrants from London.

| made acquittance with a new science "Mesology". On referring to the Oxford Dictionary |
find it explained under 2 heads as 1). The Science of means (of attaining happiness) only in
Bentham: and 2). The science of the relations between organisms and their environment.
This term was recently introduced by Bertillon. Lord Acton speaks of "the familiar tendency
to employ mesology in history, to judge a man by his cause & the cause by its result, to
obviate criticism by assuming the unity & wholeness of character, to conjure with great
names & restore damaged reputations, not only serves to debase the moral standard, but
aims at excluding it. "And", he adds, "it is the office of historical science to maintain morality
as the sole impartial criterion of men and things, & the only one on which honest minds can
be made to agree" [v. Historical Essays, p. 437]. Mesology, in fact, is the science of
whitewashing the villains of history by transferring their guilt to their debased environment.

[72]

We had tea very pleasantly with Miss Crispe. A lady who was also there asked me whether |
was a relation of my step-mother who once lived in Horley, and when | said that such was
the case, she said that she had heard me preach in Horley. How small is the world!

[symbol] Harry James makes an end of his service as my gardener today. Tomorrow he goes
to the Training centre in Cheshire, and becomes the servant of the Government. It happens
to be his 40 birthday. | gave him a Bible as a birthday present, and promised to give him a
"good character" for his time with me. And so we parted in friendly wise. The question of
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providing for his work to be done by somebody else remains to be answered. James's
brother is not free to come. There is the possibility of getting Hines, who is conveniently
near, and might be presumed to be competent, though hardly decorative. He is already
receiving the statutory agricultural labourer's wage of 48/- per week, and he would not need
the gardener's house. Even, if willing, he would not be available before October 1%,
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<1110941>
[73]
Thursday, September 11th, 1941.

A letter from Sir H. Milford ratifies my appointment with him, but (rather disconcertingly
perhaps) seems to reduce, or at least alter, its significance: for he says: "an hour for our
modest war-time lunch ought to be enough". Certainly it ought, but hardly for any serious
discussion, since he will "have to leave at 2 o'clock or a few minutes afterwards for a Council
meeting". However, there need be no great amount of talk (since the subject is now well-
known to both of us) needed for settling these indispensable matters viz:

1. Is the Autobiographical stuff to be arranged in 2 volumes?

2. Shall | go forward with the composition of the 224 vol. including the record of my
episcopate?

3. When would the work, or the first part of it, be published?

4. What is the business arrangement which he has in mind?

5. Would he like illustrations to lighten and decorate the text?

I should not be surprized, or greatly distressed, if he wished to "cry off" the whole foolish
venture!

[74]

We motored into Ipswich, and my hair was cut etc. by the same young woman as ministered
in that respect before — very attentive, conscientious, & adequately efficient — but | prefer
the ministry of young men, they have stronger fingers & more effective use of the scissors!

In the interval between our going to Ipswich and returning thence, the front garden was
invaded by a mole, who had cast up at least four mole hills. One of these was actually in the
making. We watched the earth being thrown by some unseen subterranean activity. These
"little gentleman in velvet" may sometimes be politically serviceable, but their efforts in a
garden are disfiguring, & their absence desirable.

| sent a note to Hines indicating my wish to see him tonight between 5 and 7 p.m.; but he
never came, which is probably to be understood that he has no desire to "take on" a job,
which is not a "permanency", and is relatively underpaid. It is a rather alarming situation to
enter on the winter with no man on the premises, who can be appealed to in the countless
emergencies which winter never fails to bring. Personally, | am, physically and mentally,
completely useless!
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<1120941>
[75]
Friday, September 12th, 1941.

Two more molehills on the lawn: and a letter from Dick dated July 212,
Literary ambition would seem to be stirring in Dick's mind, for he writes: -

| was thinking the other day that it would be interesting if some one were to compile
some sort of a book about the men who have served at different times in the British
Army as chaplains.

He suggests that | might add some names to those which he has already noted. The
following occurred to me.

Chillingworth
Dolben?

But, | think that military chaplains, as a regular part of Army organisation, are a
comparatively modern phenomenon. The older view, not yet altogether obsolete, held the
professional soldier to be an abandoned wretch, for whom religious ministrations were
superfluous since they would assuredly be ineffectual! Conscription has at least disallowed
this cruel & unworthy opinion: for the soldier is now indistinguishable in ethical quality &
spiritual claim from the normal citizen.

[76]

| bethought me of Archie Reid's prowess as a mole-catcher, & walked to College Farm, were |
was fortunate to find him. He volunteered to come round tomorrow with a mole-trap, & to
set it.

As | walked home through the fields from which the crops had been carried, & which were
already being ploughed, | noticed the multitude of sea-gulls, worm-hunting on the furrows.

President Roosevelt's eagerly anticipated broadcast address, which had been postponed for
two days on account of his mother's death, was reported in the local newspaper, but not in
the edition of the Times, which is sent to me. However, | heard it on the wireless at 1 p.m. It
was vigorously expressed, and announced that the U. S. Navy had orders to fire on any
German or ltalian ships which were prowling on the seas over which U. S. A. claims
unimpeded freedom of movement. The position has certainly become rather farcical, for the
President still assumes that the U. S. A. are not at war with the Axis powers. The address
appears to have evoked general approval in the American newspapers. It remains to be seen
whether Hitler will now declare War.
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<1140941>
[77]
Saturday, September 14th, 1941.

September 14, 1941,
My dear L.

Thanks very much. Your letter makes me admire you more than ever, and despise
myself appropriately. Yet it is an oasis in the Sahara of this war-cursed world to
encounter such chivalry and severity of self-respect as yours. | put these in the scale
against the lava-stream of self-woven degradation which Mussolini has involved for
Italy.

My gardener has been called up: and we have no man on the premises capable of
doing a stroke of useful work! and, | fear, small chance of finding one. | myself am
about as serviceable as a drowned dog drifting down a mill race!

However, as the old chest in Ladykirk has it:

God's worse is better than the World's best, [78] and | hope to see this Foul Tyranny
of Hitler, and his gangsters brought to destruction. Then | can say, "Nuncdimittis",
and go to my own place. And that?

Always affect!y
H. Hensley Henson
Bishop

Save for the letter to which the above is my reply, the post brought me nothing,

| spent the forenoon in writing a "sermonette" for the harvest thanksgiving at Grundisburg.
The War news is ambiguous and perplexing. It seems probable that the Germans are making
headway in the direction of Kief [sic].

Lady de Saumarez & her daughter came to tea. She wanted me to take the chair at a lecture
on the Race Theory of Hitler, by some Scottish Professor, who is serving with the Forces in
Ipswich. | gave a reluctant consent, but stipulated that | must first see the Professor, and
make sure that | was sufficiently in accord with his general attitude.

[79]

The moles are still active in two directions, inside the main gate, and in front of the drawing
room window. Archie Reid kept tryst, bringing with him a mole trap. He surveyed the scene
with the eye of an expert, & soon discovered how wide was the sphere of the moles' attack.
He opines that they come from the pond in the field beyond the garage. The number of
molehills is already alarming, & they are being rapidly increased. He set the tap. Before
leaving, he walked through the garden which looked larger than he had imagined it to be,
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and he was evidently impressed by its well-stocked and well-kept appearance. This must be
set down to James's credit, for he has worked alone, with little direction or oversight. | judge
him to have, along with the defects, some of the better qualities of the English peasant. He is
neither acute, nor versatile, nor enterprising: but he is trustworthy, industrious, and
painstaking.

Archie thought that, if | advertised, | should have no lack of applicants, but whether most of
them would match my specific requirement was doubtful. Efficient men have been called up:
older men are little likely to have any aptitude for functioning as a chauffeur. The
combination of gardener & chauffeur is difficult.
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<1140941>
[80]
14t Sunday after Trinity, September 14th, 1941.

A dull morning with an intermittently dropping sky.

| went to church at 8 a.m., and received the Holy Communion. As | passed the mole hills, |
noticed that the trap was undisturbed, and fresh mounds were rising. The cunning
velveteens [?] saw through our plot, and continued their mischievous activity, As | walked
home in company with the school mistress, | enquired whether she could send me some of
the children to pick up the potatoes, and she replied in the affirmative, but suggested that
the time for their services had hardly yet arrived.

My ladies went to church in spite of the rain: but | remained at home, and wrote to Dick.
Also, | wrote to the Dean of Westminster: and to Cecil Ferens.

Shortly before 4 p.m. Patrick Dennistoun [son of George Hamilton Dennistoun*]arrived, at
best a dull persistent youth, and just now brought by his passion for some rather elusive lady
in Ipswich to the apex of his natural endorsements. How to maintain conversation with him
is a difficult task, how to end it an insoluble problem. His personality is so cryptic and his
affairs so unintelligible, that his company is embarrassing. Yet he means no harm!

[81]
Menday-September15%_1941.

But (Pelion on Ossa) another of the cousinhood, a nephew of M"Arthur Smith named
Jackson[?] appeared in khaki, and on a motor bicycle, and his staying power more than
rivalled Patrick Dennistoun's! When, at length, the said Patrick essayed to join the Ipswich
bus at our gate, it swept by him unheeding being already filled. Hostile circumstance united
itself with defective volition to protract a visit which had already become tiresome! Finally
the reluctant youth went off to the George in the hope of getting some conveyance into
Ipswich, and, as we saw no more him, we (broken-heartedly) assumed that he had really
taken his leave. The elder visitor remained, and sate on ignoring every indication of fatigue,
and, only disappeared about 6.45 p.m. It is very surprizing [sic] that men, not wholly
ignorant, of civilized procedure, should be so tiresomely unable to know when, and how, to
bring their visitations to an end. | have endured much boredom in the course of my life, but
have rarely suffered so much at the hand of bores as this afternoon. Ella found comfort in
the Dennistoun pedigree, but | had no such way of escape, & had to sit it out!
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<1150941>
[82]
Monday, September 15, 1941.

Dolphin writes:

A small village near here, White Rirtley, contains an old church now a barn. | asked
the farmer to let me see it. He took me round with pride. "It's a gay old place", said
he, "they say as how King Alfred hid here when he was being chased by Oliver
Cromwell.

Could he have meant Charles II?
[Russell] Barry* writes from Southwell "as from Westminster Abbey":

After the destruction of all my work in Westminster, to say nothing of my home and
the poor church, it is an enormous refreshment to look forward to a fresh start in
new surroundings! And what surroundings! Southwell has wrapped itself around my
heart already, & I've been received with kindness, generosity unparalleled in my life
before.

This sounds promising. It is the right spirit in which to start. Barry is only 51.
[83]

See how the wand'ing Danube flows,
Realms and religions parting:

A friend to all true Christian foes,

To Peter, Jack, and Martin.

Now Protestant, and Papist now
Not constant long to either,

At length an infidel doth grow,
And ends his journey neither

Thus many a youth I've known set out,
Half Protestant, half Papist,

And rambling long the world about,
Turn infidel or atheist.

Lines quoted by D" Johnson in 1782 with reference to "a celebrated historian since
deceased". (v. Boswell's Life of Johnson, ed. Birrell, ii. 277). Gibbon died in 1794.

Certainly this "spiritual pilgrimage" from vehement dogmatisms to complete scepticism is
not uncommon, perhaps never so common as in such an age as our own, when there is no
open vision, & men are everywhere clutching eagerly at every alluring shibboleth.
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[84]

My mind is inclining towards a destruction of all that | have written, or rather to a
curtailment & recasting of it with a view to the production of something more modest, and
more readable, something more congruous with the intrinsic unimportance of the writer, &
the more attractive to a public which has neither mind nor leisure for big books about small
men. Shall | suggest this to Milford, & see how he reacts? If he "jumps at" the notion, (as,
indeed, | think is not improbable) shall | adopt this plan, and make a bonfire of my MSS?

In the afternoon we motored to Hadleigh, where Fearne paid the house-keeping accounts.
The doctor met us in the way & hospitably invited us to tea: but we were pledged to have
tea with the new vicar of ElImsett, a young parson named Smythe, who combines his
parochial duty with the position of diocesan inspector of schools. The vicarage house is said
to date from the reign of Edward vi. It is commodious, & has a moat, which is picturesque,
but thought to breed "mosquitoes". | had some talk with Smythe. He disclaimed Anglo-
Catholicism: and said that he hailed from Christ's Cambridge, & had taken his degree in
History.
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<1160941>
[85]
Tuesday, September 16, 1941.

| received, "with the compliments of Sir Humphrey Milford", a copy of the just published
"Oxford Dictionary of Quotations" 879 p. and priced 25/- net, a welcome & considerate gift.
It embodies a temptation which, throughout my life | have striven against viz: the pretence
of a knowledge which one does not really, in adequate measure, possess. The sapient
counsel of the President of Magdalen to (I think) Bussell — "Verify your quotations" has ever
haunted me, and deterred me from making use of quotations, of which | did not know the
source. "Your guotations must be the spoils of your own warfare" was a dictum which |
coined, and often used in explanation of the paucity of quotations in my writings. | recall the
contempt which filled my mind when | discovered on the study table of one of my
Westminster colleagues, a "labour-saving compilation for the use of Preachers, which
provided them with suitable quotations for every requirement of the pulpit. Dissenting
ministers particularly are said to make much use of these debasing assistances. | can imagine
that they may be indispensable to politicians and journalists. But non nobis.

[86]

The news from Russia, and from Persia, is not pleasing. In the first, the Germans are certainly
gaining ground, not so much as they assert, but more than the Russians can safely endure.
Bot Leningrad and Kiev are in evident danger, but the Russian defence is certainly not
broken, and the Russian winter cannot be long postponed. In the last, the Persians are
clearly not "playing the game" with the Allies, & they may carry their familiar method of
treacherous procrastination to the extent of forcing further, & more extensive, military
operations. Economic difficulties in U. S. A. are attaining disconcerting magnitude, and there
are uncomfortable reports of German raiders in the Pacific.

At 1 p.m. came the report that the Shah had abdicated & left Teheran; that his son, a Boy-
Scout, had been proclaimed Shah: & that the British & Russian forces were marching into the
capital. Events are moving quickly. | hope that we are prepared for them.

| actually started on the task of "lifting" the potatoes in the garden: but that kind of work is
not quite "in my line". However, | did succeed in getting through a perceptible section of the
crop!

[87]

The 6 p.m. wireless included a message from Richard Dimbleby stating that the Shah's
abdication was being welcomed by the Persians, who have groaned under his despotic
government, and that his son has been too closely associated with his father's methods to
be entirely welcome to his subjects. | should feel more easy in mind if we were not
associated with the Russians in this rather delicate business. British troops can be trusted to
behave themselves humanely, but can Russian? If the object of the Nazis be, as probably it
is, to stir up as much trouble in the Middle East as possible, it would appear that they are
meeting with considerable success. But everything in Europe is now kaleidoscopic, and we
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can only wait & watch events. The one certain factor, and it is important, is that the Russian
winter is getting ever nearer: and it cannot help the Nazis, and may immerse them in
disaster.

As | contemplate the garden more closely in the light of the unpleasant fact that | myself am
the only man available for its cultivation, | begin to realise how considerable, varied, &
exacting the work of a responsible gardener must be, and, alas!, how plainly and dismally for
it | personally am!
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<1170941>
[88]
Wednesday, September 17th, 1941.

A beautiful autumnal day with a heavy dew on the ground, a bright sun in the sky, and a
premonitory coldness in the air. The mole, or moles, are moving in a new direction, and
making havoc of still more of the lawn. Moles, bats, rats, mice, and many insects are to be
counted among the destructive features of rural life. We enjoy them all in Hyntle Place!

My post brought a budget of typed-script, setting forth the merits of the Press &
Publications Board, and inviting my assistance in its blessed activities! Now did you ever? |
opposed the creation of the Board: | never failed to criticise its performances: 3 | continue to
regard it with abhorrence: and now they have the brazen effrontery to seek my cooperation!

| resumed work on the potatoes: but, Lord! | should hardly earn my living as an agricultural
labourer! "The labourer is worthy of his food" says the Gospel, but | doubt whether this can
be always be the case. Under a slave economy | should be one of those elderly slaves,
respecting whom Cato, with characteristic humaneness, said that it was cheaper to "work
them off" quickly, rather than be at the expense of feeding them! | was interested to notice
the swallows which flew about the house in considerable numbers, [89] occasionally settling
themselves on the warm tiles, on which the southern sun shone fiercely, & then visiting the
nests, which, since their domestic function has been fulfilled, can now have only a
sentimental interest for the departing tenants.

Capt. Gayre (Formerly visiting Professor to the Berlin, Hambarg [sic], and Kiel Universities,
who is to give the Lecture on "Hitler's Racial Myth", at which | promised to take the chair,
came to see me, and we had much talk. He expressed himself very intelligently, and was
quite decisively hostile to Lord Vansittart! He is an ardent student of anthropology, and has
considerable acquaintance with German academic life. Our conversation branched out in
various directions and we are "each with other pleased, & loth to part".

James's bother set the mole trap in what he said was the creature's run. He trampled on the
mole-hills, and succeeded in giving a definitely squalid aspect to a spectacle which had been
something of the sombre dignity of tragedy!

We listened at 6 p.m. to the broadcast address of the Duke of Kent. He gave a simple &
straightforward account of what he had seen in Canada!

3 Church Assembly Proceedings, 3 (9 Feb. 1922), 97-9; 6 (7 July 1925), 201-2; 10 (18 June
1929), 249-50.
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<1180941>
[90]
Thursday, September 18t, 1941.

Fearne motored me to the station, where | took train for London. We arrived to time, 10.45.
Then | walked from Liverpool Street to the Athenaeum, observing the destruction effected
by German bombs. The ruin around S Paul’s, and in Ludgate Hill is sad to see. | read on the
Royal Exchange the text, very significant in the heart of the greatest commercial city of the
world — “The earth is the Lord’s, and the fulness thereof”. | went into S Paul’s and noticed
that the great Reredos yet stands intact, with the Crucifix, and its suggestive legend. “Sic
Deus delexit Mundam”. | continued my way to Westminster. There, on the ancient screen
behind the High Altar, may be read the challenging text, which Dean Stanley caused to be set
up “The Kingdoms of the World are become the Kingdoms of our Lord, & of his Christ”.
Creation, Redemption, Restoration — the three texts disclose the Christian philosophy of
History; and their united witness is emphasized in the setting of a war-wracked modern city.
The Athenaeum has degenerated sadly. The gloom of the black-out, which appears to
continue throughout the day is most depressing; there are neither soap nor towels in [91]
the lavatory; the whole place reeks of stale tobacco; women have replaced men for the
service & the severity of rationing finds frank expression in the dining-room. Nor do |
remember having seem before so many Jews in the Club. | wish for my soul’s sake that they
were not so mysteriously & manifestly repulsive!

Sir Humphrey Milford kept tryst, and lunched together as arranged, and discussed the
Autobiography. We decided the following points viz.

1. That the book shall be published in 2 vols.

2. " that [sic] these shall be published as soon as possible.

3. " theyshould be illustrated by photographs.

4. " the University "Press” would propose business terms to me.

5 the actual date of publication could not be determined until provision of paper

etc. could be ascertained.

n

| undertook to send him the MS. of vol. 1, and a selection of suitable photographs at once.

Poor Bishop Strong* still haunts the Club, a sad spectacle. Canon Don* came in, and talked
with me about the vacant Westminster canonries.
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<1190941>
[92]
Friday, September 19t, 1941.

| prepared the MS. as promised, & the package was sent off to Milford as promised.

In the afternoon we motored in to Ipswich, & there | presided at the meeting organized by
Lady de Saumarez. The Ball Room of the Great White Horse Hotel was three parts filled with
a company in which “the County” was well represented. | spoke very briefly in introducing
Captain Gayre who proceeded to lecture on “Hitler’s Racial Myth” for % of an hour. The
audience was close and sustained, but | took the impression that the result was more to
puzzle then instruct. There was too much anthropology and too little Hitler! Afterwards we
had tea in the hotel with Lady de Saumarez; and then returned to Hyntle Place.

| wrote to Milford suggesting certain photographs as suitable illustrations, and saying that |
desired that the “Autobiography” should be simply inscribed “To my Wife”.

Inspired by a sudden zeal for horticulture, Ella and Fearne prepared and planted onions for
next year. This was a really impressive achievement.

| received from Alington a long & interesting letter.
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<1200941>
[93]
Thursday, September 20t, 1941.

An overclouded day which began badly with a succession of ill features or incidents, all
alarming or annoying or perplexing viz.

1. The news from the War is disconcerting. Kiev seems to have fallen, and, though
Leningrad, Odessa still hold out, both are increasingly pressed.

2. The activity of the moles continues, and disfigures the lawn ever more alarmingly.

3. Ella overturned the jug of hot milk at breakfast thus destroying most of our stock of
“liquid milk” xxxx spoiling her own breakfast, and generally creating an irritable
atmosphere.

| decided to clear off the review of Powicke’s* book which, too rashly, | promised Lightfoot
that | would write for Fheelegy-the Journal of Theological Studies. It is amazing, and
humiliating that a trifling matter of that kind should cause such an expenditure of time. And
just now | want all my time for the Autobiography.

| “lifted” potatoes for an hour before lunch. Moulsdale* called about 6.20 p.m.: | suppose he
designs an “olive-branch”: but the less | have personal contact with him, the better for us
both.

[94]

| have been reading Lord Parmoor’s account of his own life published in 1936, under the title
“A Retrospect: Looking Back over a Life of more than Eighty Years”. From a literary point of
view it is a poor thing, but it interests me because it covers my own life, and because in the
course of that life | have come into contact with Lord Parmoor on many occasions, especially
in connexion with ecclesiastical affairs, in which we were almost always opposed to one
another. We had a brief but not uninteresting contact when he, as Vicar General, had to
preside over my “Confirmation” in Bow Church, when in atmosphere of angry conflict |
became Bishop of Hereford. It is, perhaps, both surprising and intelligible, that my name
never appears in his pages. | think that he disliked me both as a member of the Labour
Government, as a protagonist for “Church Teaching for Church Schools”, and, above all, as
the leader of the House of Laity in the Church Assembly. He was a large, plausible man, with
ingratiating manners, and an excessively benevolent appearance, whom it was easier to
admire than to trust.
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<1210941>
[95]
15t Sunday after Trinity, September 21st, 1941. (S Matthew’s Day)

Keep we beseech thee, O Lord, thy Church with thy perpetual mercy; and, because
the frailty of man without thee cannot but fail, keep us ever by thy help from all
things hurtful, and lead us ever to all things profitable to our salvation; through Jesus
Christ our Lord, Amen.

“Profitable to our Salvation” — all turns on the meaning attached to the crucial word
“salvation”; we no long deliberately connect it with rescue from the overwhelming disaster
which will come upon the enemies of Christ on the day of His victorious Areturn” to this
world which witnessed His rejection; rather, | imagine, we have in our minds the thought of
moral growth, the advance towards the type of human character which was perfectly
illustrated by the Son of Man — “The measure of the stature of the fulness of Christ”.
Probably the crude “apocalyptic” notion lingers in our minds. To become “like Christ” is to be
made partner with Him in conflict, and also finally in Victory. But how? Where?

[96]
| attended Mattins, read the lessons, and celebrated the Holy Communion.

| asked the Churchwarden whether he could put me on the track of a suitable gardener —a
middle-aged man with a coaval & competent wife. | would pay 50/- per week together with
a house, rent and rate free. It was essential that he should be thoroughly trustworthy, and,
preferably capable, at a pinch of driving a motor; and, if his wife could give assistance at a
pinch, it would be so much to the good. M’ Parlett thought that, when the harvest had been
gathered in, it might not be difficult to secure such a man.

The Rector preached from the text in the gospel for the Festival — “Why eateth your Master
with publicans and sinners?” It was with great difficulty that | could disentangle one word in
five: but | had lost nothing worth hearing.

| volunteered to preach at the Harvest Thanksgiving which is to be observed on Sunday, the
5t of October, in the morning.

[97]

After tea, Ella proposed a walk, and |, in an unusual access of amiability, assented, but
though the weather was delightful, and the path we took pleasant & secluded, one
peregrination was not successful. Her physical infirmity and my moral debasement were
assisted by an unfortunate choice of subject — the treatment of the Italian colonists in
Abyssinia and Lybia”: My wife is perfervidly pro-Italia; | am mainly concerned with rebuking
the cynical covetousness *of Mussolini’s clients”® and securing justice, albeit belated, to the
native owners whom they have brutally extruded. Her deafness protects her from attending
to arguments & protests, which, for the most part she cannot hear. | am guiltily irritable; she
is innocently exasperating. So we gained little by our well-intentional walk. “It is He that hath
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made us & not we ourselves”; and His equity and compassion fail not”. “There is mercy with
Thee, therefore shalt Thou be feared” writes the penitent Psalmist. | think | shall be driven to
the ascetic procedure of Self-flagellation pro salute animae!
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<1220941>
[98]
Monday, September 2279, 1941,

Very bad news from Russia. Kiev has been evacuated and the Russian armies, encircled by
the Germans, are plainly in danger of total destruction. Is the whole Russian defence
collapsing? Will the action of the Allies be again too late? The probability of a drive for the
Asiatic oil-fields, & so on against Suez and Egypt grows quickly. Can we organize an effective
resistance in Iran and Irag? Wavell may be trusted for strategy, & for making the most of
such forces as he possesses. But are these sufficient?

It is doubtful whether Indian troops could be trusted to stand up to European armies,
completely mechanized, & flushed with enormous victories. It is a dark outlook, but its
darkness cannot alter the fundamental character of the conflict. “God’s worst is better than
the world’s best”. S Paul’s challenge surely cannot be irrelevant to our case if we are — & | do
verily believe that we are — Right against Wrong. “If God be for us, who is against us”? We
are only now realizing the full meaning of the shameful and stupefying collapse of France, &,
indeed, we have probably not even now realized it completely.

[99]
September 2209, 1941,

Dear M= Soéderblom,

| avail myself gladly of the courteous suggestion of Count Otto Cronstedt in order to
send you a few lines of sincere goodwill and sympathy in this terrible time, so
afflicting both to my country and to yours. We are in England entering the 3™ year of
the most destructive & hideous War known to human record, and you in Sweden are
on the perilous edge of a precarious and enigmatic neutrality, which may at any
moment be transformed into actual strife. In this dismal time, one’s mind reverts to
happier years when it was still possible to clasp hand of friendship across the sea,
and to dream of an age when Peace should be so firmly rooted in men’s hearts, that
not even the cynical ambitions of depraved politicians [100] should be able to bring
on the world the malediction of conflict.

Since | retired from active ministry as Bishop of Durham, my wife and | have been
living in Suffolk, where | purchased a little Tudor house, & added to it a study in
which to employ myself as best | could. At present | am engaged on writing what is
called an Autobiography, and | am compelled to read old Journals & letters, which
bring back to mind persons and experiences, which have had a place in my career.
You, and your distinguished husband are brought back to mind — your kindness,
hospitality, and the charm of your society. His noble Enthusiasm and untiring labours
for the Christian cause. What would he feel and say about the Tragedy which now
enfolds the world?

[101]
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In the old parish church of Ladykirk in southern Scotland, | saw an ancient chest with
this inscription, which often now suggests itself to my mind:

‘God’s worst is better than the World’s best’
The date is added, 1651, - a very confused & bitter year in English History.
May God bless & strengthen you, giving you great Peace in His service!
Affectionately your Friend,
H. Hensley Henson
Bishop.
Count Otto Cronstedt of the Swedish Legation in London (27 Portland Place, W.1.) wrote at
the request of M Séderblom, sending her ‘very kindest regards’, and offering to ‘take home

any Message’ from me to her. | thanked him and begged him to get the above letter to M=
Soderblom.
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<1230941>
[102]
Tuesday, September 239, 1941.

The moles continued their devastating offensive both yesterday & last night. They have now
gone back to their original base, & are working on a new direction therefrom.

Breakfast was marred by a second overthrowing of the hot milk. | hope the dear Culprit will
not make a habit of destroying our coffee milk, for it is irreplaceable, & one misses it!

| went to Abbey Oaks shortly after 11 a.m., in order to see Woodbridge.* “Tubby” Clayton,*
for whom evidently he has a high regard, was staying there, & he joined us in the Garden. He
and | had some interesting talk together about Buchman™ and his so-called ‘Oxford Groups’.
Both the man and his movement he regards with extreme disfavour. The one is a dangerous
humbug, and the other a 22 highly unwholesome factor in modern life: He spoke specially of
South Africa where the success of the Groups has been most confidently affirmed. He had
found abundant evidences of its failure, and observed very justly, that Buchman says nothing
about his failures, which are numerous, and in many cases very grave. Especially
unwholesome was Buchman’s [103] influence on young men. He agreed that he was
unpleasantly obsessed with sexual questions, and in fact, was an example of the ill effect of
psych-analytical fallacies. | was both surprized and impressed by his decisive condemnation
of Buchmanism.

He gave me a copy of the pamphlet to which he has written a brief ‘Forward’ —

Beskyngekirche, All Hallows by the Tower
by Charles Spon. Freeman of the City of London

The church has been practically demolished by German bombs.

The Germans continue to claim gigantic successes, but the Russians are admitted to be still
fighting along the whole front, & to be holding their own everywhere except in the south.
Kiev was completely wrecked before it was evacuated, & the Germans must certainly have
sustained very heavy losses. M. Maisky, the Soviet ambassador, declares that, on a cautious
estimate, the Germans have already lost in killed, wounded, & missing, not less than
3,000,000 men, which he estimates to be around one third of their total forces.
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<1240941>
[104]
Wednesday, September 24th, 1941,

| had a restless night, and started the day in a jaded condition. The problem of replacing
James does not prove easy to solve. | wrote to M* Warth of the manor Farm asking his
assistance in obtaining immediate temporary help, and in due course the services of a
suitable middle-aged couple.

| received a long letter from Carter in which he describes with much pride the new diocesan
office which has been constructed in the College at Durham, and the fall of a beam in the
Chapel of Auckland Castle. The last ominously suggests dry rot in the timbers of the roof.

| frittered away the morning in reading about Pole & Cranmer by way of preparing myself for
writing the promised review of Powicke’s Book on the English Reformation.

In the afternoon | worked in the garden, trimming one of the box edges, & “lifting” potatoes.
The Churchwarden, Parlett, a pleasant & intelligent man, called with the news that he
thought he had found me a man who would undertake temporary work in the garden, he set
the mole trap.
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<1250941>
[105]
Thursday, September 25, 1941.

Another beautiful autumnal day. The moles more active than ever, and none in the trap! |
sent on to Dashwood yet another of these horrible and terrifying income tax forms.

| frittered away yet another morning on reading about the English Reformation, collecting
the materials for the background of some criticisms or appreciations of Powicke’s book.
Probably no part of English History has been studied so long & so intensively as the 16t and
17t centuries, & none remains so curiously obscure. Why the facts were what they were, &
how it came about that to this day they have been so fiercely debated, & so variously
applied are problems hard to solve. The simple solutions of the contending bigots are
mutually destructive. They raise more questions than they answer. Powicke rejects them all,
and claims the character and procedure of an historian, who sets forth the facts as the
evidence appears to disclose them, & leaves them to bear their own witness.

John Litzner (?) [Henson’s question mark], the lad who serves Hammond the butcher, came
to “lift” potatoes. He is 17, and has the aspect of good humoured carnality which one
associates with butcher-boys. He set to work with a will; & | promised to pay him 1/- per
hour.
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<1260941>
[106]
Friday, September 26", 1941.

The fine weather continues. M" Lewis, an old-age pensioner came at 9 a.m., as M" Parlett
had arranged, and undertook to do work today. | covenanted to pay him at the rate of 9/-
per diem. With the assistance of the Butcher Boy and potato-picking children from the
school, it should be possible to ingather the potatoes. But where can they be deposited? |
am confronted with the Rich Fool’s quandary, Where shall | bestow my fruits?

Then | returned to Powicke, & maundered for most of the forenoon in reflecting on his book.
It might be effective to start with a reference to the new interest in the main question of the
Church’s character, organization, & authority aroused by the controversy over the Revised
Prayer Book. Then to emphasize the crucial importance of disentangling the relevant facts, &
realizing how far they can be used reasonably to support the theories, which have been
developed under controversial pressures. But, of course, the Journal of Theological Studies
must not be the vehicle for anything that could fairly be objected against as polemical or
proselytizing. Evidently | must, like Agag, “walk delicately”.

[107]

The schoolmistress sent a squad of 10 children to pick up the potatoes. They worked
speedily. The moletrap has again ‘drawn blank’, and, strangely enough, has in the process,
lost its fatal collar. So | must explain to Archie that his trap has been ‘broken’!

M' Lewis received his payment with apparent satisfaction. He seems to have worked hard,
and, besides ‘lifting’ a good many potatoes, has bound the celery stalks, thus completing my
labour on that crop.

The success of Buchman’s advertising activities continues. This morning | received a printed
letter signed by 32 ministers of all (Protestant) denominations of whom at least half were
Anglicans, condemning Bevin’s (probably ill-judged) refusal to exempt Groupist missioners as
“full-time lay evangelists” from military service. Enclosed is a memorandum headed ‘A
national issue’ urging the claim of the said Groupists with much emphasis. It has six
signatures, and is dated from 12A Norham Road, Oxford. | have no doubt that Buchman will
garner considerable advantage from all this.
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<1270941>
[108]
Saturday, September 27th, 1941.

A heavy mist led in another brilliant autumnal day. The thermometer in my bedroom
registered 70° at 7 a.m. There was a heavy dew.

Before getting up | thought over this foolish review of Powicke’s book. It might well be
described by the heading “The Genesis of Anglicanism” for this is really its subject. It
examines the well-known Anglican assumptions — pseudo-historic and episcopalian — which
were both products of apologetic policy. The facts contradict both. But both were not wholly
rootless. Henry viii carried through what was constitutionally and religiously a revolution
with such amazing ease, because his way had been prepared by the inveterate habit of
compromise among the clergy and the jealous independence of interference with property
& rights among the laity.

Then the spirit of the age, sceptical, cynical, secularist, affected the clergy, and indisposed
them for opposition to changes which, though destructive of their professional claims, were
not wholly unwelcome. The monasteries fell without serious opposition for they had
inwardly fallen. [109] The episcopate was preserved intact, but no essential importance was
attached to the [apostolic] succession, the insistence on ecclesiastical unity was still insisted
on, but the area within [which?] the unity was enforced was no longer Christendom but the
Nation. Heresy was still a capital offence, but the definition of Heresy was transferred from
Councils, Popes, & Convocations to the King and the Parliament. The super-national
authority of the Bible was asserted and assumed, but the interpretation of the Bible & its
expression in articles of belief and forms of worship was transferred from the clergy to the
King & Parliament. These facts were explained or explained away in order to defend the
established ecclesiastical settlement against the attacks of Papalists, Jesuits, Presbyterians, &
Puritans. Something relevant and readable might be put together on these lines, and drawn
out to a sufficient length by some telling quotations. Powicke’s remarkable insight into
individual character as illustrated by his account of Cranmer, More, Pole, and Elizabeth must
be emphasized.

[110]

| revised the poor little sermon which | propose to preach at Grundisburg[h] tomorrow.
FO00000¢

Then | wrote to the Warden of All Souls, from whom, and about whom, | have heard nothing
for many months. | rather fear that he may have resented my speedy retirement from
Westminster. It may well have been the case that he had exerted himself in the matter of my
appointment to the canonry being influenced by the friendly design of bringing me within
visiting distance of Oxford. But all this is conjecture, and may be entirely mistaken. Yet his
failure to answer the letter, in which | informed him of my decision to resign, did both
surprise and distress me.

Moulsdale* acquiesces readily enough in my officiating at Tom Reid’s marriage, & sends me
a form for him to fill up. It includes an inquiry as to his having been baptized.
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| wrote to Carter, congratulating him on the fine new Diocesan Office, which has been
established in the College at Durham. He seems to be well-pleased with it.

[111]

We mount again and feel at every step

Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft.
Raised by the MOLE, the mines of the soil.
He, not unlike the great ones of mankind,
Disfigures earth; and plotting in the dark
Toils much to earn a monumental pile,

That may record the mischiefs he hath done.

Cowper. “The Task”

We called on old Sir Bunnell Burden,* whom we found playing croquet with a clergyman,
whom he introduced to me as Canon Bannerman. He is the Rector of Combes, & Rural Dean
of Stowmarket. He said that he had formerly been a curate at Upton Park 1895 — 1899, when
| was incumbent of the Ilford Hospital & Rural Dean of South Barking, and that he had been
present in the Stratford Town Hall, when Jimmie Adderley* and | held public debate on
Christian Socialism. How small the world is!

We called on the Misses Bernard, who live in a pleasant house in Copdock, and had tea with
them.

Then we return to Hyntle Place in time to hear the B. B. C. news at 6 p.m.
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<1280941>
[112]
16t Sunday after Trinity, September 28th, 1941.

A beautiful autumnal morning, with the stillness of God’s Sabbath resting on the country like
the Hand of his Benediction. In sharp & torturing contrast the 9 a.m. wireless reports
continuing fighting along the whole Russian front, and in Czecho-Slovakia the proclamation
of martial law by the new Governor.

The woeful German method of brutal violence must in the long run defeat itself, for, when
life has been made unendurable, for their victims, as those victims no long fear death, &
when once the ultima ratio of the death penalty has lost its deterrent power, the Germans
have shot their last bolt, & have nothing else that they can do, but acknowledge defeat. In
Norway, Holland, Belgium, France, Poland, Czecho-Slovakia, Greece, Serbia this is the
situation which is clearly coming into view. How long will the Tyrant persist when the failure
of his utmost exertions is too apparent even to escape the notice of his own eyes? And the
unseen Forces of the Spirit have not ceased to tell on the woeful procession of German
crime. “The Lord is King be the people never so impatient”. But we must “tarry the Lord’s
leisure”.

[113]

We motored to Grundisburgh and there | preached a Harvest Thanksgiving. There was a fair
congregation. Lord Cranworth read the lessons. My sermon succeeded in arresting and
holding the attention of my rustic audience, and A" hope that my hearers were also edified.
But the Christian Preacher is as one who “draws a bow at a venture”.

We lunched with the Rector and M™ Verity. He was educated at Winchester and Trinity, and
looks it. He is a handsome man, who expresses himself with moderation & intelligence. His
tall wife is pretty and amiable. They have 3 attractive children, of whom the eldest was
absent at school. M" Verity had been an engineer for 13 years before he was Ordained. He
had encountered Buchman* in Cambridge, (and both disliked and distrusted him.).

He asked me to write my name in his copy of “The Church of England”, which, he said, he
had read through more than once. He said that the British Israelites were numerous & active
among his parishioners, but that so far as he could ascertain, their proselyting success had
not been great. We returned home after lunch.

[114]

| wrote to Dick, and posted the letter myself. On my way to the post | encountered M" Hines,
& learned that he had now obtained permanent employment & therefore did not wish to be
a candidate for my vacant gardener’s position. He advised me to advertise, and said that
there might be a fair chance of getting a suitable couple, now the harvest work was ended.
While we were talking a neighbour joined in our conversation which soon extended to the
subject of workmen’s payment. | suggested that a comparison between past & present
conditions could not reasonably be limited to the matter of wages. The truer test would be
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the measure in which appetite & degree of contentment was the test, for there was no
genuine happiness in the absence of contentment. Were workmen now more contented
than they had been? Both men were quite positive that they were not, while both affirmed
the greatly superior conditions under which they were now living as compared with those
which they could remember. | was rather surprized, though it was apparent that both of
them were both better off than they had been, & far more discontented.
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<1290941>
[115]
Monday, September 29, 1941.

Rain fell during the night, and the day starts with a full and dropping sky.

| started with much determination on the review of Powicke’s book, but the discomfort of
my eyes was so hindering, that after two hours of futile effort, | abandoned the attempt, and
asked myself whether | had much better abandon the review, & explain the situation to
Lightfoot without delay. And what is to happen to the Autobiography?

| started to dig up carrots, and then was smitten with doubt as to the wisdom of my effort!
So | ceased after half an hour.

The sunsetting was brilliant. Great belts of rose-coloured clouds lined the sky.

<1300941>
Tuesday, September 30, 1941.

A fine day. | wrote to Cecil Ferens asking him what is the law about men who have been
called up for military service. Is their employer free to replace them, if he can? Or, is he
bound to keep open their place, & make shift a best he can? He could hardly be bound never
to get rid of an incompetent servant, simply because he had arrived at military age before
being sacked.

[116]
| worked at the review, but not effectively.

The Times reports the death of Eharles *A.H.» Smith a variously learned member of the
eminently distinguished brood of Jordanhill Smiths. He was 81 years old, and had beenill for
some time. The obituary notice describes a scholar’s career, steady, sound, & serviceable,
never, perhaps commanding as much public recognition as it merited. He was a silent man,
with whom it was not easy to become intimate. The shyness of natural modesty was
intensified by the aloofness of a scholar, &, perhaps, by the superiority of an expert. But
such men as he are the back-bone of sound learning in the studies to which they devote
their lives, and their reputation, though confined within a relatively limited sphere, is more
deeply rooted than that of their more widely acclaimed contemporaries.

The evening was made memorable by a wonderful sunsetting, into which a perfect rainbow
brought an arresting & most beautiful feature. But the sky had a rather threatening aspect.
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<1011041>
[117]
October 1%, 1941. Wednesday [sic]

A sharp fall in the temperature. | wrote to Elizabeth [Smith] condoling with her on her
father’s death, and then | resumed work on the review of Powicke’s book; but again with
ridiculously small effect.

In the afternoon | worked in the garden for an hour, and then, appalled by the evidence of
fresh activities by the moles, | wrote to M- Gray, the farmer, invoking his assistance.

My advertisement for a gardener appeared in the local paper, and brought one applicant, a
gentleman from Sproughton, who was only 41 years old, and, therefore, too juvenile for the
position. The wireless at 6 p.m. announced that men born in 1895 were now required to
register. He was surprised by the spectacle of the mole hills, and asked whether we kept
cats, for these creatures, so far from destroying the moles, played with them, and let them

go free!

The Chancellor of the Exchequer obtained yet another War credit for a thousand million
pounds. He said that the country was now expending £13,000,000 daily, of which only
£2,000,000 was for non-bellicose purposes.
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<1021041>
[118]
Thursday, October 2m9, 1941.

A fine day; very heavy dew. Three replies to the advertisement came, but none looks very
attractive. | shall not answer any of them until | have seen tomorrow’s post.

The Times announces the death of the Bishop of Portsmouth [Frank Partridge]* at the age of
64. He died at his desk. There is a long & highly laudatory obituary notice; describing him as
a financial organizer of the first rank, and claiming also that his real ambition was spiritual —
the spiritualising of finance. In that case, he was the victim of an unlawful paradox. For the
Divine master has disallowed, in advance of the persistent efforts of His Church to “make it
work”. “Ye cannot serve God and Mammon”. But on the lines of his policy of sanctified (and
sanctimonious) business, Patridge was extremely successful. Then misfortune, undeserved
and unforeseen, overwhelmed his work both in Westminster and in Portsmouth. The Bombs
of the Nazis destroyed the triumphs of Mammonized Churchmanship. | did not like the man;
| opposed his projects; | envy his swift & easy exit.

[119]

It is a sobering reflection that fame in the Christian church is more easily gained by those
ecclesiastics who are frankly in accord with their secular contemporaries than by those who
interpret their Christian ministry in terms of spiritual service. To be recognized in the
business world as an eminently successful Abusiness® man is to command something of the
admiring homage which “in that world” attaches to the Millionaire. To succeed in raising
vast sums of money by original & well organized advertisement is to realize the ideal of
success which every mendicant parson & philanthropist secretly pursues. To have
succeeded in carrying through so considerable a venture as the building of the Church House
is to win the confidence and flattery of the Hierarchy, Athe admiration of the public, & the
assurance that” &te-have-erected-in one’s own life-time an enduring monument te *has
been secured for” one’s own reputation. All this is apparent & intelligible, but the greater
achievements do not lend themselves to tangible & measurable tests of quality. They may
[be], nay commonly are, ignored, or misunderstood, or openly derided.

[120]

| finished this tiresome review before lunch, and, during the afternoon, | worked at trimming
the box hedges. The old-age pensioner put in a day’s work at lifting potatoes, & suggested
that they should be stored in a “cave”, which he said that he could construct. M" Gray, the
farmer, very kindly undertook to let us have the requisite straw. We had some talk together.
He said the sugar-beet had become so strongly rooted by the rains in August, that his horses
had difficulty in getting the crop out of the fields. He said that the harvest on his farm had
been excellent. When | asked whether he made use of the American machine which cuts,
binds, & threshes at once, he replied in the negative, & proceeded to state some objections
to the said machine. The corn was threshed before it was ready, & deteriorated in
consequence. | asked him about the moles, and he said that his man would deal with them.
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Afterwards, the said man came with me & viewed the evil work of the beasts. He went away
promising to return in the morning, and set traps.
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<1031041>
[121]
Friday, October 3%, 1941.

Three more applications for the vacant gardenership, but nothing from Ferens.
My old-age pensioner thinks that he can come no longer. This is disconcerting.

| wrote to the Bishop of Hereford (Parsons) in answer to his inquiry about the antiquity of
the see, and the number of its bishops. Would he be the 99, or the 100%, bishop? | said
that | had supposed myself to be the 96, which would make him the 99, | added some
observations on the impudent project of the bishoprick-mongers, who would break up the
Heptarchic see of Hereford in order to manufacture another mushroom county bishoprick in
Shropshire.

The old-age pensioner worked an extra hour in order to complete the potato lifting, & to
place the crop in a cave for security during the winter.

In the afternoon we motored to Kersey, and had tea with the Vicar & his ladies. The Vicar
(Rev¥R.E. Tempest) has held the benefice for 6 years. Formerly he was a missionary in
Melanesia. He walked over to the church, and impressed me as amiable, earnest, and
intelligent.
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<1041041>
[122]
Saturday, October 4th, 1941,

A dull depressing morning, and an ill post!

Milford [writes ?] rather disconcertingly about the book:

“Now that our Press is practically closed to us owing to Government demands, we
are reduced to going to outside printers to get our books printed, & the best of such
printers are generally very full up (several of them have been bombed, others taken
over by Government). Of course we want the best possible work for your book, and
it has not been easy to find a first-class firm available. However, we now have hopes
of a very good firm who will be able to undertake the job. Meanwhile can you send
the whole lot of photographs which you mentioned in your letter of 19 September,
so that we may have the complete material before us?”

This cannot be called encouraging, especially when one’s mind is disturbed with the insistent
and waxing doubt as to the worth-whileness of getting the beastly thing published at all.

[123]

Cecil Ferens’ reply to my inquiry about the law controlling the relations of employer &
employed, when the latter has been ‘called up’, & it is so desirable as almost to be necessary
to fill the vacancy which the calling up has created, is distinctly discouraging. However, it
would seem to appear that | am not obliged to keep the house vacant for him until his
return, & thereby deprive myself of its use by some other gardener in the meantime:

“1 think that your obligation would be discharged if you only engaged a fresh
gardener on the distinct understanding that his engagement is merely for the period
of the War, as you are bound to take the other gardener back when he obtains his
discharge, always provided that he wishes to return.”

It is doubtful whether any competent man (even if one could be found) would be willing to

accept appointment on such terms. Cecil advises me to consult a competent solicitor in
Ipswich. All this is extremely annoying.
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<1051041>
[124]
17t Sunday after Trinity, October25t, 1941.

Grant to us, Lord, we beseech thee, the sprit to think and do always such things as be
rightful; that we, who cannot do anything that is good without thee, may by thee be
enabled to live according to thy Will; through Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen.

‘Leo. In 1549 the first part of the petition was translated literally “that we who
cannot be without thee”, but altered to its present clearer form (1662), when
“enabled” was also substituted for “able” further on.’ [P.B.D.]

There is an Augustinian note in this short and precious collect, which, perhaps, explains its
value for private use. It is one of my favourites.

We all attended Mattins at 11 a.m. | read the lessons, preached, & celebrated the Holy
Communion. There was a fair, but not a crowded congregation. The Rector was absent on
account of illness, and the old guinea-pig, Porter, read Mattins, & ministered the Chalice.

[125]

In the afternoon | walked to Chattisham, and had tea with Sir Gerald Ryan. His deaf brother
was there, and his sister. These had been at the service in the parish church. His Popish
cousins and his secretary made up the party. He gave me the name of an Ipswich solicitor,
whom | might consult in the matter of the gardener’s cottage: and he promised that he
would direct his man, reputed to be skilled in mole-killing, to come to my assistance against
the moles who are laying waste my garden.

He was not very encouraging on the main question, and said that, when he let cottages, he
had taken a promise from the tenant that he would leave when required, but that he
doubted whether this promise had any legal validity. Something, perhaps, turns on the fact
that my gardener pays no rent, & that the house which he occupies is practically part of my
own dwelling. But, undoubtedly, the law is entirely favourable to the workman and against
his employer. This may be just as well as democratic, but it is horribly inconvenient for the
employer!
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<1061041>
[126]
Monday, October 116th, 1941.

A beautiful day. After some hectic telephoning in order to arrange an interview with one of
the solicitors recommended by Sir Gerald Ryan, we motored to Ipswich, and | called at the
office of Cobbold Sons and Manneer in Tower Churchyard. | submitted the following
questions, and received the replies appended to them:

1. Must the gardener’s place be kept open for him? No.

2. Can his wife remain in occupation of the gardener’s house?No.

3. Can | engage a gardener ‘for the duration of the War’? Yes.

4. The gardener pays no rent, but occupies the house as part of his remuneration, the

said house being practically a wing of Hyntle Place. Does this affect the question?
It helps me.

| paid the traditional 6/8. and came away. So far as the law goes, it would appear that | am
free to act; but, of course, this doesn’t go far towards solving the problem.

[127]
| received a letter from James which was conceived in a tone of injured protest, which
seemed to me extremely unwarranted. | wrote to him in a tone both firm & kind. Also, |

wrote to the 2 references [sic], whose names & addresses | had received from M” Pick.

Three partridges arrived from Sir William Brass, & Sir Gerald Ryan. | thanked them both.

Lord Charnwood,* from whom | have had no letter for a very long time, sends me an
affectionately worded letter, which (for we were once intimate) | was glad to receive. He
expresses regret at my decision to resign the canonry, which yet he feels compelled to
approve. He too has been giving up ‘positions, occupations, and pursuits’ to which he clung:

“Thus | can really sympathize with you. But in my case other people have been little,

if at all, the losers from my ceasing to live an active life, whereas you cannot help
being aware that your retirement is a serious loss to the world.” trrrrrnd
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<1071041>
[128]
Tuesday, October 7th, 1941,

A heavy autumnal mist, and high temperature. At 7 a.m. the glass stood at 66°.
Lightfoot acknowledges receipt of the Powicke, and asks permission to abbreviate by

omitting a long quotation, pleading the difficulty under which ‘The Journal of Theological
Studies’ is now produced. | told him he might abbreviate as freely as he wished.

| received a letter from [Ernest] Alexander,* in which he says: “Clarence Ward is in the Air
Force. He has been over to see me. At the moment, | don’t know where he is stationed: he
has grown a tall lad, and looks well.” He has not written to me for months.

Lord Charnwood was born on Nov. 61, 1864. He is thus almost exactly my junior by one
year. His old age also is shadowed by private trouble, as well as by the cloud of this
incredible war.

| wrote to Charnwood, and also to Edgar Dobbie,* whose address | found in Crockford. He is
now the Headmaster of a school in Northumberland — Newton Hall School, Felton.
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<1081041>
[129]
Wednesday, October 8t", 1941.

A dull day: everything saturated with the dew.

| wrote to the old man in Braintree, suggesting that he and his wife should come over on a
Saturday, and, if they liked the look of the place, could talk over the gardenership with me. |
was favourably impressed by his letter to me, & | might “entertain an angel unawares”, that
is, discover another gem of a gardener, such as | found in old Young at Barking, and old Jones
at Hereford. In these queer days, gardeners are like wine. “No one having drunk old wine
straightway desireth new: for he saith, The old is better.”

| received a long letter from Betty Bruce Sluer [?], and, since the interval between her letters
had been so strangely prolonged, | replied at once.

In the afternoon, | dug the ground from which the potatoes had been extracted, and then
sent a letter to the Rector respecting H.J.

The mole-traps were all re-placed. The good man, as he re-placed them, commented on the

cunning & persistence of these pestilent little beasts. He said that he had sometimes been
engaged for more than a week before he could succeed in destroying them.
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<1091041>
[130]
Thursday, October 9th, 1941.

A wet morning followed by a wet day.
| worked at the Autobiography, and produced a ‘ridiculus mus’ of 10 pages of foolscap.
| wrote to Lilley* who now, having married again in his old age, is living in Oxford.

The moles continue to disdain the traps, preferring to go on with their depredations
unhindered by sudden death.

The War news is growingly alarming. That the German drive against Moscow has made
considerable advance is apparently certain. So also is the fierce Russian resistance. That the
German reports are enormously exaggerated is probable, but there is also probably some
truth in them.

It appears now to be apparent that Hitler is making a last desperate attempt to “knock out”
Russia before the winter. He is throwing everything into a furious offensive against Moscow,
which is now being attacked from three sides. Can the Russians hold them up? Civilians are
said to be fighting shoulder to shoulder with the Red Army, and the population of Moscow
to remain magnanimously calm.
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<1101041>
[131]
Friday, October 10t, 1941.

Ella and Fearne went away after an early breakfast on some goose-business connected with

the Women’s Institute which was to be transacted in Beccles.

| worked at the Autobiography, and added yet more 8 pages.

In the afternoon | walked round Chattisham, and on the way encountered my mole-catcher,
who affirmed his determination to achieve success against the revolting pertinacity with
which the velvet-coats defend themselves. His attitude towards them reminds me of Hitler’s
towards the Russians!

The news from Russia continues to be very grave. It is, however, true that, in spite of their
prodigious efforts, the Nazi hordes & machines have not yet succeeded in overcoming the
Russian defence. Beaverbrook & Harriman have arrived in London from their successful
mission to Moscow, and they bring very favourable accounts of the temper & quality of the
Russian Government and people. Every hour seems to be critical.
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<1121041>
[132]
Saturday Sunday, October 12th, 1941.

Cold and bright. A nip of winter in the air.

| went to church, & celebrated at 8 a.m. as the Rector was said to be indisposed. The
exigences of War-time may, perhaps, excuse his tenure of the benefice while his continuing
infirmity renders him largely incompetent for pastoral duty. The area of his parish has been
contracted to the drive which parts the Rectory from the parish church: and his personal
contact with the parishioners is limited to his intercourse with a handful of ‘servers’ & choir-
boys, who frequent the house, and function after their manner in the church.

| did not attend Mattins, but my ladies went to church, and reported that a superannuated
Guinea pig officiated, & expressed his dislike of the Reformation. | occupied the morning in
writing to Blakeney, Dick, and the man Pick. To the latter | said that, if he had been five years
older, | would probably have appointed him to be my gardener, but | did not think it prudent
to appoint a man, who would probably be ‘called up’ for service within a few months.

[133]

| wrote to two more of the applicants, bidding them attend here next Saturday.
Also, | wrote a long letter to Charles Oman, asking for information about the Cottage.

N.B.
| omitted to include the record for Saturday. It included nothing more exciting than
continued work on the Autobiography, and the interview with Pick, an applicant for
the vacant Gardenership. He and his wife & son, a lad of 17, arrived in the afternoon,
and were shown the house & garden. They seemed well impressed, & | was
favourably impressed by them. But he is too young — 46: and the ‘calling-up’ age has
already risen to 45. It would be highly imprudent to appoint a man who would
probably be withdrawn within a few months. Accordingly, | wrote to him on Sunday
telling him that if he had been 5 years older, | would have taken him, but now not.
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[134]
Monday, October 13th, 1941.

A bright cold morning. Temperature in my study at 9 a.m. 50°. | had my fire lighted for the
first time this year.

| received an Air Mail Letter Card from Dick. It is dated August 27th. He describes his present
abode cryptically:

Life here is very agreeable. As far as | know, our present location is not known to you
personally, but it is, | know, the favourite resort of more than one of your friends. We
like it very much. | only wish | could tell you something about it.

This must be either Cyprus, or Palestine. Dick would have heard me speak of Carée in the
one, and of Harry Cumming Bruce in the other.

| worked at the Auto. during the forenoon, and, in the afternoon, put in an hour’s digging in
the garden.

A fine mole was brought in triumphantly by Sir Gerald Ryan’s mole-catcher. “It’s dogged as

does it” | said, and, indeed, his patient & vigilant persistence for a whole week deserved
success.
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[135]
Tuesday, October 14th, 1941.

A cold and rainy day. The war news continues to be distinctly alarming, for, though the
Russians continue to fight with superb courage, and the German losses, both in men &
material, are said to be vast, yet the resources on which they can draw seem to be limitless,
they are able to create local superiority wherever they attack, and the winter still tarries.
However, the defences of Moscow are reported to be formidable; and the spirit of the
Russians is said to be unbroken. Great supplies of tanks & other equipment are being
hastened from Britain and U.S.A.; and the R.A.F. never ceases to bomb the German military
arsenals & factories. This terrific strain cannot be kept up indefinitely, & Russia may even
now overcome the invader.

The ‘Daily Herald’ is developing an unpleasant disposition to accuse the Government of
inefficiency, and even to suggest suspicion of the Prime Minister’s will to fight! This long
episode of inaction when the country is running over with unemployed troops, and our
Allies are in desperate danger, involves too severe a strain on the man in the street. Yet to
refuse to yield to his protests is probably the right course.
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[136]
Wednesday, October 15th, 1941.

| descended to the drawing room in my dressing gown in order to hear the B.B.C. news at 7
a.m. The Russians are keeping up a resolute resistance, but the Nazi hordes are still able to
bring up fresh troops & tanks, & thus continue to advance, though slowly. It seems to be a
race against time. The slaughter on both sides is prodigious. And the winter still delays.

| received a letter from ‘the little airman’ who has been invalided out of the R.A.F., & is now
convalescing at home.

“It seems probable that | have a tubercular abdomen, but even after eight months |
am still a query case. Nevertheless, the R.A.F. decided to discharge me as medically
unfit on those grounds. So | am no longer your “little airman”. What | shall be in the
future remains to be seen. | cannot anticipate anything definite as I’'m given to
understand these ailments take months & months to cure. | am hopelessly restless
already, but can do little about it.

This is a hard stroke for the youngster.
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[137]
Thursday, October 16th, 1941.

The news at 7 a.m. was disconcerting. Great reinforcements have enabled the Nazis to make
important advances toward Moscow, but the Russians are still fighting fiercely, and they also
are being reinforced. But the outlook is distinctly darker, and the fall of Moscow has become
a contingency which must be reckoned as not improbable. And one shudders to think of the
effect on Turkey, Japan, Spain, & the East generally which would be made.

| received a letter from Charles Pattinson.* He says that “one of the longitudinal beams of
the south-east side of the Chapel (at Auckland) has fallen, immediately above Bishop
Westcott’s grave, which it has narrowly missed, but has not damaged.” He adds that the
roof-timbers “seem very badly eaten by beetle”, and that “the architect has ordered that the
organ shall not be used.” He has been arranging the Ordination, and observes ‘that the
majority of the newly-ordained deacons are almost invariably “Anglo-Catholicks”’. He
encloses a photo of himself as a “Home Guard”.
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[138]
Friday, October 17th, 1941.

M' Leslie Watson, who some months ago asked me to recommend books on Anglican
History, now writes to tell me that he “hopes to be able to write a thesis on “The Idea of the
Church of England as a Via Media, treated historically from the days of Hooker to those of
Newman”. | wasted an hour in replying to him, rather evading than conceding his request.

Then | went to Abbey Oaks to see Woodbridge, & remained to lunch. He was somewhat
depressed about himself, but improved as we talked together. He sent me home in his car.
Then | wrote letters to Lady de Saumarez, and the little Airman, or, as he must now be called,

Hedley Thompson.

The news from Russia continues to be bad: but how bad it is hard to understand. The
diplomatic body have left Moscow at the request of the Soviet Government. This may mean
that the Military chiefs desire to be relieved from responsibility for protecting the
Government at the same time as their undivided attention is needed for the defence of the
City.

The Japanese position is ‘tense’.
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[139]
Saturday, October 18", 1941.

At 7 p.m. the BBC announced that the Russians had evacuated their troops in good order, &
without loss from Odessa, and transferred them to another part of the Front, and that this
operation was carried out without any fighting. The German statements to the contrary are
flatly denied.

Kenneth Bell, a quondam of All Souls, writes to ask that he may see me on some private
business, & suggests a visit. | replied at one [sic], bidding him come any day except October
25% November 4t and 6%, since on those days we cannot arrange to meet him at Ipswich
station.

| wrote to Dick, and then read through my lecture for the Society of Sacred Study in Ipswich,
with the purpose of cutting it down to more suitable dimensions.

The carpenter from Frazers came to overhaul the blinds in my study, and make blacking out
effective. He seemed a decent man enough, and expressed himself very suitably when he
saw the Prime Minister’s photograph on my mantelpiece.

[140]

The two selected candidates for the gardenership, Jolly, aged 59, and Barker, aged 68, came
to see the place. Both impressed me well, & both had a special drawback. Jolly would bring
an ailing wife: and an ailing friend of his wife: and Barker was rather old for fresh work. |
liked them both, and | think that both would be glad to come. On the whole, | liked Barker
best. He seemed to me to belong to the same rather old-fashioned type as that which was
favourably impressed on my memory by Jones at Hereford, and Young at Barking. | thought
finally that age was less of a disablement than the querulous imbecility of two aging crones,
and wrote to Barker offering him the appointment, and stating the renumeration viz. 50/-
per week, house rent & rate free, & use of the ground adjoining the gardener’s house for a
garden of his own. He certainly impressed me as intelligent, and obliging. But, of course,
appearances may be deceptive. | added that the engagement should be terminable on a
month’s notice by either party.
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[141]
19t Sunday after Trinity, October 19th, 1941,

There was a depressing drizzle when | went to Church in order to celebrate the Holy
Communion at 8 a.m., the Rector being reported to be still hors de combat. Peter “served”,
and omitted the “Catholicisms”, which most irritate the late Bishop of Durham.

The news from Russia is, perhaps, the best it is at all reasonable to expect viz. that the
Russians are still maintaining their positions, & that the German offensive is apparently
slowing down. Also, it is stated that the weather is worsening.

“Scrutator” in the Sunday Times is concerned to know why the Government have decided to
publish Lord Gort’s despatches just at this juncture. One effect of the said despatches is
already apparent. & They provide fresh evidence of the woeful incompetence of the French,
& they bear hardly on the reputation of Weigand. The B. E F. was sent to an impossible task
with a totally inadequate equipment. It was from first to last ill-directed and over-matched.
Ony the final “miracle” of Dunkirk relieves the story from humiliation.

[142]

| attended Mattins, and read the Lessons. Thurlow preached and celebrated. Moulsdale*
intoned the prayers and assisted.

Thurlow is not a great preacher, but his voice is pleasant, and gives the impression of
sincerity. He was begging for the Missions to Seamen, and his sermon was a catena of small
personal anecdotes. The congregation appeared to me to be interested. Their very limited
power of sustained attention was assisted by the disconnected character of the discourse. It
demanded the very minimum of intellectual effort. Every tiny egotistic paragraph was
complete in itself like the snippets in the cheap popular papers. Ought | to draw the
inference that this kind of preaching should be encouraged, because it plainly assists and
satisfies the congregations? But, if | should do so, what justification is there for learning, or
thought, or industry in the preparation of sermons? Will not the understanding of the
hearers be “unfruitful” [?], although their ears are pleased? Is not preaching wholly severed

from teaching?
[143]

The Thurlows came to tea. They are full of Aleck’s engagement to Katherine Blackwood. He
is 24, and she is 26. He met her in Jerusalem where he was teaching in a school, and she was
a C. M. S. mission lady. Her father was the Vicar of Thornley in Durham diocese, & seemed to
me a fearfully gloomy type of Evangelical. He is now living in Scarborough after retiring from
what is called (rather absurdly in most cases) “active” ministry. Aleck was supposed to be
destined for Ordination, but he appears to have abandoned his pious purpose, & to prefer
matrimony and the civil service, He has a position with a salary of £430 p.a. to start with! So
blows the wind within the sanctuary itself. “If they do these things in the green tree, what
will they do in the dry?” Lady T. thinks that the influence of his brothers told against his
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Ordination, &, no doubt, facilitated the final triumph of the lady! Nevertheless, it is a
sombrely significant thing that even the sons of the clergy are refusing to present
themselves for Ordination in the C. of E.
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<1201041>
[144]
Monday, October 20t, 1941.

| received a letter from our late butler’s boy, Clarence Ward, whom we called William. As he
so signs himself, | must suppose that he prefers it to his Christian name. His long silence had
rather surprized and puzzled me. However, he appears to be both penitent and prosperous.
He is stationed in Lancashire training for the R. A. F.

“If | do not get a fitter’s course, | will be posted to a squadron, & who knows | may be posted
to a place near you... Here we have a nice church parade every 4t Sunday. The reason for
every 4t Sunday is because there are 4 wings here, & there is only room for one wing in the
Church at once. We have a choir also of which | am a member”.

Milford sends me a “specimen” page of The Autobiography, which appears much the same
as that in Abp. Davidson’s “Life”. He is not himself satisfied with it, and will send me another.
| dug in the garden for an hour.
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[145]
Tuesday, October 21%t, 1941.

M" J. Barker writes to accept the position of gardener in succession to James; and will begin
work on Monday, November 3. | hope he will justify appointment.

| worked at the Autobiography, mostly making extracts from the Journal.

In the afternoon, we motored to Ipswich, where | read a paper to the Society of Sacred
Study in the Diocesan Institute. The Bishop presided, & about 35 parsons attended. We had
tea with the Bishop and M Brook.

In the course of conversation, the Bishop told me that Powicke™* was a Nonconformist, he
thought a Baptist, but that, notwithstanding this circumstance, he, when Fellow of Merton,
was wont to attend the services in the College Chapel, and was liked & respected. | was the
more interested in hearing this account of him since his book on the English Reformation
had impressed me so favourably. | recall Gardiner’s* admirable treatment of Laud, & that he
also was a Nonconformist. Pollard,* Maitland,* & Beard were also free from the
episcopalian obsession, & therefore, able to understand the Reformation.
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[146]
Wednesday, October 22", 1941.

October 215, 1941.
My dear Kenyon,

The arrival of the Election notice reminds me that | ought not to delay my resignation from
the Club, which under the coercion of your generous remonstrance, coinciding as it did with
my own feelings, led me to withdraw some months ago.

But there is little prospect of my being able to enjoy the privilege of membership, for my
visits to London are not likely to be frequent in the future, since my retirement from
Westminster, and still more the cause which compelled it, leave me little reason for going
there, and the darkened winter months will prohibit all travelling that is not imperative,

My eyes cause me some inconvenience and embarrassment, [147] but they do not impose
an absolute veto on my work in my study. If | survive the War, and the cataract has advanced
to the requisite measure of development, | look forward to adventuring an operation which,
| am assured, is not regarded as excessively severe, and is, indeed, commonly successful. But
within a few weeks, | shall complete 78 years, and then one cannot either make plans with
confidence, or contemplate operations with comfort.

Meanwhile, | employ myself in putting together an Autobiography. | shall probably “bring no
fruit to perfection”, and, indeed, | cannot persuade myself that the story of my thoughts,
efforts, and experiences can interest any reasonable person.

Always, my dear K. most sincerely
H. Hensley Henson
Bp.

[148]

Private
October 2279, 1941,
Dear M! Upward,

| do not think that | am competent to review Oman’s* book. It is true that my career in
Oxford mainly coincided with his, though | was 3 years his junior. But, as an undergraduate, |
was too poor and obscure (not being either socially important or athletically possible) to be
a figure in undergraduate life. My election at All Souls in 1884 gave me the privilege of his
friendship, and familiarised me with the University from another point of view: but, then, |
left Oxford for Bethnal Green in 1887; and have never since had more than an intermittent
and occasional contact with its academic life. My career, such as it is, has been passed
outside Oxford, and it would hardly be possible for me to offer opinions on the quality &
direction of Oxford life.

[149]
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You will know that the failure of my eyesight hampers me in work, and that my eyes do not
suffice for more than my present obligations. | do not, therefore, feel free to make promises
of contribution to the C. of E. Newspaper.

But it was kind of you to suggest that | should, and | appreciate your doing so.

Believe me

Sincerely Yours

H. Hensley Henson
Bishop

Mt Herbert Upward
“Ty Mawr”
Marshal’s Drive

S. Alban’s

Herts.

The above was my reply to the Editor of the C. of E. Newspaper’s suggestion that | should
write, like Inge, “occasional front page articles” for his paper, and that | might make a start
with reviewing Oman’s book on Victorian Oxford.

[150]
| wrote to Leonard Cutts (Hodder & Stoughton) accepting his offer to send 80 copies of “Last

Words in W. Abbey” for £10 royalty fee: and asking whether he could arrange to send copies
to the persons, whose addresses | should send.

Also, | wrote to William alids Clarence, & bade me tell me by which name he desired to be
addressed, the “official” William, or the Christian Clarence!

We lunched at Shrublands. Sir Percy Loraine, whom | was to “meet”, had at the last moment
“cried off” pleading a bad cold, and we lunched with Lady de Saumarez and Veronica
(“Christine”). It was not a very interesting meal, though, | imagine, everybody was doing his
or her utmost to conceal the fact. On our way home we paid 3 ineffectual calls viz. to the
Francis Cobbolds, the Herbert Cobbolds, and M Corfield. All were, or were said to be, “not
at home”. Then we returned to Hyntle Place for tea.

The news from Russia seems to picture something almost like a stale-mate. But there is the
winter to be reckoned with still.
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[151]
Thursday, October 239, 1941.

A cold and brilliant day. The mole, or moles, are again active in the garden.
| received a long & interesting letter from Oman. He writes:

Like yourself | have been labouring at an Autobiography, and | have just got it out.
The advance copy was noted in the Times last Friday, but | have not got the
presentation packet yet —am hoping for it any day. | have a long chapter on All Souls,
1884-95, in which your name appears freely, & several of your epigrams are quoted,
which stick in my memory as epigrams do. Those — as you say — were “Golden Days”
— we were young & full of enthusiasm. There are few left of the generation, but | see
Pember sometimes, & Headlam (now getting very deaf) runs over not infrequently
from Gloucester to College. In Oxford there are none of my old contemporaries left.

[152]

R. Percy Hodder-Williams to Bishop Hensley Henson
S. Hugh'’s School
Brickley
215 Oct., 1941.

Dear Dr Hensley Henson,

We have not, | see, a formal Agreement for Last Sermons (Words) in Westminster Abbey.
Shall we say Fifteen percent, on the published price in Great Britain, and Seven-and-a-half
percent, on copies sold abroad, & in this country for purpose of export?

If this is agreeable to you, shall we call this letter an Agreement?

The book is being published on October 271, and your author’s coipes wittbe should
reach you in a few days time.

With kindest regards.
Yours sincerely
R. Percy Hodder-Williams
[153]
Bishop Hensley Henson to R. Percy Hodder-Williams
Hyntle Place,
Hintlesham

Ipswich
October 23", 1941.
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Dear Mf Hodder-Williams,

Thank you. Your letter of the 21 of October will be quite sufficient for a formal
agreement for “Last Words in West® Abbey”, & the arrangement described in it is
quite satisfactory to me.

| cannot imagine that the little book can have much interest for anybody, but | am
glad to have it as a kind of epitaph on one phase of what has been, | fear, a very futile
career, beginning in obscurity and closing in eclipse.

Ever sincerely
H. Hensley Henson
Bishop

[154]

| received “with Sir Humphrey Milford’s compliments”, a neat little “Pocket Diary 1941-
1942”, and, when thanking him for it, | took occasion to enquire respecting the
“Autobiography”, when he had it in mind that it should be published, and whether it was to
appealr in completeness, or only in a first instalment.

In the afternoon, Barker, my new gardener, brought his wife to see the house which they
would occupy. She is a neat little body, and, as she told me, by birth a Londoner. M" Barker
himself is a Suffolk. Their children are married. | was favourably impressed by her, and so, |
think, were Ella and Fearne. He looked about him with alertness, and expressed himself with
decision. | have no doubt that he knows his job. | am assured by former employers that he is
honest, willing, & efficient. If he has also adequate strength & good health, he ought to do
well enough.

| spent some time in reading through my Journal for 1918. If it could be published in
extenso, it could be both interesting & illumining. But the bulk would be altogether
excessive.
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[155]
Friday, October 24th, 1941,

Yesterday the Times announced the death of Lady Gainford [Ethel Pease].* | wrote a letter of
more than conventional condolence to Lord Gainford [Joseph Pease].* Throughout my
episcopate in Durham both Gainford and his wife showed us much kindness: and he and |
often met in the House of Lords, and generally were in agreement.

| received a letter from the Editor of the British Weekly, writing from the same address as
that of the publishers, Hodder and Stoughton. He refers flatterously to my poor little
valedictory book, and accompanies his flattery with a request that | would let him have “a
short paper, not more than 700 words in length, under the title “Experience Worketh Hope”.
He hopes to include in his special Christmas issue, three articles under that title in which
leaders of the Church look back and look forward. He has already received acceptance from
the Moderator of the Church of Scotland & Principal E. Wheeler Robinson, and wants me to
be the third. | gobbled the flattery, and conceded the request!

[156]

Somebody sends me No 1. of “Tracts for the Church of England. It is headed “The Church of
England, Whither?”: is well-written, and contains many excellent obiter dicta. But it is so
curiously remote from actuality, and appears to be grounded on so inadequate a basis both
of historical knowledge and of acquaintance with the actual situation, that it is practically
futile and worthless. It is signed by the initials L W. L. — which convey nothing to me.

| wonder whether it wf work out well if | broke up the monotony of the story of my life by
intercalating chapters on specific subjects e.g. My letter-bag, the Visitation Charges,
Ordinatien Visits to Windsor, the Coronations, the House of Lords, Freemasonry,
Preservation of the Castle, Restorations — (Escomb, S. Hilda’s, Hartlepool, Bishopwearmouth,
Billingham), Strikes, Auckland Castle, the Ordinations. An Appendix might include some
letters, either private or addressed to the Times. Perhaps also, there ought to be a chapter
on Marriage Questions and Prayer Book Revision. My books cannot be wholly ignored, &
there would have to be an “epilogue”.

[157]

The Church of England is the most striking example in European history of the
capacity of institutions to maintain an unbroken, almost complete, continuity in
structure while undergoing a thorough change in spirit.

v. Powicke, Ref? in England, 119.
Another mole was trapped yesterday. | was alarmed to krew see that it was a young one,
and can only hope that it is an only child! | hear that two moles have been taken at

Hintlesham Hall. It would seem that there is a general offensive in progress. We can but
follow the example of the Russians, and meet it by continual counter-attacks.
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| found Tom Reid ploughing & sowing beans with one and the same tractor. He was
accompanied, and almost “mobbed”, by a great crowd of sea-birds. They made a striking
contrast with the rich, dark up-turned earth from which they were garnering their harvest of
worms and grubs. But they are prophets of rough weather.
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[158]
Saturday, October 25, 1941.

| received an interesting letter from Blakeney™ in which he includes a quotation from Smuts’
address on Trafalgar Day, which | have not seen in the brief reports of the Times & Daily
Herald:

“Here is one of the omitted sentences
“| believe that anti-Christ is loose in the world today. Previously | didn’t believe there

was such a thing as Anti-Christ, but | believe it now | see what incarnate evil means in
the world.”

His whole speech was most striking.
This does, indeed, give cause for thinking.

If a man of Smuts’ moral and intellectual stature, advanced in years which have been
crowded with illuminating experiences, great adventures, & remarkable achievements, has
come to take that “apocalyptic” view of the situation, what may we expect to be its effect on
simple, inexperienced, & untutored minds? | look to see some fearful explosion of fanaticism
in the wake of the War.

[159]

Milford sends me a revised specimen paper together with a statement of the terms which
the Oxford Press would be prepared to offer, and the price which would be charged for the
work. | replied as follows:-

Oct. 261, 1941.
My dear Sir Humphrey,

| think a letter of mine must have crossed with yours of the 23 Oct. which | received
this morning, and to which | must make no delay in answering.

The revised specimen page seems (to my undiscerning and inexperienced eye) quite
satisfactory. | am “intrigued” by its contents, which are presumably selected for
purely typical reasons.”

The terms as stated in your letter will be quite satisfactory to me, and | am glad to
know that you will be able to find room for illustrations.

The second volume, dealing [160] with my episcopate might firstly include pictures of

the two cathedrals in which | had my chair: Auckland Castle: the portrait of me which
was presented by the Durham diocese for hanging in the State Room there; and the
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picture of me bedizened for my duty at H.M.’s Coronation. But, on this point, you will
determine when you have the Ms. of vol. II.

As to price, you alone can decide. Would 15/-be the price for vol. | or for the
complete works?

I am working on vol. 1l, and may want your advice as | proceed.
Always sincerely
H. Hensley Henson

Bishop.

Sir Humphrey Milford
Oxford University Press.

108



<1261041>
[161]
20th Sunday after Trinity October 27t [sic] [26t], 1941.

For some quite unimaginable reasons | was called a full half hour before the requisite time
with the result that | “listened in” to the B.B.C. at 7 a.m.

| went to Church for the early Communion and found the Church clock had stopped, the
excellent Peter (whose father was buried yesterday) had not turned up to serve, and M™
Frazer, who had become a kind of parochial “Pooh-bah” was wrestling with the necessary
preparations for the Altar-service. Peter arrived a little after time, & | was able to make a
start about 5 minutes late.

| wrote to Dick, and sent him the verses which Blakeney sent me yesterday.

We all attended Mattins, & | read the lessons. Also | listened to a preposterous sermon with
a glorious text. “The Lord is King”. Moulsdale* labours under some grievous disadvantages,
e.g. he is obsessed by his sacerdotalist — sacramental conception of Religion which is quite
alien to the tradition & understanding of the people: he is overweighted with his
recollections of homilies to the young priestlings of S Chads: [161] his heart is not in his task
as a preacher, and he has no sympathetic intuition in the problem of pastorate. His personal
interests in the matter of Religion — “Ritualism”, liturgiology, “moral theology” in the Roman
sense, psychology so far as it is concerned with the Confessional — are either unintelligible or
repugnant to his congregation, which, though too stupid & “bovine” to understand what
they hear, are inwardly assured that they would dislike it if they did understand it. He covers
his pastoral nakedness with whist drives &c. “The hungry sheep look upward and are not
fed”. And, of course, his physical inability to get about the parish cannot but be gravely
disadvantageous to his ministry. Whether he could, if he would, visit the people | cannot
know, but the fact Athat he does not” is certain and its effect cannot be doubtful. Not even a
saint or a great preacher could succeed in pasturing the human flock, if he was confined to
the walls of his vicarage house, & could not even adventure the petty physical exertion
involved in moving from the reading desk to the pulpit.
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[163]
Monday, October 27t, 1941.
| directed the publishers to send copies of “Last Words” to the following:
[symbol] 1. Dean of Westminster
[symbol] 2. Archdeacon Donaldson.
[symbol] 3. Canon Don
4. The Warden of All Souls
[symbol] 5. Dr Joceyn Perkins.
[symbol] 6. Archbishop of Canterbury
[symbol] 7. The Bishop of Durham.
[symbol] 8. The Dean of Durham.
9. Sir C. Grant Robertson
[symbol] 10. The Earl of Scarbrough K.G
[symbol] 11. The Abp. Of York.
[symbol] 12. The Dean of S. Paul’s
[symbol] 13. Canon Marriott.
[symbol] 14. The Bishop of Coventry.
[symbol] 15. Sir Charles Oman.
16. The Rev Derek B. Elliott.
[symbol] 17. Lord Woodbridge.
18. The Master of Magdalene, (Cambridge)
19. Sir James Irvine.
University House, S Andrew’s, Scotland
[symbol] 20. The Bishop of S Edmundsbury & Ipswich.

[164]

| walked to Chattisham in the afternoon, and fell in with the Reid twins. Archie was caught
pilfering his brother’s scanty stock of petrol, and Tom was pursuing his cow which had
strayed.

| am attempting to lay in a considerable stock of wood, for the prophets are agreed in
foretelling a hard winter, & the coal-ration is quite ridiculously insufficient. Yet, | must be
warm if  am to do any work in my study, and | cannot endure, either that my ladies should
share its warmth & chatter or should be excluded and shiver!

There are some fortunate students who are so indifferent to sound, that they can pursue
their studious labours in the clamour of a nursery, or the debates of a Committee. Casaubon
continues his learned work with a dozen children in his study, and Lord Chancellor Selborne
could prepare his legal orations in the House of Commons. | am less happily fashioned —
Noise destroys my power either to think clearly, or to compose effectively. The coughing of a
congregation almost deprives me of the power of utterance, and robs me of all effectiveness
in preaching!
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[165]
Tuesday, October 28th, 1941.

| received by Air-mail a letter from Dick. It is dated as long ago as August 6%, but | suspect
that he meant to write “September”. He has met Gelsthorpe, now an assistant Bishop in
Egypt, & he has been telling legends about me:-

He told me that he was ordained in the Durham diocese just before you went there
as Bishop, & served his first curacy at S Gabriel’s Sunderland during the opening
years of your reign. He was full of racy anecdotes about you: you would have enjoyed
them. Do you remember the one about your saying slowly & solemnly when you
found the Bp of Birmingham sitting in your set at the Church Assembly, “I see the
Abomination of desolation sitting where it ought not”? As an appendix to your book,
| think | must add a list of such anecdotes.

It reads like a modern edition of the legend about S John & Corinthus; probably it is equally
true, that is, that neither is true. But what does that matter?

[166]

After an unprecedently protracted interval, | received a letter from Jack Carr,* addressed on
August 315 from “Contras”, Hout bay, Cape, S.A. He is enjoying his leave in south Africa, with
his wife and son, for he is now clothed with the dignifying distractions of paternity.

Also, poor old Lady Limerick [May Pery]* sends me from her bedroom where she is
immobilized by arthritis, a pencil written letter, enclosing a newspaper cutting of a
composition of her own, entitled “A memory of Lady Randolph Churchill. Also, Clarence
Ward writes promptly in answer to my letter.

The Times has a very kindly expressed little article on the front page headed “Bishop
Henson'’s Farewell”. It is, less a review than a notice of “Last Words”, which was released to
the public yesterday. This unusual compliment discloses the personal regard of the Editor,
but whether the past, or the present, | do not know. Anyway, | must needs feel grateful and
consoled by a kindness which was equally unexpected and undeserved.
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[167]
Wednesday, October 29th, 1941.

[Alan] Don* writes from the Abbey:
October 28th, 1941.
My dear Bishop.
The unusual honour done to you in the columns of today’s Times will give pleasure to
all who have been associated with you during the course of your long ministry.
| feel sure that every one connected with the Abbey will feel, as | do, that the last
sentence of the Times leader aptly expresses their sentiments. We miss you greatly.
With much respect,

Yours dutifully and affect!t
Alan C. Don

“This volume will be welcomed for its own sake, & treasured in future as the crowning work
of a fearless & outstanding figure in our public life, whom none c¢ meet without affection”.

[The last sentence of the Times leader]
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[168]
Thursday, October 30th, 1941.

Jimme Dobbie,* of whom | have heard nothing for three years, writes to me in answer to a
letter which | addressed to his Crockford address. He is a Chaplain in the R.A.F. and is
stationed at Uxbridge. His school has been broken up for having been twice over evicted by
the requisitioning of his house, the boys have been provided for elsewhere. His wife and
children are staying with her relations in the north, and he is stationed in the south. It is
rather hard, but, when all the world is in mourning & desperation, who can decently
complain of anything?

The wood, stated to be oak, and ash — 2 tons and 2 hundredweight arrived, & was deposited
about the outhouses. | paid for it £3.13.6.

| wrote at some length to Oman thanking him for his gift of “Memories of Victorian Oxford”,
and to Hugh Rees, asking them to send a copy of the book to Dick [Elliott].* This will serve as
a Christmas present which will interest him, since he had made acquaintance with Oman
during his Oxford course, & had often heard me speak of him.

[169]

From the Times, Tuesday October 28th, 1941.

The publication of a book of sermons seldom seems to call for remark on this page,
but Bishop Hensley Henson’s “Last Words in Westminster Abbey” just issued,
provides a clear exception to the rule. The title, it may be hoped, is not strictly
accurate, and those who delight in robust thought phrased in admirable prose will
still count on hearing at least an occasional sermon from D" Henson. But this book
marks the ending of his official relationship with the Abbey.

Fifty-four [?53] years have passed, he tells us, since he made his first appearance in
its pulpit. Since 1888 no year has gone by without one or more sermons from him in
that place. From 1900 to 1912 he held one of its canonries, & his ministry there and
as Rector of S Margaret’s [170] is still gratefully remembered.

In 1940, having held during the interval a Deanery and two Bishopricks, he was
recalled to the Abbey as a Canon, but this post, for reasons stated in his preface, he
resigned last April. “It was with something of the derelict sense of orphanhood,[”] he
writes [“]Jthat | cut the link which bound me to the Abbey.["]

Through much of his long career D' Henson was chiefly known to the general public
as a controversialist. Not only has he seen both sides of many ecclesiastical

guestions, but he has been on both sides, with a rapidity of change that bewildered
his friends. As a sturdy fighter he provoked opposition, and it was never his habit to
leave his opponents in doubt as to his estimate of their views. But his latest volume
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discloses an aspect of his personality which [171] controversy was apt to mask. With
no loss of pungent expression, these sermons abound in spiritual wisdom. From their
first page to the last they offer the nation in its time of trial a message on Christian
hope and encouragement This volume will be welcomed for its own sake, &
treasured in the future, as the crowning work of a fearless and outstanding figure in
our public life, whom none could meet without admiration, and from whom none
could part without affection.

| copied the above into this journal, because (however exorbitant) it has an unquestionable
value for an Autobiographer, & because long experience has taught me that newspaper
cuttings are almost always mislaid or otherwise lost; & | do not wish to lose this curious
sidelight on myself.

[172]

The workman brought in the new Arga [sic] range, which is to cost £80, and is said to effect a
considerable economy in fuel. It rather reduces the amenity of the kitchen as a place of
residence, but it requires less labour.

| walked for two hours after lunch, and on the way reflected on the little foolish article for
the special Christmas issue of the British Weekly on the subject, “Experience worketh Hope”.
Could I honestly postulate as the conclusions to which the experiences of a fairly long life
have led me, these 3, viz, (1) the definite failure of ecclesiastical Christianity (2) the definite
failure of secularism (3) the increasing hold of the Christian ideal on considering & civilized
men? and could | propose these as the sufficient foundation for Hope in the future of
humanity? Why, even in this dark hour, dare | profess myself an optimist? Because | am a
Christian, and can perceive no other hope for mankind than that which Christ embodies &
proclaims: “Jesus said therefore unto the twelve, Would ye also go away? Simon Peter
answered Him, Lord to Whom shall we go? Thou hast the Words of eternal life — And we
have believed & know that Thou art the Holy One of God.”
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[173]
Friday, October 315, 1941.

Much to my astonishment, &, perhaps, somewhat to my alarm, | received a cheque for £75
from the Oxford University Press, ‘being advance royalty on your Autobiography.” This looks
like business!!

Acknowledging my resignation from “The Club”, Sir Fred Kenyon,* the Secretary, writes

My dear Henson

| am exceedingly sorry that you find it necessary to retire from the Club at the
end of this year, but | recognise the cogency of your reasons. The fourteen
members at lunch last Tuesday received the news with very much regret, and
unanimously agreed to make you an Honorary Member. This means that you will
pay no subscription, but will be free to come to our luncheons (or dinners), if you
should ever have the opportunity. Herbert Fisher, who resigned when his health
broke down, & was made an honorary member, came two or three times after
his health was restored: and | hope that you may be able to do the same.

Yours ever,
F.G. Kenyon.
[174]

| composed what Milford called “a short descriptive summary) [sic] of vol. | of my
Autobiography; and sent it off to him — a disgusting piece of egotistic effrontery. As the
probability of publication increases, so does my reluctance to parade before the general
public the record of my thoughts (which they can never understand) and my acts (which
they can never approve). But, in accepting the publishers’ cheque, | have crossed the
Rubicon, and must go2 on with the book. | am both surprized and alarmed by Milford’s
evident desire to get the thing finished.

Today the Arga kitchen range is being set up, and our meals are cold and comfortless! The
ease gained by grumbling is no longer acceptable, for what decent and self-respecting man
can grumble, when such limitless miseries are being heaped on our Allies? The Times has
another horrifying account of the Nazi treatment of the Poles. Can History disclose any
parallel to the abominations of Hitlerite Germany?

Ella and | walked together for an hour and a half. We visited Washbrook Church, & then
crossed the meadows, & so returned. On the way we met Fearne & M"™ Johnson with a van
half filled with salvage, which they were collecting.
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[175]
Saturday, November 1%, 1941.

Canon Anthony Deane* confesses to the authorship of the flatterous art leader in the Times:
this morning he writes to me
The Cloisters
Windsor Castle
Oct. 30th, 1941
My dear Bishop,

| hope you saw, and did not dislike, the little tribute in Tuesday’s Times. At least |
can vouch for the fact that the writing of it gave the author a most real pleasure.

Yours ever,
Anthony C. Deane.

The reading of the said article appears to have given pleasure to M™ Murray Smith [See
Alexander Murray Smith*] and Mary Radford,* both of whom have written to say so, and,
presumably, it stirred Sir John Maynard* to write to me. | have not seen him since | saw him
often in Oxford about the time that | “broke on the world” as a Fellow of All Souls. And now
he is Sir John Maynard and boasts of nine grandchildren!

[176]

It please me that his thoughts should have turned to me after so long a severance. He tells
me briefly the way he has travelled.:

“After finishing my 40 years in India, | have made essays in politics on the labour
side, & have of late been chairman of one of the Party’s advisory Committees.
Still more recently | have published a book called Russia in Flux on pre-revolution
Russia.

If he throws himself into Labour politics with the rather unreflecting ardour which was not
the least of his attractions as an undergraduate, he will hardly be a brake on the
revolutionary wheel! Probably, if we come again into such personal contact as we enjoyed
when we were both in our early twenties she we shall find ourselves mutually unintelligible!
Life may be very alienating, and our paths have led us very far apart. Perhaps, it is best that |
should continue to know him only in the pleasing haze of youthful friendship. The disputes
of old men are equally absurd and immitigable.

[177]
| walked through Chattisham, starting from Speed’s Corner, and returning by way of M™

Johnson’s House, & the parish church. It took me just an hour and a half, though the
distance can hardly have exceeded 4 % miles!
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Hardly had | returned to my study, (which had in my absence been re- arranged by my
masterful and benevolent ladies, so that | might be able to work nearer such fire as is now
possible) than a new incumbent, named Ruston V. of [the name of parish is left blank] called
to see me, & stayed to have tea. Mt R. is a quaint little man, who reminded me of Charles
Patterson.*

| wrote to Anthony Deane thanking him for his kindly references to me in the Times. It did
certainly add to the value of the compliments that they proceeded from a man whom | knew
and who knew me; and | probably am right in thinking that Maynard was moved by it to
write to me.

The Guardian has a brief and friendly reference to the poor little book which was the text of
the Times leader.
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[178]
21%t Sunday after Trinity, November 29, 1941,

| started the day with some trivial exasperations which did not strengthen self-respect or
demonstrate self-control! | was called late; my Sabbatic egg was hard-boiled; my beloved
wife elected the time for unearthing ancient photographs from a dusty box in my study!

| wrote to Kenyon, Blakeney, and Dick, and then went to Mattins, & read the lessons.
Afterwards, | celebrated the Holy Communion.

The Rector’s sermon, though delivered in a loud voice, was mostly unintelligible to me, for |
could not disentangle more than a few words! What | did hear displeased me, for it
appeared to be an argument(!) for the Invocation of Saints.

The church clock still remains fixed at the wrong hour, having ceased to go since James left
the parish. | spake rebukefully[sic] to the Churchwarden, who pleaded physical inability to
set the thing going.

The Sunday Times has a fierce article against the Duke of Bedford, who has made himself
notorious by some curiously inept apologies for Hitler; he is probably as unimportant as he is
unintelligent.
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[179]
Monday, November 3%, 1941.

The Press Cuttings Agency sent me 3 notices of “Last Words”, expressed in, to my thinking,
absurdly flatterous terms. The Guardian thinks the sermons are “characteristic of Bishop
Henson in spiritual wisdom, in majesty of period, and felicity of phrase”. Perhaps the writer
means “characteristic of Bp H’s notorious deficiency in”.

The British Weekly gives great prominence to an article signed with the Editor’s initials J.A.H.
[James Hutton*]

“ D" Hensley Henson’s book of my [sic] sermons, in my view as | rise from a week’s
reading of its pages night by night is the volume which | should recommend, above
all other recent homilies and exhortations, to those who demand of the Christian
treatment of life , in such ‘unintelligible’ days as these, that it shall be above
everything sincere, considered, true, aware of where the pressure and the ambiguity
are felt...Here is freshness. Here also is width and charity. Here finally is wisdom.”

This would not be inappropriate or extravagant if written of F. W. Robertson’s* sermons.
Surely when applied to mine it is both.

Then, there is a lengthy notice, mainly quotation, [180] from a paper called ‘Public Opinion’.
It ends thus

“This volume of sermons by Bishop Hensley Henson shows that his gifts of exposition and
lucid interpretation of the lessons to be drawn from the events of the day are unimpaired. It
is an impressive farewell volume of a great ministry.”

| record these eulogies because | am fully persuaded that the poor little volume will have no
better fortune than the other products of the same author, & that they will provide one
more striking illustration of the utter unimportance of press notices. Personally, || am more
surprized and humiliated than gratified and exalted by praises which my own judgement
rejects as unmerited and extravagant. Yet | am perplexed by them, for | cannot understand
why they should have been written.

At Fearne’s suggestion | sent a copy of the incomparable work to old Miss Burton, with
whom we had tea pleasantly, this afternoon. She attains the age of fourscore next Tuesday,

and may be flattered by my noting the occasion.

Lady Antrim and the Bishop were also at tea, & we had some cheerful conversation, too
cheerful for this evil time.
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<1041141>
[181]
Tuesday, November 4th, 1941.

Ella and Fearne betook themselves to Ipswich after breakfast in order to attend some
function of the G F. S. at which the Bishop and Lady Antrim held forth at length. | remained
in my study, and tried to put together a discourse for next Sunday.

I had two letters — the one from Ruth Spooner, the other from Noel Lamidey: both very
welcome.

My new gardener pleases me. He evidently understands his business, and does not shrink
from work. | had the old decayed laburnum in the drive te-be cut down, and directed Barker
to obtain another laburnum, 4 lilacs, 2 copper beeches, and a rose to be planted on either
side of the drive. These will be planted about the time of my 78t birthday, and will thus be
sufficiently dated.

The news from Russia is increasingly unsatisfactory. It is acknowledged that the Crimea was
inadequately defended: that the Germans are already established on the coast: that
Sevastopol is “under fire”: and that the freezing of the ground is facilitating the renewal of
the German attack on Moscow. Meanwhile nothing is reported of Marshal Timochenko.
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[182]
Wednesday, November 5, 1941,

Milford sends me the formal agreement with the Oxford Press: and adds:

The printers expect to send a batch of proofs every other day until completion by 17
November.

This is, indeed, “forcing the pace”.
The Bishop of Durham, sent me a Birthday present of 25 quills, with a very kind letter.

My Godson, Gilbert Simpson,* sent me a long and affectionate letter. He is an ardently
conscientious member of the Home Guard.

[Archdall Beaumont] Wynne Willson* writes rather lamentably about his own health. The
neuritis (or whatever it is) becomes ever more painful & incapacitating.

Kenneth Bell came to lunch, and afterwards expounded the rather difficult casus
conscientiae respecting which he desired to consult me. He assured me that he had received
the help he sought, but | am not wholly content with my counsel. However, | did my best.
After tea in my room, he returned to London, and | wrote to Sir Humphrey Milford, returning
the signed Form of Agreement.

[183]

November 5t 1941.
My dear Sir Humphrey.

| return herewith the Form of Agreement which | have signed, and caused my signature to
be witnessed, as directed.

On Saturday next, the 8t November, | shall complete78 years on this sinful planet. There is
something temerarious (as the canonists might say) about signing anything except one’s last
Will and Testament, when one is so near that dolorous decade, respecting which the
Psalmist has said that it is “labour & sorrow”.

However, | will accept the description, reserving the labour as my own potion, and assigning
the sorrow to you!

Always sincerely
H. Hensley Henson

Bishop

[184]
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Copies of “Last Words” were given to:

1. May, Countess of Limerick.
2. Kenneth Bell.

3.Miss Burton.

4, Ella.

5. MZ Parlett.
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[185]
Thursday, November 6%, 1941

| received a letter from Dick. Dated Sept 8t He encloses one of his sermons. It is not without
merit, but it is disfigured by an emphasis on the position of the clergy as such, which
surprises, and in some measure disappoints, me. | should suspect that such emphasis is
particularly ill-advised in preaching to soldiers.

| finished a poor little discourse for delivery at Sproughton next Sunday morning.

Ella and Fearne went off to attend some kind of godly synaxis, and | walked for nearly an

hour and a half, and then had tea by myself.
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[185]
Friday, November 7th, 1941,

| received two letters from Dick dated September 16 and 23. He is in the desert west of
Cairo, and writes in good spirits.

| wrote the little article for the Christmas issue of the British Weekly, and sent it under
registered cover to D! Hutton the Editor.

Then | walked to Washbrook Church, and as it was the ending of my 78t year of life, | went

into it and said my prayers. “Shou Thou me the way that | shd walk in, for | lift up my soul
unto Thea.”
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<1081141>

[186]

Saturday, November 8th, 1941.

Yesterday, | wrote to Sir John Maynard in answer to his letter (v. p. 175)

[188]

My dear Maynard.

Your letter was most welcome, for the remembrance of you as you were, when we
were both [at Oxford?] and about the age of twenty, is vivid and precious. Tomorrow
is my Birthday: | shall complete 78 years of life on this quaint planet, and cross the
frontier of my 79t year. | can no longer pretend that | am not old.

Like so many of my coevals, | am relieving the tedium of retirement by attempting to
write what is called an Auto-biography. The Oxford Press has undertaken to publish it
in 2 vols., of which the first is already written, and | am now engaged on the 2™, But
even now, | doubt whether | shall “bring any fruit to perfection”, for | cannot
persuade myself that any reasonable person can find anything interesting in the
demure record of an unimportant parson’s career, begun in obscurity and ended in

eclipse.

[187]

However, | must see what | can do.

Your development into a Labour “intellectual” makes me wonder by what road you
have travelled. | am too indurated an individualist to tolerate the autocratic methods
of the Labour Party, and | both dislike and dread the policies which are labelled
“Socialist” and “Communist”. But the last few years have been so freakishly
kaleidoscopic that | am stricken with a disabling mental paralysis, when | try to fit
myself into the general picture.

Now that we have “touched hands” again, let us not again recede into remoteness:
and when this Evil War has ended, and we can once more move about, let us come
face to face.

Always, dear Maynard,
Affectionately your Friend.

H. Hensley Henson, Bp.

Sir John Maynard [K.C.S.1.] [sic]
18 Gilston Rad

The Boltons

London SW.1
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Today | complete 78 years of life. The glass has fallen to 43° Fahrenheit, but the sun shines
brightly. A bundle of “Birthday letters” assured me that | had not completely passed out of
mind, & my ladies were not forgetful of the occasion.

Ella gave me an open air thermometer, & promised me a pair of gloves: Fearne, a set of
Southey’s poems. In this | discovered the poem which “Tubby” Clayton read with such relish
to Woodbridge and me, when | was last at Abbey Oaks. It is poor stuff, but interesting at this
juncture, when a worse tyrant than Napoleon is repeating Napoleon’s blunder, by trying to
conquer Russia. It is called “The March to Moscow” and is dated 1813: and is included in vol.
VI p. 217-222 of Southey’s Ballads-&MetricalTales “Poetical Works” collected by himself in
10 vols. (London.)

Too cold upon the road was he,

Too hot had he been at Moscow;

But colder & hotter he may be,

For the grave is colder than Muscovy:

And a place there is to be kept in view
Where the fire is red & the brimstone blue.
etc. etc.

[189]

Birthday letters came from the following:
1. [symbol] Lord Woodbridge

2. [symbol] Lord Roche

3. [symbol] Alfred Spelling

4. Dean of Durham

5. [symbol] Audrey (M [?Passlend])
6, Mary Redford

7. [symbol] Martin Ellingsen

8. [symbol] Dean of Westminster
9. [symbol] Gilbert Simpson

10. [symbol] Jack Clayton

11. [symbol] Evelyn Braley

12. [symbol] Isabel Braley

13. {symbol] Jimmie Dobbie

14. [symbol] Rev. John Welby
15. Noel Lamidly

16. [symbol] Clarence Ward

17. [symbol] Cecil Ferens

18. [symbol] E. H. Blakeney

19. [symbol] Dick

20/ [symbol] Bishop of Durham.
21. [symbol] Charles & Christina
22. clarence2W4 Noel Lamidey
23. [symbol] George Nimmins
24. Nancy Wynne-Willson
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25. Carter

26. [symbol] Sybil, Lady Eden

27. [symbol] Canon Jordan

28. [symbol] Linetta

29. [symbol] Rev. D. J. Dick

30. [symbol] Eric Dawson Walker

[190]

My morning was “sentimentalized” away in reading letters and the newspapers, and in
revising my sermon for tomorrow.

In the afternoon we motored to Hadleigh, where Fearne paid household bills, while Ella
perambulated the street on some “rubber-necking” adventure, and | sate demurely in the
car. On our way we left a copy of “Last Words” on M"™ Parlett, the Churchwarden’s wife, who
had well qualified for a complimentary gift by presenting me with butter, not once or twice!

Then | wrote my weekly letter to Dick. In it, | took occasion to counsel him against a certain
tendency to over-emphasize his official character, when addressing the troops. | told him
that the less he spoke as a clergyman, and the more, as a disciple, the better chance he
would have of getting his words home to the men’s hearts. But | am irreparably old-
fashioned in my notions of pastoral duty, of the preacher’s work, and of the meaning &
range of spiritual ministry. These young parsons oscillate between Barth and “Woodbine
Willie”!
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<1091141>
[191]
22M Sunday after Trinity, November 9th, 1941,

A still, cold morning. The thermometer in my bedroom at 7.30 a.m. registered 41°
Fahrenheit.

The bitter weather on the continent has cost us dear. Last night’s wireless reported the loss,
not by enemy action, but by hostile weather, of no less than 37 bombers. The cold seems to
have been almost incredibly severe.

We motored to Sproughton, where | preached at the special service for commemorating the
Armistice, which ended the War on November 11, 1918. There was a fair congregation,
largely composed of British Legionaries and Reservists. Lord Woodbridge was present, but
did not feel equal to reading the lesson as he had purposed to do. My sermon from Psalm
119.67 “Before | was troubled | went wrong, but now have | kept Thy word”, was listened to
with attention. After the service, we went to Abbey Oaks, and lunched with Lord
Woodbridge. M™ Corfield and the Rector were also lunching with him. We had much
pleasant conversation. | wrote my name in the copy of “Last Words”, which Lord W. had
received from the publishers, with my compliments.

[192]

Ella and Fearne went to Hadleigh in order to see some kind of a Biblical Play in the parish
church. | went to my study , and wrote to Lord Roche,* and to Ruth Spooner.* Also | wrote to
Braley* and his wife. | sent the Book Token that they had given me as a Birthday present to
Hugh Rees that it might be exchanged for Maret’s [sic] Autobiography, “A Jerseyman in
Oxford”, which | hear much praised.

The more urgent the need for me to get forward with the Autobiography, the more
impossible it seems for me to make a start! The unearthing of corpses is always disgusting, &
finally becomes impossible! If | could burn the Journal, and write merely what sticks out in
unassisted memory, | should probably produce something which, even if less accurate,
would be far shorter & more readable. Or, but this is quite impracticable, | could quote the
Journal in its completeness, save for obviously unsuitable or superfluous entries, the result
would be readable, but it would be exorbitantly long, and, perhaps, also, too dominantly
egotistic. So | must persist in my hopeless method.
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<1101141>

[193]

Monday, November 10, 1941.

| wrote the following letter to the Editor of the Times

Nov. 10th, 1941
My dear M’ Editor.

| have hesitated long before allowing myself to thank you for the short leader in the
Times of October 28, for, indeed, the kindness of its language, so far in excess of my
merits, rather abashed me, although | could not but perceive its genuineness, and
the extent of the honour which it did me. Many letters that | have received assure
me that it gave great satisfaction to my friends.

Therefore, though rather late in the day, | will not refuse myself the liberty of telling
you that | did, and do, appreciate very deeply the too flattering references to myself
which could not have been framed without the Writer’s sincere goodwill, nor
published in the Times without your generous approval.

Among the many good things which All Souls College has given me, | must needs give
high place to the friendship of [194] two great Editors Geoffrey Dawson and Buckle.
The famous newspaper, which | have read continuously since first | read any
newspaper of my own choice, made possible to me an approach to the public mind
which | could not otherwise have gained.

In working at my Autobiography | am continually reminded of my indebtedness to
the Times. | am, again and again, confronted with the compositions by which | used
(or abused) the opportunities which your predecessors in Printing House Square gave
me in the conflicts of my career. It is significant and comforting that you should be
able to refer to me in such kind terms,

Let me wish you, as well on public as on private grounds, the very fullest possible
measure of success in the great Office which you hold, & take leave to subscribe
myself.

Sincerely & gratefully.

H. Hensley Henson, Bp.
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[195]
Tuesday, November 11th, 1941.

The first instalment of Autobiographical proofs arrived from the Oxford Press to my
exceeding alarm. | wasted the morning in correcting it.

Clarence Ward writes to tell me that he has finished his training, and is now at home waiting
to be posted somewhere, probably in the Midlands.

Sometimes my old clergy, i. e. Dunelmians, express themselves very nicely e.g.
Canon Jordan from Darlington writes

“With deep & constant gratitude to you for all the great help given to us through
many years of fearless leadership, | am venturing to send our affectionate greetings
on your Birthday, and to say how much | wish it had been my privilege to have come
to your Lordship’s diocese much earlier in my ministry.

Martin Ellingsen* writes

| wonder whether you realized what a tremendous influence you had on the young
clergy, and what a great help you were to us all. | know your advice has often
influenced me in times of difficulty.
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[196]
Wednesday, November 12th, 1941,

My post consisted mostly of acknowledgments of “Last Words in W. A.”. Letters came from

Lord Scarbrough

The Dean of S. Paul’s
Lady Limerick

The Editor of the Times
The Bishop of StE. and I.
D Joselyn Perkins

The Bishop of Coventry.

Matthews writes from the St Paul’s Deanery:

“You are one of the very few ecclesiastics now whose words carry far beyond a
narrow circle of the devout”.

Barrington-Ward, the new Editor of the Times writes:
It is many years since, as a boy at the West! | sat at your feet on Sundays in the
Abbey, & since | used to hear of you through my brother at All Souls, but these
personal memories make their own further addition to the value of your very kind

message.

We motored to Hadleigh, and had tea with the Dean of Bocking & M™ Downes. | was
impressed by the “Cosy stove”, which warmed their rooms.
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<1131141>
[197]
Thursday, November 13t, 1941.

Another wet day, not so cold, but very dark and depressing.

The news from America becomes disturbing. While the President and others continue to
make warlike speeches, and to express the utmost confidence in the outlook, the
disaffection of organised Labour becomes more cynical and insistent. We are now told that
the entire programme of war-production is threatened with complete dislocation. Russia is
making a valorous stand, but the Germans are still advancing, and they are now alarmingly
near the Asiatic oil-fields. Immense efforts are being made to organise the transit of
munitions to Russia by way of the Persian Gulf & Iran, but the arrival of the munitions from
America is now becoming uncertain. Meanwhile we are urgently admonished by Churchill &
Beaverbrook to expect an Invasion. The outlook is kaleidoscopic. | cannot avoid the suspicion
that the employers in America are secretly cooperating with the Labour Unions in order to
obstruct & embarrass Roosevelt. Their hatred of the President outweighs their duty to the
Country, & to mankind.

[198]

| received a telegram from Lionel Trotman, with Birthday "congratulations". My old
chaplains do not forget me. Four of them — Jack Clayton, Lionel Trotman, Charles Pattison,
and Martin Ellingsen — have written or telegraphed. This may be taken as evidence that, as a
"chief", | was not quite intolerable!

Thomas Woods, now Vicar of Kellington, writes to invoke my good offices with the
Chancellor and the Prime Minister. He grows weary of his parish, & would like another! He is
a good fellow, but not very tactful or practical. He writes:

| was interested to learn that you were 78 on Saturday last, & | am reminded that the
first time | heard you preach was when you visited S. Margaret's, Westminster, on a
Sunday in Advent, 1915, when | was present in the Inns of Court, O. T. C. | would like
to send your Lordship my best wishes. | am sorry to hear that failure of eyesight is
making the writing of the Autobiography difficult. During the last War some of us
read Emerson's English Traits & Representative Men in the frontline trenches.
General [199] Smuts, | understand, lost himself in Kant's Critigue of Pure Reason
during an Air-raid, & | feel sure that many drooping spirits would just now derive
pleasure and profit from the Autobiography of a Bishop of Durham. | suppose that
the essence of your Lordship's philosophy of life is contained in the Charge which
dealt with C. O. P .E. C., and when we are thinking about reform in Church and State,
no doubt we shall all read it again, together with Morrison's Pill in Carlyle's Past and
Present.

| myself ordained Woods to the diaconate in 1922, and to the priesthood in 1923. The
"Copec" Charge was delivered in 1924. Woods, who had been a student at Ripon Hall, would
probably have been rather startled by an attitude towards the economic suggestions of
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"Copec", which must have conflicted sharply with the tone and temper which he had
known. He was an honest, extremely well-meaning, and rather muddle-headed "young"
man at the time of his Ordination.
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<1141141>
[200]
Friday, November 14th, 1941.

This is Marion's birthday, and my thoughts dwell regretfully on the most devoted of sisters,
and one of the noblest of women. Her life was darkly shadowed by unmerited misfortune,
but throughout its course, was beautiful with unselfish service, and sublime with
unshakeable fortitude. | cannot believe that so much goodness has left nothing that persists,
nor that so much suffering will not finally be justified in everlasting recompense. "Shall not
the Judge of all the earth do Right?"

Some more proofs of the Autobiography arrived, and consumed the greater part of the
morning. | fear that a candid and just critic of the book can hardly be favourable. Why
should the writer have imagined that the trivial happenings of his essentially unimportant
career could interest anybody but himself? Since the gentleman himself is quite unable to
find a satisfactory answer to that question, he cannot complain if the critic's answer is
unflattering!

The Brutish Israelite, but otherwise admirable Colonel Smith with a lady named Daniels
came to tea.
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<1151141>
[201]
Saturday, November 15, 1941.

Jack Clayton* arrived about 11.30 a.m., and went away after lunch. Thus yet another day
was disposed of! He seemed less contented with his lot than formerly. Fire-watching on the
Cathedral roof is not an exhilarating experience, and he is finding, as | can easily believe,
that his Archdeacon is as trying in Norwich as he certainly was, me judice, in Hereford. On
the whole lincline to think that men deserve their reputations. [Arthur] Moore* was
distrusted and disliked by his clerical colleagues in Hereford as being (to use a vivid phrase
of the xvitt century a “corner-creeping clawback”,) and that he is being found to be in
Norwich. The fact that he has “private means”, and is, therefore, able to afford tenure of a
canonry which is almost without emolument, strengthens his position, and facilitates the
free expression of his unpleasant temperament. | gather that Jack’s estimate of him only
differs in the vehemence with which it is uttered from that of his other colleagues in the
capitular body. What amount of personal fault is justly to be perceived in the defects of
personal temperament?
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<1161141>
[202]
23" Sunday after Trinity, November 16, 1941.

The temperature in my bedroom at 7.30 a.m. was 41° Fahrenheit. The weather reports from
Russia are uncomfortable for the Nazis. The economic situation in U. S. A. grows darker.
There is a probability that the strikes will be so extended as to hold up, or even arrest
altogether, the output of coal, steel, and aeroplanes. The consequences would in that event
be too terrible to contemplate.

| wrote to Mervyn Coventry [Haigh*] & the Rabbi Toperoff. Fearne remained at home,
“nursing a cold”. Ella and | attended the morning service, when | read the lessons, and
afterwards celebrated the Holy Communion. The old guinea pig was present but took no
part. Moulsdale’s car being recalcitrant, he walked from the Rectory to the Church. “You
should realise the hope in the Baptismal service, & “[sic] lead the rest of your life after this
beginning”, | observed to him, when he arrived in the Vestry, & | suspect that he may have
discerned my opinion, shared by his own household, that his inability to walk the petty
distance has its roots in an invalidish imagination rather than in genuine physical inability.
He preached from Psalm 139.6. “Whither shall | go then from thy [203] spirit: or whither
shall | go then from thy presence”. This was an oddly chosen text on which to base a rather
crude statement of the dogma of the “Real Presence” of Christ in the consecrated Bread and
Wine of the Eucharist. | do not recall having heard from an Anglican pulpit a clearer & cruder
version of Roman doctrine.

After the service, when disrobing in the Vestry, Peter, the “server”, & Porter, the guinea-pig
being present, the Rector took up his parable against “Modernism”. Do you know the
definition of a Modernist, he asked me, & when | replied in the negative, he told me that the
Modernist was a man who had faith without Belief. Is that, | asked, your view of my religion,
for, you know well, that | am a Modernist’[sic]. ‘You might as well say that | am a Romanist,
he said, and | replied — “Well, after hearing our sermon this morning, | am inclined to say
that you are”, was my rejoinder, as | left the Vestry, leaving him to explain the situation in
his own way to his satellites. The episode was equally illuminating and unfortunate.

[203a]

Moulsdale’s further observance of the Roman festival of the Assumption of the B. V. M. (v.
p. 18, 20) recurred to my mind, as | listened to a sermon which urged “Transubstantiation”.
It can hardly be to his interest to alienate me so decisively that | cannot self-respectingly
officiate in the parish church, but he would probably gain considerable éclat in his Anglo-
Roman entourage if he could pose as the valiant champion who “stood up to” the late
Bishop of Durham. Nor can he desire that the parishioners should realise that | deeply
disapprove his teaching.

| wrote to Geoffrey Dawson,* & inserted a copy of my letter in this journal (v. p. 204-206).
Also | wrote acknowledgements of Birthday congratulations to Cecil Ferens, Linetta, &

Welby.
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The weather today has been detestable, cold, stormy, and wet. We all remained indoors.
The Bishop of Chichester [George Bell*]has brought down on himself some severe criticisms
from Lord Vansittart* and other correspondents in the columns of the Sunday Times. He
has, | suspect, got into bad company.

[203b]

[Alfred] Lilley,* writing from 25 Norham Rd, Oxford, sends me a characteristically flatterous
letter on the text of the Times “leader”. He had been “inspired”, in spite of a disabling attack
of phelibitis [sic], to use his pen, “by the reading of that charming article in the Times”.

I hope it will help you to feel the real quality and measure of your achievement to
have their abundant witness in the esteem and affection which surround you now at
the close of a long life of indefatigable outspokenness. You did not seek these things
first — but that which can alone deserve them, conscientious loyally to the truth as
you saw it in an ever-widening experience, & therefore they too have been added
unto you. The Times with its usual inspired sagacity has borne its witness to the fact
that a “man of the pulpit” can still be a national figure, & that you are for the
generation impressively, indeed uniquely, that man”.

And much more to the same effect!!
[204]

November 16, 1941.

Dear Geoffrey,

| was tempted to write to you when some weeks ago, | read a short “leader” in the
Times referring to me in terms which, though abashing me by a too generous
estimate, could not but please me by the evident kindness which they disclosed.
Then | reflected that the responsibility of its appearance must have been your
successor’s and so | thanked him. But | cannot omit a letter to you for, as | advance
with the task of my Autobiography, | am increasingly impressed by the important
place which the Times has had in my life, and which, of course, was made possible by
the generous goodwill of the two All Souls Editors — Buckle* and yourself.

The Times gave me access to a larger public than | could otherwise have reached,
and on several occasions e.g. Putumayo, Birmingham, and “the Hereford Scandal”,
gave me a generous and most welcome support.

[205]
Then my friendship with you was personally a precious possession, and, among the

pleasures which | garnered from the dinners of Grillions, | always counted that
implicit in seeing you.
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So, then, my Geoffrey, | send you my thanks for so much, and such long-continued
kindness.

My eyes cause me both inconvenience and embarrassment, but (though with
diminishing success) | read and write. The Autobiography proceeds but haltingly, for |
find it difficult to persuade myself that anybody can be really interested in a career
which, beginning in obscurity, passed through episodes of notoriety, to the final
dénouement of eclipse, but, having begun it, | shall try to finish it. The Oxford Press
has undertaken to publish it. It will be 2 vols. The first, from my Birth in 1863 to my
Consecration in 1918, is completed. The second, covering my episcopate in Hereford
& Durham, [206] 1918-1939, is now under way; and, since it is mixed up with many
living persons, is difficult. When, if ever, the book will be actually published is
doubtful. The conditions under which publishing proceeds are almost prohibitive.

I must resign my membership of Grillions to my keen regret. Can you tell me who is
now the Secretary to whom | can address my resignation?

May God bless you with many years of honour and happiness!
Always affectedY your Friend,
H. Hensley Henson

Bishop
Geoffrey Dawson Esq.
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<1171141>
[207]
Monday, November 17th, 1941.

An unpleasant day, dark and wet. | donned my macintosh, and walked round Chattisham in
spite of the rain. More proofs arrived from the Press, and | corrected them, my discontent
with my own work growing ever deeper, and | wrote a few letters.

The news from America is bad. It is evident that the strike-leader, Lewis, is inspired by a
fierce personal hatred of Roosevelt, and that he is making himself the mouthpiece of two
great volumes of opinion — isolationism and fear of Bolshevism. All the numerous private
interests which have been injured by the President’s economic policy, are contributing to
the strength of a revolt against the President’s authority. Both Capital and Labour have little
concern for patriotic obligations, for both are international and, as such, indifferent to the
most evident and urgent needs of the country. It is to be feared that the strike-mania will
not be limited to America. Indeed, there are uncomfortable indications if its presence in
Britain.
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<1181141>
[208]
Tuesday, November 18, 1941.

Fearne and | combined our corrections of the proofs, which | sent off under registered cover
to Oxford.

In the afternoon Ella and | walked together round Chattisham, noticing on the way the neat
little farmstead whereto Tom Reid proposes to bring his wife in order there to start the bold
adventure of married life.

Hardly had | settled in my study after tea, and started a letter to my brother Gilbert before
the electric light failed. The interruption was brief, but long enough to defeat my purpose.

B. B. C. reports that the Germans are ill-equipped for standing the rigour of the Russian
winter. Many of them are frozen to death and the inadequacy of their clothing is disclosed
by the feminine garments which they are wearing. These, we must suppose, have been
stolen from their miserable victims, who will thus have been rendered as helpless as
themselves! Did ever any man live on this sinful earth who has brought so much misery on
his fellow men, and with so little excuse, as this man, Adolph Hitler? How long will he be
suffered to cumber the world which he has plunged in misery?
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<1191141>
[209]
Wednesday, November 19t", 1948 [sic].

| wrote the following in answer to a request that | would supply a correct list of my
publications on the subject of Christian Unity: -

Nov. 19t 1941.
Dear M" Brandreth,

| am afraid that | am very ill equipped for giving you a complete record of my
published writings on the subject of Christian unity, & should have to look at the
British Museum Catalogue, which, | understand, records all the publications of those
who are fools enough to publish any.

| have noted 3 works which | happen to possess, and which might be regarded as
concerned with the subject, & there must be multitude of letters and reports of
sermons, which have, we may hope, done at last some public service as “Salvage”.

| am now engaged on the tiresome and humiliating task of producing what is called
an “Autobiography”, & | am really embarrassed by my carelessness in noting [210]
when | said and wrote what | did on the subject of Church Unity and other topics and
my failure to keep copies. But, when | moved from Auckland Castle to this final
Diogenes Tub, | think most of my copies perished in the Auto da Fe, which facilitated
the process of migration.

| am sorry to be so unhelpful.
Yours sincerely

H. Hensley Henson
Bishop

Henry R. T. Brandreth Esq
The Bishop’s Hostel
Lincoln

These shameful strikes in America are reported to be extending, and, absurdly enough, the
guilty Unions continue to affirm their enthusiastic approval of the President’s foreign policy.
There are ominous symptoms of an emergence of the same paradox in Great Britain. The
success of the Agricultural labourers in securing the minimum wage of £3 weekly has
whetted the selfish ardours of the industrial workmen.

[211]
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Another wet day but not so cold. | fooled away the morning very restlessly, and, after lunch,
walked for nearly two hours in the rain. Before starting, | wrote to my brother Gilbert.

My letters to the Times have been too important and characteristic a factor in the sum of
my activities to be unnoticed in an honest Autobiography. But how best to arrange them is
not easily determined. | might, perhaps, group them under the subjects with which they
were mainly concerned e.g. Reunion, Education, Temperance, Marriage & Divorce, etc: or |
might explain the circumstances by which they were occasioned: or | might comment on the
effect which they produced. | must say something about my personal debt to the Times, and
therein notably to its special Articles on subjects of importance, and to the letters which
formed & still form one of its best features. Also, | think | should mention its law-reports,
and its ecclesiastical comments. Its reviews of books, & obituary notices were also most
informing and helpful.
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<1201141>
[212]
Thursday, November 20th, 1941,

Another wet unpleasant morning. The post brought an invitation to preach in his Cathedral
from the Dean of Norwich on December 121, but | declined. If this beastly Autobiography is
ever to be achieved, | must avoid time and energy wasting “side-shows”.

After an early lunch, we all went to church for the marriage of Thomas Reid and Evelyn
Joyce Pallant. There was a considerable gathering of relatives, friends, and neighbours.
Moulsdale read the Preface and the 22 part of the service from the Revised Prayer Book. |
“tied the knot” with the formulary prescribed by law, and added an address. Two hymns
were sung, but as there was no choir, the congregation did its best without assistance. The
singing was good enough. Then we went to the “Reception” in the Parish Hall, and had tea
&c. Also, we looked at the wedding presents, among which our gift of the table & my
picture was included. The Rector proposed the bride’s health, and M Pallant thanked me
for my address: & then we came away.
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<1211141>
[213]
Friday, November 21, 1941.

A dull day, but not cold, only depressing.

The Archbishop replies to my inquiry about the obligation implicit in the understanding that
the proceedings at Bishops’ Meetings are not to be made public. On the whole, | think his
view accords sufficiently with my own, though he seems to disclose a certain apprehension
as to what an Autobiography written by the late Bishop of Durham might contain.

He tells me that the Duke of Devonshire is still Secretary of Grillions. To his Grace of
Chatsworth, therefore, | must send my letter of resignation. It is with very real regret that |
shall surrender membership of a society, so rich in personal distinction and various
experience, and, in the fullest sense of the word, so social. But there is small likelihood of
being able to attend its pleasant meetings, and | myself sink into the disgusting decrepitude
of senility, it is impossible to suppose that my company can be welcome. Moreover my
seniors and coevals have nearly all passed away, & there has arisen a generation which
“knows not Joseph”.

[214]
My dear Duke of Devonshire,

| think you still hold the position of Secretary of Grillions Club, and it is on that
assumption that | take leave to send you my formal resignation of membership of
that delightful society. | do this with extreme reluctance for on the too rare
occasions on which | have been able to attend the dinners, | have enjoyed the
fellowship and the conversation intensely, but the failure of eyesight which
compelled me to retire from Westminster, will mostly hinder me from being in
London, and would thus deprive me of the opportunity of using my privilege. | am
now well into my 79%year, and may not pretend, even to myself, to have escaped
the humiliating decrepitudes which belong to old age.

Yet | allow myself to cherish the hope that | may yet live to witness the final
overthrow of Adolf Hitler & his foul company, and the recovery of liberty in the
nation, which they have brought to ruin.

[215]

Apologising for troubling you with so small a matter when you are so heavily charged
with great affairs.

lam,
My dear Duke of Devonshire.

H. Hensley Henson
Bishop
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| corrected the proofs, and compared my corrections with Fearne’s. Then | despatched the
corrected proof to Milford under registered cover.

| walked for an hour and 20 minutes, and, on the way, called on Smith the carpenter, and
ordered him to send me 3 loads of fire wood. He assured me that ElIm burned as well as oak
or ash, & asserted that he [sic].

My admirable wife read out the proof of the Autobiography until her throat cannot but have
been unduly fatigued. This is not the least of the evil results of her deafness, that we can no
more share the process of reading aloud. It is a unilateral affair.
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<221141>
[216]
Saturday, November 2279, 1041.

The news at 7 a.m. was encouraging, but it is too soon to speak of victory for Auchenleck.

We went into Ipswich, where | had my hair cut &c. very comfortlessly, for the water was
cold. The young man, obviously a foreigner, told me that he was a “war-baby”. And would
reach 27 years of age tomorrow. | gave him half a crown for a birthday present.

In the continuing campaign, which has to be carried on against the multiplying difficulties
due to Adolf Hitler, the “Home Front” is, perhaps, the most worrying for the civilian. As the
younger & more efficient women are coerced, or bribed, into leaving their employment &
undertaking some form of “war-work”, the plight of their employees becomes serious, &
may even be tragic. The exorbitant claims, not only for enlarged wages, but also for every
variety of unprecedented and unreasonable indulgence, may be, & not rarely are, carried to
a pitch of exasperating excess which compels remonstrance, resistance, and finally refusal:
and then the problem of finding servants presents itself more threateningly than ever!

[217]

Quivering with the excitements of a brisk encounter, poor Fearne (who must needs be the
spear-head of the forces of domestic discipline) made fruitless efforts to discover cakes in
Ipswich. Even that sweet Summary of limitless Complaisance, my incomparable partner,
plainly pulls at the straining cable which her peace-loving nature has provided, and there
may be the [?hour]-long delayed surgical operation as the unavoidable prelude to peace and
order.

The news from Libya continues to be good, though it becomes apparent that there is not to
be another “walk over” for the British Army. The Germans are not as the Italians were. They
like fighting, and they know how to fight. Their preparations have been carefully made. They
are adequately armed, and they appear to be admirably led. The battle is disclosing how
great a menace to Egypt was latent in the German occupation of Libya. The British offensive
was clearly necessary in order to protect Egypt, quite apart from its importance in the
general conduct of the War.
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<1231141>
[218]
25t Sunday after Trinity [Sunday next before Advent], November 23", 1941.

| heard the B.B.C. at 7 a.m., & learned that the battle in Libya was still proceeding, and to our
advantage, though with considerable loss of tanks. | went to church, and received the Holy
Communion at 8.30 a.m., the service being appointed for that time on account of the black-
out. | wrote to Rose Bradley.

Fearne went away to Sproughton with some other ladies to attend some patriotic function
which included sampling Lord Woolton’s “lunch”. Ella and | walked together to the parish
church, where | read the lessons, and listened to another discourse from the Rector. He was
at pains to inform us that he “preferred” to call the prophetic passage, which serves as the
“the Epistle” on this Sunday, a “lesson” rather than “the Portion of Scripture appointed for
the Epistle” as required in the Rubrick. “He that is unfaithful in a very little is unfaithful also
in much.” Moulsdale* seems to regard as a matter of no significance that he is bound by his
own pledge to obey the Rubrick. If thus he breaks faith in this relatively petty matter, why
should we expect him to keep it when weightier matters are concerned?

[219]

| wrote to the Archbishop in response to the letter in which he answered my enquiry as to
the reasonable interpretation of the understanding of secrecy, which governs the meetings
of the Bishops at Lambeth:

My dear Archbishop,

Thank you so much. | think that your opinion is in essential agreement with my own,
and | do not discern any likelihood that | shall be led to transcend the limits of
reticence which you indicate.

Autobiography is a far more difficult task than, perhaps, is generally perceived. Of
course, in the case of men who have been directly associated with world-shaking
events & persons, or have themselves achieved some outstanding triumph in art, or
literature, or science, or have embodied some interest or ideal generally shared &
approved, the success of an Autobiography is ensured: but in the case of an [220]
unimportant individual like myself, whose petty career moved from obscurity,
through episodes of more or less discreditable, and unintelligible notoriety, to
inevitable dénouement of eclipse — what sane person can be thought likely to be
concerned?

Probably my fatuous essay in calculated egotism will never emerge into publicity, for
the conditions under which the business of publishing books must now proceed, are

so difficult as to be almost prohibitive. | shan’t break my heart if so it should fall out.

I am glad that Barry has secured a place on the episcopal Bench, for, though his
deafness is a formidable handicap, yet he is a man of such excellence and ability,
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that, when the initial hindrance has been discounted by familiarity, his success, in the
best sense, seems to be assured.

Can you recall any historical parallel [221] to Hitler? Has any individual, since
Adam’s original failure, brought such appalling misery to Mankind?

Always, my dear Archbishop,
Affectionately yours,

H. Hensley Henson, Bishop.

The Lord Archbishop of Canterbury

| wrote to Blakeney,* who had sent me a very kindly expressed message on my Birthday, and
to Clarence, urging him to be careful to keep me informed as to his address.

Then | walked to Chattisham Hall, and left my copy of “Mein Kampf”, which | had promised
to lend to Sir Gerald Ryan. | made him read Southey’s Poem on Napoleon’s Russian
Expedition. He promised to send me a brace of pheasants! This, in these days of ever
severer rationing, is good business! The news from Libya continues to be good, but
everything is yet doubtful.
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<1241141>
[222]
Monday, November 24th, 1941,

A clouded day, but without rain, and not unduly cold. But | hunger for the sun.
The post brought me a kind letter from Geoffrey [Dawson].* He says,

“I'look forward greatly to the Autobiography (I have just been reading Oman’s*
latest). Your spirit will vanquish any failure of eyesight: but do not let the Press delay

it for we are all awaiting it eagerly.

| fear that a woeful disappointment awaits all who expect anything “spicy”, or important,
from my poor story.

| called on Woodbridge,* and had an hour’s talk with him.

Milford writes about the allocation of the stuff into chapters. It is not easy to arrive at a
satisfactory arrangement. | shall ask him to use his own discretion.

Clarence Ward tells me that he is going to a place in Yorkshire, & promises to send me his
precise address as soon as possible.
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<1251141>
[223]
Tuesday, November 25, 1941.

Another package of proofs arrived from the Press, and compelled me to waste the whole
morning in the dreary and disgusting work of correction. Fearne also took up the burden,
and between us, we completed the task.

In the afternoon, | walked round Chattisham.

| am reading, with sustained and painful interest, the book which is attracting so much
attention. It is the work of yet one more American journalist, and is extremely illuminating —
“Berlin Diary. The Journal of a Foreign Correspondent. 1934 —1941.”

“Certainly never before in modern times — since the press, & later the radio, made it
theoretically possible for the mass of mankind to learn what was going on in the
world — have a great people been so misled, so unscrupulously lied to, as the
Germans under this régime” [p. 391].

This fact should be remembered when Lord Vansittart’s* indictment of the German nation is
considered.
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<1261141>
[224]
Wednesday, November 26", 1941.

Still more proofs. Another day wasted in correcting them.

In the afternoon | walked for 1% hours.

The gardener’s wife reported ill. The doctor came from Hadleigh.

| wrote to Derek Ryan who is now in process of training at Camberley.

There is an ominous lull in the great battle in North Africa, where both sides are reported to
be bringing up reinforcements with a view to re-newing the conflict with a fresh equipment
of tanks. The news from Russia is rather uncomfortable, for the Russians, in spite of the
most wonderful fighting, are evidently unable to stop the advance, slower but continuing, of
the German forces, which are being steadily strengthened. Moscow is clearly in grave risk of
capture. The Russians have published a statement of losses up-to-date, in reply to Hitler’s
swollen and partial figures. They put their own losses at 2,000,000, killed, wounded and
prisoners: and the German losses at 6,000,000. But it must be a very rough estimate.
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<1271141>
[224] [sic]
Thursday, November 27t, 1941.

The post brought me a letter from Oman, acknowledging receipt of a copy of “Last Words”
from the publishers, and giving me news of his family. Dulce’s boy “my only grown-up
grandson” is with the Army in Libya. “I think of the possible.” He adds:-

“Do get a better likeness of yourself for the cover of the second edition of the
sermon-book. It really does not do you justice.”

Now, though | must needs admit that the picture is rather repulsive, | must honestly confess
that, in my impartial judgment, the likeness is rather unusually good! The photograph was
taken by Haswell, the Vicar of Christ Church, Sunderland, who enjoyed some reputation as
an amateur photographer. But it is definitely repulsive.

Fearne and | conflated our corrections, and then sent back the corrected proofs to Milford,
under registered cover.

After lunch, Ella and Fearne went to a patriotic whist-drive, and | walked to Washbrook
Church, and said my prayers. That little old building alone in the fields tends to become a
“Mecca” to the late Bishop of Durham.

[Here, the numbers jump from 224 to 236, though no pages as missing]
[236] [sic]
| wrote to George Nimmins,* and addressed my letter to the only address which | can find, &

which is certainly belated. (Bessieweg 30, Makasser, Celebes Is., N. E. Indies.) | marked the
envelope, “Please forward”.

“Berlin Diary” ends with some observations on the reasons why the Germans endure, &
even enjoy, Hitler’s abominable tyranny. These are mainly 3 viz:

(1) “The millennium-old longing of Germans for political unification has been fulfilled.”
It is the emergence of the primitive, tribal instinct of the early German pagans of the
vast forests of the North to whom brute strength was not only the means but the
end of life. Itis this primitive racial instinct of “blood and soil” which the Nazis have
re-awakened in the German soul more successfully than any of their modern
predecessors and which has shown that the influence of Christianity & western
civilization on German life & culture was only a thin veneer. [237]

(2) The German people feel they have this summer revenged the terrible defeat of 1918
& have achieved a string of military victories which has at last assured their place in
the sun — domination today of Europe, tomorrow perhaps of the world. And German
character is such that the German must either dominate or be dominated. He
understands no other relation between the human beings on this Earth.” Most of
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them are persuaded that Hitler’s New Order will mean “more of the milk & honey of
this world for them.”

(3) “Their growing fear of the consequences of defeat.” They are slowly realizing how
hateful they have made themselves.

“Only a dawning realization some day that they can’t win, coupled with Allied assurances
that to give up the struggle will not mean their destruction, will make them falter before one
side or the other is destroyed.”

All this is “grist to the mill” of Lord Vansittart, and must be allowed to strengthen his case.
Yet that case remains intolerable.
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<1281141>
[238]
Friday, November 28th, 1941.

The Duke of Devonshire, as Sec: of Grillions, civilly acknowledges my resignation:-

My dear Lord Bishop,

| received your letter of 21t November with very great regret, but | fully appreciate
the reasons which lead you to resign.

| will acquaint the members of Grillion’s with your decision at the business meeting
early next year, and | know that they will share my regret.

I am, my dear Lord Bishop,
Yours sincerely,
Devonshire.

The Archbishop of Canterbury sends me a kind letter, in which he says,

“You must know well enough the position which you have won in the admiration of
your fellow-Churchmen & your fellow-countrymen. If any proof were wanted, you
would have it in the fact that your last volume of sermons elicited a leading article in
“The Times”.

But the “fact” is doubtful, & the “proof” fictional!
[239]

Gordon Paget from Hedenham Vicarage called on me. He said that he applied to several of
the London booksellers in the vain effort to obtain a copy of “Last Words”. The book appears
to be unobtainable: thanks to Hitler! He brought me a small packet of Chinese tea. We have
now come to the point of accepting with eagerness the doles of the benevolent. Again,
thanks to Hitler! He said that his brother in Libya was confident of our success: and that he
had heard from some of the Harrovians, with whom the Prime Minister had talked with
delightful freedom on his recent visit to the School, that the P.M. thought that the War
would go on for another 2 years.

The 1 p.m. B.B.C. reports that Gondar has at last surrendered. Evidently, the Italians refused
to go on fighting. They were mutinying. In Russia, the Germans are still keeping up, though

slowly, their advance towards Moscow. If they do succeed in reaching the great city, will the
Russians destroy it? It seems almost more than even Stalin’s relentless nature could endure.

There are 5,000,000 people in Moscow.

[239] [sic]
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Philip Tallents came to tea, and afterwards went back by the bus vida Woodbridge. He is very
actively engaged in A.R.P. work, and abundantly justifying his claim to be “doing his bit” for
the Good Cause. He confirms from his own knowledge both the fact of the grotesque over-
payment of boys, and the grave mischiefs which flow from it, alike to the boys concerned,
and to the community as a whole. The character of the one, and the harmony of the other
are seriously damaged. Nor is it negligible that much public money is being squandered at a
crisis in which economy is a primary obligation of citizenship. The correspondence now
running in the Times ought to lead to some effective action in restraint of the present
grotesque over-payment of lads in their teens. | walked with Philip to the George, and saw
him safely on to the bus.

| wrote to the Manager of Barclay’s Bank in Ipswich directing him to cease payment of my
annual subscriptions to Grillion’s and ‘The Club’, since | have ceased to be a member of
these societies. This will save me an expenditure of £8 : 8 : 0, which is something towards
the income tax! But there must be larger economies yet.
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<1291141>
[240]
Saturday, November 29th, 1941,

Still the wet weather continues, dismal & dark.

| received from Charles Nye* the news of his approaching departure from the Durham
diocese. He has accepted the benefice of St Mary’s, Nelson, in the diocese of Blackburn. He
has only been 4 years at Rainton, but it has become apparent that his position in the diocese
has become increasingly uncomfortable, and his retirement ought not, perhaps, to surprise
me.

| wrote to the Bishop of Blackburn [Percy Herbert*], giving him some information about the
new Vicar of Nelson, and commending him to his confidence & goodwill. Also, | wrote to

Nye, bidding him Godspeed.

Also, | wrote my weekly letter to Dick.

The first leader in the Times headed “The end of an empire” is a fierce paean of exultation
over the final conquest of Abyssinia. In the course of it Mussolini is made the object of bitter
taunts, the degradation and enslavement of Italy by Hitler are emphasized, and the King of
Italy is scornfully described as ‘a puppet monarch’. His Majesty has certainly played a
pitiable part in the drama which the Dictators have staged.
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<1301141>
[240] [sic]
Advent Sunday, November 30th, 1941,

On Advent Sunday, December 279, 1888, | was instituted to the cure of souls in Barking —
fifty-three years ago. How little | knew then of the way which | was ordained to traverse!
Yet, even then my mind was confused and shadowed: now, after all the lessons of a long life
to assist in clearing up the confusions and dissipating the darkness, | am more than ever
confused and shadowed! Have | learned nothing, & gained nothing in all these years?

| went to church, and received the Holy Communion at 8.30 a.m. There were only half a
dozen communicants besides the Celebrant & his serving youth — not a satisfactory
representation of a parish which contains more than 600 people. And this is Advent Sunday,
when it might be reasonably expected that a special desire to communicate might be
presumed in the seriously religious!

| went to Mattins with my ladies, and read the lessons. There was a very small congregation
in which | myself was the-erty one of four grown men! Something must be allowed for the
secularizing influences of the War, but, even so, can one resist the suspicion that serious
Religion is at a very low ebb in Hintlesham?

[241]

This is the Prime Minister’s 67t Birthday. Is there any career in political history more
astonishing in our national records? He has gained a plenitude of power over a wider
stretch of the human race than any other man, and he is the unquestionable and
indispensable embodiment of the faith and hope of civilized mankind. His achievements, his
personality, and his varied success have no equivalent among his contemporaries. Of course
he came on to the British arena with great advantage. As the son of Lord Randolph Churchill
his political opportunity was secure: as the grandson of a Duke his social position was
assured. But his amazing ability & indomitable courage did far more, and his vital &
vitalizing personality completed the process. He makes appeal to so many facets of British
life. His high spirits, unconquerable good temper, ready wit & humour have carried him
victoriously through blunders, failures, & faults, which would have ship-wrecked most
careers. He is the master of moving & exalted oratory, a great writer, & a great practical
statesman.
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<1011241>
[242]
Monday, December 1%, 1941.

A dull day which degenerated into rain as the temperature rose.

| was pleased by receiving a letter from Gerald [corrected above Derick] Ryan, expressed
rather sadly, but subscribed by “Your most affectionate friend”. He is evidently finding his
military training a trying experience, & | conjecture that he is not temperamentally well
suited for a soldier’s life. He hopes to be commissioned sometime in March,

“and then, perhaps, | shall get more opportunities of visiting home, & coming over to
see you: as | do so enjoy discussing matters with you.”

He ends rather movingly:

I live now, as | had never wished: | always loathed the prospect of a military career.
But with all its faults, (there are so many), one can learn a lot. All | ask is that | can
live again, when all is over, a normal human being’s life, away from guns (those man-
killing horrors): and with my birds [?], books, music, friendships again: | miss these
things terribly.

[243]

| tried to work on the Autobiography, but with strangely small success. After lunch | went
out for my constitutional, and persisted in spite of the rain. As | was returning | fell into talk
with two khaki-clad men, who, | suppose, were members of the Home Guard. One of them
was very positive on the glaring vices of our national life, and quoted some anti-British
vapourings of that mischievous noodle, the Dean of Canterbury [Hewlett Johnson*]. He
talked the too-familiar clap-trap about our Saviour as a Communist &c, but his knowledge of
the New Testament was inadequate, and his notion of the actual facts of our national polity
grotesquely wide of the truth. However, | thought it well to let him talk, and to point out
some of his more extravagant blunders. We parted amicably, and | was late for tea!

There can be no doubt that the Dean of C. is doing much harm. Without the personal charm

and conspicuous disinterestedness of Dick Sheppard,* he is weakening the religious fibre of
the country by an exorbitant and irrational sentimentalism.
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<1021241>
[244]
Tuesday, December 279, 1941,

The Times reports the death of Henry Woolcombe, Bishop of Selby, sometime Head of the
Oxford House. | made his acquaintance when | myself was Head of that enigmatic
institution, and | liked him, though he was too completely conventional in the breezy fashion
which Ingram [Arthur Winnington Ingram*]made fashionable in the clerical world, to be
entirely at ease with me. But he was always friendly, & even affectionate. Jimmie
Adderley,* | myself, and Ingram were his immediate predecessors at the O.H., and we all are
still lingering on the stage.

The Abp of York sends me a belated acknowledgment of the copy of “Last Words”, which
was sent to him by my direction: he says:

Now that | have read it, | can thank you with real appreciation of the book. Perhaps
it is enough to say that it contains ample vindication of the call which was made to
you to return to Westminster.

But a review of the book in the ‘Guardian’ says,

Younger readers may not find much that will help them as they try to think out the
problems to be solved after the War.

[245]

| worked at the Autobiography. It will be judged, and justly, to be insufferably dull, and
concerned with petty ecclesiastical affairs, which have no title to general regard or
permanent record. And the author’s personal fortunes and reflections can hardly interest
anybody but himself! Where then can be discovered any reason why | should go on with the
foolish venture?

In the afternoon | walked round Chattisham enjoying the sunshine & pleasant air. On the
way | talked with two agricultural labourers, the one carting sugar beet from the field to the
dump by the road-side, from which it would be carried to the factory in Ipswich, the other
ploughing in the old way with horses, & not in the new fashion with a tractor. Both spoke
about the recent increase in their wages, & both disclosed apprehension as to a probable
increase in their cottage-rents. | asked one of them what was the amount of his rent: & he
replied that it was three shillings weekly. Both men expressed themselves very patriotically
about the War, but then they both belonged to a reserved class.
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<1031241>
[246]
Wednesday, December 3%, 1941.

The Times reports the death of Foakes-Jackson at the age of 86. He is older than | had
thought, and had twice been married.

Martin Kiddle writes to tell me that he has been invalided out of the Army, and is ready to
resume his work in Harrogate. He returned in company with 2500 troops ‘returning home
after action in various theatres of war’:-

| was impressed by their many good qualities, but it was disturbing to find such
widespread discontent against the officers. The general impression is that the Army
officers take no interest in their men, & care nothing for their welfare. Asfar as | can
make out this fault is common to all Army officers, & is not confined to any one social
class. The Royal Navy seems free from such complaints. The men are actively
interested in social problems, but have no interest in religion. Out of the 2500 men,
who were aboard for five weeks, the largest number of communicants on a Sunday
was 21.

[247]

The author of “Berlin Diary” emphasizes the excellent relations between officers & men that
now obtains [sic] in the German Army. He says that the old brutal type of Prussian officer is
now extinct. The experience of the last War destroyed it.

| am not greatly impressed by the number of com® when offered as a test of English religion.
Explain it how you will, the fact is indisputable viz. that the distinctive type of English
Christianity is neither sacerdotal nor sacramental. The vast development of Non-conformity
is far more illustrative of English Christianity than post-Tractarian Anglicanism. Even in
England, the victory of Tractarianism has been far less complete, even within the Church,
than is commonly assumed. The now fashionable insistence on frequent Communion has
not been wholly unconditioned by the rapid decline in Sunday observance, and has certainly
not implied a belief in the sacramental-sacerdotal doctrine which it might appear to pre-
suppose. The clergy have not kept pace with the laity in this Romeward advance, or, (for
that is the truer word,) retrogression. The soldiers for the most part do not connect
personal religion with the Holy Communion.

160



<1041241>
[248]
Thursday, December 4th, 1941.

The Bishop of Blackburn [Percy Herbert*] writes about Nye,* who is now beneficed in his
diocese. The parish appears to be one of rather exceptional importance, for the charge of
which so young a man might well be thought inadequate. Indeed, the Bishop is evidently
anxious.

“I' have impressed upon him that he must be prepared to take his coat off to the
grind of parochial work, setting aside for the present the lecturing & educational
work that he likes, & he says that he is prepared to do this. So | am hoping for the
best, for clearly he has great capacities as well as a very likeable personality.”

My little god-son, the Bishop’s youngest boy has “had a bad fright, with unfortunate results,
in an air-raid 12 months ago.” “He is a dear little boy, not unworthy, | think, of his
godfather.” So Hitler deals his cruel blows at random, & wounds the most innocent &
helpless of mankind.

Charles Pattinson™* writes cheerfully of his experience in a “Weapon Training School” at
Catterick Camp. “Now | am to set about lecturing & drilling the Company in the Art of War”!

[249]

| am interested in the “reviews” of my poor little valedictory volume, “Last Words in
Westminster Abbey”, which have appeared in the “religious” papers. They are more friendly
than | had expected, & sometimes they include an opinion which is worth my noting e.g. the
Guardian: “Younger readers may not find much that will help them as they try to think out
the problems to be solved after the War.” This is true. The Church Times elaborates the
familiar charge of instability, & dwells much on my self-portraiture in the Preface to the
Charge on Disestablishment. The sermons treat the War “in the light of great Christian
principles, & stand far apart from war-time sermons which resemble commonplace
journalism[.]” “Often in the past D" Henson has been pessimistic, but here his message is
one of encouragement & hope.” There is surprisingly much of flatterous reference to me,
while little criticism of my sermons!

The Record: “The fire and vigour of the Bishop’s writing make it hard to realize that these are
indeed the utterances of an old man working under grave physical handicaps.” This ‘review’
is short, but unexpectedly favourable.
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<1051241>
[250]
Friday, December 5th, 1941,

Yesterday the Times announced the appointment of Prebendary Adam Fox, Fellow & Dean
of Magdalen, Oxford, to the canonry of Westminster which | reluctantly resigned last May.
This morning | sent him a letter of congratulation and goodwill. [Alan] Don* also was at
Magdalen. The Dean was at Merton, & Donaldson [added above also] was at Christ-Chureh
Merton. Westminster has again become an Oxonian citadel.

| worked at the Hereford Journal, but became increasingly perplexed as | read it. It would be
readable enough, &, perhaps, not without a certain value as illustrating the inner life of the
Established Church during the years it covers, if it were published in extenso with all its
indiscretions and uncharities, but abbreviated & bowdlerized, it has neither interest nor
value.

| walked the longer round through Chattisham, and on arriving home found Colonel and M*™
Russell from Ipswich in the drawing room. After tea, | showed them my study, and then they
departed. His present appointment terminates tomorrow, and he is still quite unaware of
his next employment, if, indeed, he is to have any.

[251]

| think that, perhaps, | might devote a chapter of my episcopal record to my “official”
correspondence. The subjects dealt with would provide a means for disclosing my method,
& something of my beliefs and points of view, besides giving a picture of episcopal
responsibility e.g.

Ordination candidates — intellectual difficulties.
Dissenting ministers
Marriage
Lack of Education
the declaration of assent
Smoking, dress, holidays.
getting into debt.
holidays.
reading.

Confirmation. age of candidates
preparation
confession.

Marriage. Deceased wife’s Sister.
Divorce.

Contra-ceptive methods.

Church schools.
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Letters of condolence
rebuke & remonstrance
advice
.. Authors & Poets.

163



<1061241>
[252]
Saturday, December 6%, 1941.

Another unpleasant day, gusty & damp. Beyond a letter from Jack Clayton narrating another
of his fabulous rounds of preaching & lecturing, | had nothing interesting in the post.

| continued work on the Autobiography, and had Fearne’s assistance, but | made little
progress.

There appear to be recalcitrant movements among the Church-leaders in Germany. A few
days ago we had report of a vigourous protest by the R.C. Bishop of Munster against Nazi
persecution. Now we learn that the Protestant Bishop of Wurtemberg has followed his
example. He quotes a pamphlet by the deputy Gauleiter of Wurtemberg & the Chief
Education Minister in Rosenberg’s office, Herr Friedrich Schmidt, which is a fatuous and
violent declaration of anti-Christian policy:-

“While the idea of Humanism has gone, the abolition of Christianity has not yet
succeeded in spite of its god-forsaken outlook. This world-outlook is not removed
from the spiritual life of our people in a day. We must strive with gigantic patience &
with equal foresight, so that the people of our nation will at last recognize, in its true
meaning, the natural (& also the [253] divine) prior claim of belonging to the nation,
in contrast to self-chosen adherence to any Confession.”

“So,” comments the Bishop, “uncompromising war is declared against Christianity, against
the ‘other-worldly’ outlook, which came in 2000 vears ago...... We cannot wonder, when
such opinions rule in high party quarters, that we have fared so badly in our own life in
Wurtemberg. We cannot wonder that there are rumours that, when once the victory has
been won, decisive measures against the Church will be taken in hand.”

Incidentally, the Bishop states that “the Christian part of the population counted 95 per cent
of the people in the last official reckoning.” Must we conclude that Christendom has
become like an ancient tree, hollow & dead, but so covered with parasitic foliage as to
deceive the observer into the belief that it lives and grows?

The Times gives great prominence to the alleged frauds of a London incumbent, by which a

considerable fortune has been accumulated by long-continued and widely extended
mendicancy. Quis custodiet?
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<1071241>
[254]
2" Sunday in Advent, December 7th, 1941.

| wrote to Grant Robertson* taking occasion to inquire respecting my successor in the
Westminster canonry, what kind of man he is.

Fearne went to the Parish room to assist in giving lunch to the Home Guard, which is
engaged in some considerable manoeuvres. Ella, still hors de combat with a bad cold,
remained at home. | attended Mattins in the parish church, read the lessons, and celebrated
the Holy Communion. There were 9 com®,

King Leopold’s marriage, celebrated last September, is now formally announced. Itis
apparently what is known as a “morganatic” marriage. That most luckless of sovereigns can
do nothing effectively and with dignity. Is this a time for matrimony? Even if one can
sympathize with the lonely man, can one do other than despise the broken monarch.

| wrote to my two Dereks, Elliott and Ryan. The two young men are not dissimilar in type
and temperament. Both have no natural fondness for the military career, though neither is
lacking in courage and the spirit of adventure. The Scot is the senior and better educated:
the Englishman may, perhaps, be more aesthetic & sentimental. | like them both.
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<1081241>
[255]
Monday, December 8th, 1941.

The temperature in my room at 7.30 a.m. was 42° — six degrees below of that [sic] yesterday.

“When the Son of Man cometh shall He find faith on the earth?” — asked the Lord, who
knows what is in man. Assuredly, if He should come now, He would not find good faith. The
Japanese, following Hitler’s Russian precedent have already attacked the American bases in
the Far East, in spite of the fact that their representatives are actually in course of
negociating with the American Govtin Washington, & President Roosevelt’s letter to the
Mikado is awaiting answer!

The post brings me a letter from Bishop Lasbrey,* dated from Nigeria on October 229, He
says that the War is causing a shortage of salt which is an essential element in the native
African’s diet. He has himself just completed his 60 year, and hopes to be able to manage
one more episcopal tour in his pestiferous diocese. An unknown parson, the Rev. George
Gordon, thanks me civilly for “Last Words”, and tells me that his son is a doctor at the
Ipswich Hospital. Edgar Jackson, now again R.D. of Sunderland, sends me an account of the
old diocese.

[page numbers move from 255 to 266 — no missing pages.]
[266]

He is very apparently “a rough diamond”, and | made him Rector of Whitburn with many
misgivings. It appears that his ministry is not unappreciated in the parish. He writes:-

“As for Whitburn —when it was announced that | was to be R.D. many folks thought it
would mean a move. Accordingly, one day an old lady in the bus asked when | was
going, and then remarked to my good cheer — “Well, we none of us wanted you but
we would be more than sorry to lose you now we have got you.” So | leave it at
that.”

| never doubted that experience would disclose even to the severest critics of his
appointment its essential justification in his laborious pastorate and remarkable
unselfishness.

Clarence Ward sends me his new address in Yorkshire: and adds, “l am afraid | can only get
to Church now on Sundays on very rare occasions as we are working seven days a week, &
not like the last place. So | will just have to go when | do get the chance.”

[267]
We lunched with the Thurlows. Canon Given-Wilson, the Vicar of Dedham and his sister

were there. | was interested in meeting Given-Wilson, who is the son of the Vicar of
Plaistow, whom | knew well when | was Vicar of Barking. He had gained considerable
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notoriety as an uncommonly successful mendicant from the charitable public in the
professed interest of various philanthropic ventures. He was credited with collecting as
much or more money than that contributed to the Bishop of St. Alban’s’ Fund with which |
was, as a member of the governing Committee, directly associated, & | remember objecting
publicly against the unwisdom of supporting private sentimental appeals for more or less
dubious purposes to the neglect of a fully authoritative & admittedly excellent diocesan
object. | did not like the man, and as a steady supporter of the C.0.S., | distrusted his
methods. Canon Given-Wilson, the Vicar of Dedham, was ordained in 1893, & served as
deputy Minor Canon of Westminster Abbey from 1895 to 1899. He must be more than 70
years of age, and is said to be a good preacher.
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<1091241>
[268]
Tuesday, December 9%, 1941.

Both Great Britain and U.S.A. have responded to the treacherous attack of Japan with
promptitude, unanimity, and vigour. It appears to be evident that the infamous treachery of
her sudden attack while negociations with Washington were still in progress has inflicted
considerable loss on the American navy and naval base in Pearl Harbour, and given Japan a
eonsiderable substantial advantage. Thailand has soon collapsed in spite of the promise of
the Prime Minister that Britain would be on her side! Unquestionably the addition to our
present burdens of a considerable war in the Pacific is a grave matter: but | incline to think
that it may finally assist our cause.

D' Cecil Roth, in acknowledging my subscription to the Jewish Historical Society of England,
writes

It appears to me that Hitler is fulfilling with fantastic fidelity everything that the
Middle Ages associated with the figure of the Anti-Messiah, who was however to be
too the Ante-Messiah. May one dare to derive hope from this?

This is suggestive.

[269]

Canon Adam Fox, my successor in the Abbey, writes:

| think it will be a great experience, when the time comes, to see the Abbey restored
& revived. | remember hearing you preach there, | think in 1902.

Leaving Oxford will be hard in some ways, but | am a Londoner born, & | often feel
that being here is scarcely real life, besides | mean to be Professor of Poetry at any
rate some months longer, so | shall have an excuse to come back.

| walked round Chattisham, ascertained that Tom Reid and his wife had returned from their
honeymoon, but were both out, fell in with Sir Gerald Ryan busily watching the threshing of
his barley, encountered little Barry Speed, struggling not very successfully to hold in his two
dogs who were straining for a fight with two others, and gossipped with the roadman, &
then got home for tea.

The Times reports the death in action of Malcolm Lillingston’s [sic], the younger son of the
Sub-dean of Durham [Arthur Lillingston*].

168



<1101241>
[270]
Wednesday, December 10t, 1941.

| wrote a letter of condolence to Lillingston. How well | remember Malcolm as | first
encountered him in Durham when, on his father’s appointment as Canon, he came to live in
the College. He was a very charming & pretty child of five, and with his brother Charles,
became great friends of mine.

It is stated that Parry-Evans,* the septuagenarian Vicar of Bishop Auckland, is “engaged” to
the schoolmistress who lives next door to the vicarage, Miss Owen. It is difficult to imagine
how he can justify a procedure, so undignified and unnecessary. He possesses in his sister &
daughters the desirable ladies for managing his household. And, to marry at such a time is
almost unthinkable.

The midday wireless brought the calamitous news that the great battleship, “The Prince of
Wales”, together with another capital ship, have been sunk by the Japanese. So much the
Prime Minister announced this morning, but stated that, beyond the fact, he knew nothing.
It is difficult to realize the significance of so great a disaster. Obviously, it is the equivalent of
a grave naval defeat. And what will be its consequences?

[271]

| walked through Chattisham by the longer road, & called at Church Farm to see if Tom Reid
and his wife had returned from their honeymoon in Devonshire. As | was retiring from the
house, having knocked in vain, Evelyn ran out, & called me back. She looked radiant, &
insisted on fetching Tom, who was busy in the shed. They looked happy enough, & the
house was beautifully clean.

The later wireless reports give no information, but state that there were nearly 3000 officers
and men on board the “Prince of Wales” and the “Repulse”.

This is yet another tremendous crisis which Britain has had to face since the War began:

1. The loss of all the equipment of the Expeditionary Army at Dunkirk.
2. The Collapse of our continental Allies.

3. The loss of the Hood.

4. The loss of the P. of W., & ‘Repulse’.

We must wait with such patience as we can command for the details of this latest disaster,
which appears to be equally unintelligible and irreparable.
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<1111241>
[272]
Thursday, December 11th, 1941.

| received from the Oxford Press a sheet of the illustrations, which are to adorn the first
volume of the Autobiography. Also, the original photographs, etc were returned.

There seems to be something incongruous almost to the point of indecency about fussing
over an Autobiography when one is almost stunned by this appalling disaster in the Far East.
The Japanese are exhibiting the twofold dynamic provided by Oriental fanaticism and
Occidental science: and it is hard to see how it can be countered. | suppose that the
followers of Mohammad confronted the imperial armies of the Eastern Empire with a similar
problem.

| received from Lightfoot, and returned to him, the proof of my review of Powicke’s book for
the Journal of Theological Studies.

In the afternoon | called at College Farm, & had some talk with Archie Reid and his parents.
Archie & his father were busily engaged in putting up protection against the mice who work
their way into the sacks of oats, gnawing through the sacking & causing much wastage of the
grain.
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<1111241>

[273]

Friday, December 11 [sic] [12t"], 1941.

Rather more than 2000 officers & men have been rescued from the two war-ships which the
Japanese have succeeded in bombing out of existence. The total loss of life will be about
600 men, including the Admiral, to whom the Prime Minister paid a glowing tribute in the
House of Commons yesterday.

Grant Robertson writes pleasantly from All Souls, thanking me for “Last Words”, & describing
the situation in Oxford. He urges me to go forward with the Autobiography:-

[274]

| am quite sure that when the first instalment comes out, it will be a ‘best seller’, and
the second instalment will be imperatively needed to complete the record. Itis
simply ridiculous to imagine that you have been an ‘obscure’ person. Your life has
been the life of an epoch, which you have largely helped to make, and unless we
have great memoirs, the record will be worse than defective — absolutely misleading.
So, please, go on, in faith & hope, however discouraging the personal difficulties,
with which | do sympathize de tout mon coeur.

As to your successor, Fox, at Westminster | can tell you very little. | don’t know him
personally, because until | returned here from Birmingham, | saw little or nothing of
the Fellows of Colleges other than All Souls. He spent, | imagine, much of his life as a
Master, & was not, | think, a very successful Warden of Radley. Why he is Professor
of Poetry in Oxford | cannot guess: but | can’t keep up with ‘the Modern School’, if he
is one, & | am quite ignorant of his qualifications to hold, even for 5 years, the Chair
of Palgrave, M. Arnold, W. P. Ker, & others. |1 am probably, in ignorance, doing him an
injustice. He must have qualifications which | do not know; & he may be a personal
force which only those who are his friends can judge.

We had tea with M"™ Batty, who was bewailing the loss of her cat, which she took from this
house when clothed with the delusive attractiveness of kittenhood. The beast had perished
in a trap.
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<1131241>
[275]
Saturday, December 13th, 1941,

| sent a cheque for the super-tax (£119 : 18: 0) to the Commissioner of Inland Revenue, at
the Queen’s Hotel, Llandudno, Caernarvonshire: and informed Dashwood that | had done so.

The post brought me a copy of the Christmas Number of the British Weekly, with my poor
little Article for Christmas Day.

| wrote a cheque for the amount due to H. Warner & Son for the Aga Cooking Range (£84 :
12 :0).

| spent the morning mostly in correcting the paged proofs, of which the first batch has
arrived. The general effect is certainly disappointing. Why should anybody bother to read
the story of a not, particularly, interesting, & very plainly unimportant person, who did
nothing, & left nothing behind him? All one can say in defence is that the story is on record,
& that the whole picture of a period requires the side-lights of private experience as well as
the central illuminations of the masterful and dominating individuals, who by reason of their
prominence escaped the closest vision & supervision. Anyway, with the paged proof in front
of me, | must perforce believe that the die is cast, & that the poor story of my life must be
exposed to the public gaze!

[276]

As lords their labourers’ hire delays,
Fate quits our toil with hopes to come,
Which, if far short of present pay,
Still owns a debt, and names a sum.

Quit not the pledge, frail sufferer, then.
Although a distant date be given;
Despair is treason towards man,
And blasphemy to Heaven.

These lines found on his table, “written in a beautiful Italian manuscript” comfort Darsie
Latimer in his imprisonment. (Redgauntlet. Ch IX)

Ella and | walked together for an hour & a quarter, stopping to visit Washbrook church on
the way. We had hoped to learn whether we could discover there an alternative to the
parish church, where we might betake ourselves for a kind of spiritual “Bank-holiday”, when
the “Catholick” atmosphere of Hintlesham becomes too asphyxiating! But we failed in our
object.

On the whole, the news from all the theatres of War has today been distinctly re-assuring.
The Japs are not going to have a ‘walk-over’ in spite of their initial successes.
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<1141241>
[267] [sic]
3 Sunday in Advent, December 14th,1941.

While | was dressing, a message from the Rectory informed me that the time of service was
8.45 a.m., not, as | had been informed overnight, 8.30.a.m. This is bad staff-work, and | shall
miss the 9 a.m. wireless! The temperature in my bedroom at 7.30 a.m. was 55° Fahrenheit.
The morning developed into a wet day. Ella and Fearne went to Church for Mattins, but |
remained in my study, where, however, | wasted my time in trying to get my letters into
some intelligible order, and wrote to Alington. The rain persisted. | remained indoors, &
wrote to Bishop Lasbrey: after reading through the Report of the Synod of the Diocese of the
Niger, which he had sent me. It interested me to note that the questions which agitate the
infant African Church are largely those which disturb the immemorial Church of England.
Even the developing tendency to resort to whi witches & use charms & incantations may be
paralleled in this country. The exorbitant place which money-raising has in the concern of
both churches is significant; and the leaders of both, though fully aware of the evil, seem to
be compelled to accept it.
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<1151241>
[268]
Monday, December 15th, 1941,

In response to a request from the Vicar of Stowmarket (Rev; F. Tucker Harvey) | promised to
preach in his church on Sunday, Jan: 18t, 1942, at 3.30 p.m. in support of Anglo-Russian
Friendship.

At last, | received letters from Dick, dated Oct. 13t and 229, and forwarded by Air-Mail.
Also, | received a letter from Gerald Rainbow.*

<1161241>
Tuesday, December 16th, 1941.

In the afternoon we motored to Bealings, & had tea with Philip Tallents, with whom was his
niece Persis. On our way we stopped in Ipswich with a view to achieving various “business”
objects, but had little success, & were mightily disgruntled.

<1171241>
Fuesday Wednesday, December 16 17th, 1941,

Another letter from Dick, dated Oct. 1. He “answers” letters from me received in June. He
describes his landing at Free Town, Sierra Leone, where he first heard of the destruction of
the Lantern Tower of the Abbey Church in Westminster:

“l.am in a spot of trouble again — this time for preaching too openly about obeying
God rather than men, when one has no alternative but to choose between the two. |
do not really mind: indeed, | should mind very [269] much more if | had forced
myself to make no protest against the men being taught that we must win at any
price whatever the methods. The trouble is really that so many people are all out to
pin the church down to what they regard as its province, and to kick out like the very
devil when as they see it, it presumes to interfere with things outside of that
province.

The situation is certainly a difficult one, and as the standard of war procedure is dragged
even lower by our opponents, its difficulty increases. If Dick would talk less of the Church —
which is extraordinarily difficult to define — and more of discipleship as confirming and
exalting self-respect — he would, perhaps, be both more intelligible and less offensive. Then
he should give larger place to the indispensable principle that no man’s responsibilities are
unconditioned and universal. To be, as the soldier is confessedly & conspicuously, is ~”under
discipline”” to accept an allocation of responsibility, & not allow oneself to usurp the burden
of another. Within the limits of discipleship this consideration may, perhaps, cover the
ground.
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<1181241>
[270]
Thursday, December 17 18t, 1941.

| wrote to Charlie Lillingston,* who, his father tells me, takes his brother’s death much to
heart. Also, | wrote to M"™ Roll, who has been reading ‘Last Words’, & has been moved to
thank me for it. In the afternoon, | sawed wood for an hour by way of taking exercise. That is
about the limit of my powers: though the Gestapo would probably not think so!

The Bank Manager has called my attention to the sum of £37: 9: 4, the balance of the ‘Boots
Fund’, still lying in my name at Barclay’s branch in Bishop Auckland; & advised me to send it

to my successor, which forthwith | did.

<1191241>
Friday, December 19%, 1941.

The news from the Far East is certainly not comfortable. Hongkong is clearly in peril, for the
Japanese have landed in force on the island, and the situation is described as serious.
Penang is practically surrounded, & can hardly be held. Unless and until we can recover
control of the sea in the Pacific, the Japanese can proceed at their will.

The Duchess of Gloucester has given birth to a son.

| sawed wood for an hour.
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<1201241>
[271]
Saturday, December 20th, 1941,

The news from the Far East continues to be bad: In Libya, though Rommel is still formidable,
he seems doomed to disaster. In Russia the Russians persist in their astonishing offensive.
Perhaps the most uncomfortable feature in the outlook is within Britain and the Empire.
Suspicion and discontent are clearly becoming apparent. There has[sic] been some strange
miscalculations in the Far East; and the losses of the Imperial troops in Crete, Libya and
Hongkong have been unexpectedly large. Moreover, the new prestige which the Soviet
troops have gained haves strengthened the least patriotic and most intractable elements in
the British Labour movement. The elaborate & multiplying organization created by the
necessities of the War is not working well; and considerable public discontent is beginning to
disclose itself. Then the ‘casualties’ both at home among the non-combatants, and abroad in
the fighting services, though small when compared with those of the last war, have been
numerous enough to have a sobering, saddening effect on the whole population. Add the
general temper of rather alarmed expectation ‘Men’s hearts failing for fear of the things that
are coming on the earth.”

[272]

| received letters from Evelyn Braley & Charles Norcock, both immersed in the activities, and
shadowed by the anxieties of this accursed War.

| wrote to Grant Robertson.
After lunch | walked round Chattisham, meeting nobody save Evelyn Reid.

| read through my Journal written during the meeting of the Lambeth Conference of 1920,
and the visit to Sareden which followed immediately. It was more interesting than | had
imagined, and would be worth including in the Autobiography almost without alteration. But
| am not quite clear as to the propriety of publishing so much about the proceedings of an
Assembly which were supposed to be private, or of quoting the utterances of persons, now
mostly dead, who have had no opportunity of explaining or repudiating them. As to the first,
| did myself raise the question, & the Archbishop stated that the rule of secrecy did not
preclude any bishop from making clear his own procedure in the Conference, and | have the
precedents of revelation by other Bishops. As to the last, | think that nothing must be
published which would be discreditable to anybody.
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<1211241>
[273]
4t Sunday in Advent, December 215, 1941,

A white frost gives a wintry aspect to the outlook.

We all attended Mattins, | read the lessons and afterwards celebrated the Holy Communion.
There was a woefully small congregation although the sun shone, and the frost had made
the roads hard & clean for walking. | do not think that the entire assembly — men women &
children included more than 40 persons. The population of the parish exceeds 600: and the
income now can hardly be less than £800. The Rector is the only resident Christian minister
in the place, & he has the assistance of a lay-reader.

| wrote to Dick, and sent him the proof of my review of Powicke’s Reformation in England
“by way of a much belated Christmas card”. Also, | wrote to Charlie Norcock advising him to
confront the unbaptised Sectaries, who invite him to join in spiritual fellowship, with the
decisions of the Lambeth Conferences of 1920 and 1930, and the Report of the Doctrine
Commission in 1938. | suppose the type of Dissenter in the Midlands is more than
commonly dour & ecclesiastically disorderly.

[274]
Also | wrote to my little Airman, Hadley Thompson, promising him a copy of “Last Words”.

| wrote to Gerald Rainbow* who had sent me a card. He is apparently happy in his work and
in his wife: but | cannot quite exorcize from my mind the thought that so young a clergyman
ought to be with the Forces at the Front, & that he should not have “fallen into matrimony”
at such a time as this.

The news from the various fronts is mainly satisfactory. In Libya and Russia the Enemy is
being driven back. Hongkong still keeps up the fight though clearly the position is desperate.
In Malaya the enem([sic] still advances.

The Greek Minister in London broadcast at 6 p.m. a moving account of the resistance which
the Greeks are keeping up, in the mountains by guerillas, in the towns by sabotage and
demonstrations.

The Russians have captured a staff car, in which was a chest filled with Iron Crosses together

with instructions that these were to be distributed to the German troops in order to mark
the capture of Moscow!
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<1221241>
[275]
Monday, December 2279, 1941.

The post brought nothing but the kindly futilities of the Christmas season which not even
the fears and furies of the War can extinguish. It did, however, include a photograph of
himself from Clarence Ward, a pleasant letter from Harry Cumming Bruce, an attractive
coloured picture of the Throne in Durham Cathedral from Martin Ellingson, and curiously
stilted letters from two cryptic persons, Ernest Henson and Brooke Westall.

| wrote to the following:-

1. Lord Woodbridge

2. Major H. Cumming Bruce
3. Clarence Ward

4. Linetta

5. Martin Ellinson

In the afternoon we motored into Ipswich, and | made three vain attempts to get my hair
cut. A similar ambition appears to have invaded the minds of numerous soldiers and citizens,
for all the 3 hairdressing establishments which | visited were overcrowded. The copies of my
“Last Words in Westminster Abbey”, designed for Christmas presents, have not yet arrived in
Ipswich.

[276]

My Autobiographical account of my episcopacy in Hereford may, perhaps, be arranged in 6
chapters.

1. My entrance into the diocese. Confirmations.

My policy with respect to Sectaries and Sacerdotalists.

My efforts to defeat the Enabling Bill.

My extra-diocesan activities.

The Railwaymen Strike.

My literary work. (a) Memoir of Sir William Anson. (B)Edition of the Naked truth. (y)
Articles in the Edinburgh Review. (8) The lectures on ‘Anglicanism’ for the Olaus Petri
trust. (€) Preaching.

oUuewWN

The Lambeth Conference of 1920, and the Visit to Sweden which immediately followed it fill
the interval between the life in Hereford, and the life in Durham.

M= Churchill’s Find for Russia Fund having an [sic] passed the million pound mark, she gave
thanks to the contributors through B.B.C. at 6 p.m.

The latest news from Hongkong permits the hope that, even at this late hour, the devoted
defenders will not be overcome. They are reported to be still fighting.
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<1231241>
[277]
Tuesday, December 23%, 1941.

| read through a much advertised and much recommended pamphlet by Dorothy L. Sayer
[sic], who is for the moment the ‘reigning prophetess’, among our journalist theologians, &
mightily applauded by the curates! It is called ‘Creed or Chaos’, and exalts the Quicunque
Vult as the unam necessariam for our disordered time. She would appear, if not a Papist, yet
an up-to-date ‘Anglo-Roman’:

A rigidly Catholic interpretation of the Creeds, for example —including the Athanasian
Creed — will find support both in Rome and in Geneva. Objections will come chiefly
from the heathen, and from a noisy but not very representative bunch of heretical
parsons who once in their youth read Robertson & Conybeare & have never got over
it“..”

This is an odd description of a dissentient minority which includes all our critical and
historical scholars, indeed all our thinkers who, in the propriety of language can be described
as thinkers.

[278]

| received from Tom & Evelyn Reid a very attractive wedding photograph. They seem to be
setting out on the venture of Matrimony under fair auspices.

Woodbridge sends me a magnifying glass with a very kind letter. He is compelled to spend
Christmas in bed.

[278 continued]
Saturday December 24", 1941. Christmas Eve.

| wrote letters of acknowledgment & greeting to,

Canon Sturt

Lord Woodbridge
Brook Westcott
Cecil Ferens
Canon Braley
Harold Henson
Mary Radford

Nouhs~wnNeR

| sawed wood by way of taking exercize for more than an hour: and then wrote letters to Ella
and Fearne by way of substitutes for Christmas gifts!

| gave Barker a pound for a Christmas Box; and sent 20 new shillings for distribution to the
Children of the Choir. They don’t deserve it, but ‘noblesse oblige’!
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<1251241>
[279]
Christmas Day, 1941.

Itis a “green Yule”: Hitler has already guaranteed the “fat Kirkyard” which, if the popular
proverb is to be trusted, will accompany it.

| wrote to Shore, who had sent me a pleasant letter on “the 13”[?] Anniversary of his
Ordination by me. There are few letters more acceptable to an old Bishop than those which
give him the assurance (probably as fallacious as it is flattering) that he has not wholly
laboured in vain.

Ella gave me “Ambassador Dodd’s Diary” and Fearne a gift of handkerchiefs, both well-
chosen presents.

We went to church for the service at 11 a.m. | read the lessons, & celebrated the Holy
Communion. There was a woefully small congregation, and no churchwardens. We were
given the Athanasian Creed which impressed me as pathetically absurd for the use of the
handfull[sic] of women & children who strove to stumble through their share in the
unintelligible dogmatics. The sermon was a notable essay in apologetical orthodoxy i.e. [280]
the apology by uncomprosing [sic] affirmation of the dogmas which are obscure, or
doubtful, or effectively challenged, or generally abandoned. Incidentally, the Rector referred
to the Thirty-nine Articles, & reminded his hearers that he had read them at his institution,
that he believed them, & that no clergyman who doubted them was entitled to hold office in
the Church of England. He informed us that the 22¢ Article, which he recited in full, was his
favourite. Now all this talk was (to anyone who knows Moulsdale) not so much unreal and
unconvincing, as morally nauseous. | remember that when Knight lived in the Garden City at
Hampstead, & feund became himself a parishioner in an “Anglo-Catholick” parish, he found
the type & manner of the doctrine & worship in the parish church so irritating and spiritually
disturbing, that, after a while, he deserted the parish church altogether & sought more
edifying ministrations elsewhere. In London such relief was accessible to the distressed
parishioner, but, in normal rural parishes, like Hintlesham, he “must grin & bear it.”

[281]

At 3p.m. we listened to His Majesty. The Barkers and Olive joined us in the drawing room. It
was a very simple, almost paternal, little homily, without any suggestion of eloquence or
pomposity, and, for that reason, effective. The King speaks with the obvious deliberation of a
stutterer, who has to be on the guard against some incapacitating words. Probably the
slowness of his speaking makes him the better heard by the majority of his audience.

| wrote to Bridget Tallents, promising to send her a copy of “Last Words”.
At 9 a.m. the wireless reported that Hongkong could no longer be defended against the ever-

increasing attacks of the Japanese forces. The Governor, yielding to the representatives of
his naval and military advisers, was taking the requisite measures for giving up the island.
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In the Philippines, also, the Japanese are making rapid advance. It is reported that the
American authorities are considering retirement from Manila, & the declaring the city to be
an “open town”.
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<1261241>
[282]
Boxing Day, December 26", 1941.

| wrote a sermon for use on Sunday, taking my subject from the suggestion of Innocents’
Day.

In the afternoon | walked for 2 hours. The road was empty save for lorries piled with sugar-
beet on its way to the factory in Ipswich.

At 6.30 p.m. we listened to the great oration which the Prime Minister addressed to the
Congress of U.S.A. in Washington.

It was certainly a noble and moving speech. He began with some felicitous references to his
American Mother, and ended with a powerful plea for post-war-union of the English
speaking world. In the course of his speech he reviewed the War, warned us that we must be
prepared for some severe experiences and declared his belief that by the end of 1942 the
clouds would be lifting, and, perhaps, in 1943, Peace would follow victory. Surely Winston
Churchill has attained an eminence of fame which can hardly be paralleled in British History;
and he keeps on growing as his range of possible achievement expands.
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<1271241>
[283]
Saturday, December 27th, 1941,

| corrected Autobiographical proofs, and took my necessary exercise by sawing wood for an
hour and a half in the afternoon.

The papers print the Prime Minister’s speech in full and report that its reception has been
everywhere most enthusiastic. To balance it, there is a painful account of the surrender of
Hongkong. It appears to be the case that Singapore itself is in some danger. Churchill warned
us that we must expect still more disasters before the Japanese have exhausted the gains of
their treachery. Meanwhile, the defeat of the Enemy in Libya, though it appears to be
certain, is not yet achieved; and, in our present situation, Time is priceless.

The latest news tells us that the Japanese have bombed Manilla ruthlessly in spite of its
having been proclaimed an open town, and as such offering no resistance. The East can
adopt that version of Western Civilization easily enough. Rotterdam and Belgrade are

apt pupils in Hitler’s Academy of Culture!
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<1281241>
[284]
Sunday after Christmas, (Innocents Day), December 28th, 1941.

A very cold day. The 9 a.m. wireless reports considerable Russian success, & gives a truly
horrifying account of the plight of the German soldiers under the cruel conditions of the
winter.

We left the house at 10 a.m., and motored to Tattingstone for the morning service at 10.45
a.m. There was a little congregation of less than 30 persons, but, since the parishioners do
not number as many as 300, this must be regarded as a “fair average”! As it was Innocents’
Day, | preached from the 22 lesson, S. Matthew XVIII, taking for my text the Saviour’s
admonition, “See that ye despise not one of these little ones.” After service we lunched at
the Rectory, being entertained by the Rector, (Ruston) and his wife Aunt and Mother, who
live with him.

The rectory is a rather attractive Georgian house, which has been considerably enlarged by
some previous incumbent. Ruston showed me his study, a pleasant and well-lighted room
containing a more than usually considerable number of books. He told me that he had been
“coached” by that incorrigible old fanatick, Milner, who was Rector of the tiny parish of
Elton, in the diocese of Durham.

[285]

Ambassador Dodd’s Diary is worth reading. It is shrewd, illuminating, and (I think) honest.
On April 19th, 1935, he writes:-

Never, in my opinion, has a great people been guided by a less sensible group. Hitler
knows no history, Goering is even less informed, Goebbels is utterly incompetent
except in his German propaganda, & success in this may not be real. These three
supremely egotistical men are supposed to be together at Berchtesgaden today
trying to decide upon German policy, all pretending to think that 90 per cent of all
Germans are behind them. What they will do, one can hardly guess, but wisdom can
scarcely be expected of three such men.

| wrote to Dick, sending him my good wishes for the New Year, and sending a cutting of the
little article which | wrote for the Christmas number of the British Weekly. It will serve well
enough for the conventional card.
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<1291241>
[286]
Monday, December 28, [sic] [29t"] 1941.

A very sharp frost. | tremble for the pipes!

The whole morning was wasted over correcting the Autobiographical proof, and in
determining the arrangement of the chapters.

In the afternoon, Alfred Spelling* came to see me. He was visiting his son-in-law, who lives in
Ipswich. He has still the old attractive smile, & cheerful humour, which made him so popular
in boyhood; but at 59 he has perforce been stripped of his boyish charm. He told me how he
and another of my supporters ‘demonstrated’ against the attempt of my successor to
persuade the congregation of the Hospital Chapel to sign a protest against my Consecration
as Bishop of Hereford.

| wrote to the Warden [William Adams*] wishing him and M" Adams all happiness in the
New Year. He has never acknowledged the copy of ‘Last Words’ which | directed the
publishers to send him, and | am not pleased with a behaviour which is so unlike his
accustomed friendliness. But there may be reasons which | do not know, and | prefer to give
him another chance!
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<1291241>
[287]
Tuesday, December 29t [30th] 1941.

Not quite so cold as yesterday, but cold enough. My study chimney smokes abominably. It
needs sweeping, as | do whatever the spiritual equivalent of sweeping! “Why art thou so
troubled, O my soul?, and why art thou so disquieted within me?

Ambassador Dodd makes reference to Lord Londonderry’s* unfortunate visit to Berlin in
October November 1936:

November 9, Monday

Goering attacked England shamelessly, although Lord Londonderry was present as a
guest. He said England had stolen German colonies & robbed Germany of her gold.
Lord Londonderry is reported not to have understood what was said. He was
conspicuous at Goering’s reception the next day.

It was extra ordinarily foolish of the noble Lord to place himself in the Lion’s den without any
reason to assure himself that the Beast would behave himself otherwise than Cats are wont
to do!

[288]

My only letter was one from Ruth Spooner.* She has been entertaining 2 young Polish
soldiers, taking a course at Birmingham University, sent her by the S.C.M.; and finds them
very easy guests.

“All they want to do all day is to study architecture, & read English classics. So they
are very easy guests as well as very charming ones.”

It is an appalling reflection that a great people, so richly endowed with intellectual and
aesthetic power as the Poles, and one that has played a great part in the history of
Christendom, should now be ground down under the heel of the brutal and brutalized Nazis.
The incredibly absurd & arrogant ef racialism of the self-styled Herrenfolk inspires in them a
savage and murderous procedure which endangers the liberty and even the survival of the
Polish nation. Themselves the main authors of Poland’s political incoherence, they make that
incoherence the excuse for their cruel and inexcusable destruction of the Polish state. If for
no other reason, their treatment of the Poles justifies the severest treatment of Hitler & his
Huns.

[289]
| walked through Chattisham by the longer road, and as | was returning fell in with Tom Reid,

who told me that his wife Evelyn had been removed to the isolation Hospital in Ipswich. She
was suffering from diphtheria. This is a sharp stroke of trouble at the start of their married
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life. May the Psalmist’s word be fulfilled in their experience. “They that sow in tears shall

. . ”

reap in joy.

The Japanese are pouring troops into the Philippines, & beginning to press hard on our
indispensable naval base at Singapore. We are forcibly reminded of the consequences of
even a brief forfeiture of sea power. The detestable weather in Libya delays our victory
there, & opens the door to formidable possibilities. | daily expect to hear that Petain has
handed over Bezorta [?] to Hitler, & possibly also the French fleet. And what then?

At 8 p.m. we heard the great oration of our incomparable Winston delivered today in Ottawa
to the Canadian Parliament — a heartening pronouncement!

187



<311241>
[290]
[Wednesday], New Year’s Eve, 1941.

| went into Ipswich, and had my hair cut. On the way home | called at Abbey Oaks, and
inquired after Lord Woodbridge. The artist who performed his function on my head was
talkative. He told me that he was about to reach his 70t birthday, and was properly
impressed when he learned that he | was in my 79t year! Then he asked whether | had
known Canon Duckworth,* and said that he had been living with him for 3% years in Little
Cloisters, and had before that been one of his choirboys in S. John’s Wood. He spoke with
admiration of Duckworth’s appearance, voice, & general excellence. He remembered Queen
Victoria’s visiting the Abbey to view the preparations for her Jubilee Service, and how
disappointed he had been when instead of the regally majestic Sovereign whom he had
expected, his eyes beheld a little, old lady! He would then have been a boy nearing sixteen
years of age, and his voice would have ‘broken’. Then presumably Duckworth took him to
join his household in Westminster as a pageboy. How small and close-knit our little world
really is!

[291]

| finished reading ‘Ambassador Dodd’s Diary”. It is certainly worth reading, and shows an
unpleasant light on the methods of civilized diplomacy, and the disgusting tone and
procedure of Hitlerite policy. Dodd would appear to have been an honest man, curiously
remote from the ordinary type of Ambassadors. He was a Baptist, a well-equipped historian,
a thorough-going Democrat, with generous sympathies, considerable courage, & great
pertinacity; a typical American. He found in Berlin a viper-pit of lying & slander, which was
always shadowed by the murderous caprice of the sinister trinity — Hitler, Goering, &
Goebbels. He evidently had a very low opinion of the normal type of American diplomatist,
& was plainly held in much suspicion and dislike by his colleagues. But he viewed the Nazi
regime with loathing and a clear perception of its evil promise for the world. Indeed, the
course of history has fulfilled his forecasts and more than justified his fears. He was a
dyspeptic, & had a dyspeptic’s temperament.

[292]

It was on January 20% that | wrote to Milford “sounding” him on the subject of my writing an
Autobiography, sending him something that | had written, and begging him to appraise it. |
inquired whether, if he favoured the project, the University Press would be willing to
undertake its publication.

On March 5: | received Milford’s reply. He was entirely favourable to my suggestion, and
had “absolutely no doubt” that the Press would like to publish it even if it is not
complete.[sic] This arrangement, he said, had been done successfully with Herbert Fisher’s*
“delightful fragment of autobiography.”

| replied immediately that | would go on with the Autobiography.
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At the close of the year (1941) | have written so much as will suffice for a first volume. It

carries the story from my birth in 1863 to my Consecration as Bishop of Hereford on Feb 2,
1918.

The paged proofs are now being corrected, & Fearne is busily engaged in the tiresome but
important task of constructing an Index of Vol. 1.
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