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<!171042> 
[1] 
Saturday, October 17th, 1942. 
 
I visited Lord Woodbridge, and found him in an unusually cheerful mood.  He had arranged 
to visit his daughter in Scotland, and expected to be absent in that country for about a 
fortnight.  He asked me to write my name in his copy of my “Retrospect”, and I said that I 
would assume it was a gift from me to him, & inscribed it accordingly.  He is evidently a little 
startled, perhaps even perturbed, by discovering that I was an agnostic on the article of the 
Creed which affirms as a historic fact that Jesus was born of a Virgin, and he confessed his 
sentiments.  In the course of discussion I made reference to Browning’s Poem, “A death in 
the Desert”, & said that sixty years ago, when first I read it as an undergraduate in Oxford, it 
had been a light to me on the meaning & evidence of Christ’s Divinity.  He went to his book-
shelves, & pulled out his copy of Browning’s Poems, asking me to turn up the poem.  I did so, 
and read to him the epilogue.  He proceeded to mark the place, & declared his intention to 
read the whole poem.       
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<!181042> 
[2] 
20th Sunday after Trinity, October 18th, 1942 (S. Luke’s Day). 
 
‘S. Luke’s Summer’ has come.  The temperature in my bedroom was 66o.  The colour of the 
creeper on the house is unusually brilliant.  When the southern sun shone on it, the little 
dwelling was draped in crimson, and became an imperial palace! 
 
I wrote to Jack Clayton, who has been suddenly driven into a nursing home for an operation 
on his eye.  Also, to the Dean of Ely, and the writer, Mr Logan Pearsall Smith, thanking them 
for kind letters about my ‘Retrospect’.  Also, I wrote to Gilbert and Grant Robertson. 
 
We went to the parish church for Mattins, when I read the lessons, and afterwards 
celebrated the Holy Communion.  When the Rector gave out his text, Acts I. 1, the notion 
occurred to me that S. Luke’s description of the “former treatise”, (which is assumed to be 
the canonical Gospel which bears his name) could hardly have ignored the miraculous 
incidents connected with the Saviour’s Birth, if the first two chapters had been included in 
that narrative.  Probably, the point has been noticed by the critics, but it came to my mind 
with the freshness of novelty.       
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<!191042> 
[3] 
Monday, October 19th, 1942. 
 
I received a long & interesting letter from Bishop Lasbrey,* describing his journey from 
Southern Nigeria to South Africa, where, since in present circumstances he may not come 
home for his holiday, he is taking his leave from his diocese. 
 
Also, I received from the Press-cutting Agency another batch of reviews of my ‘Retrospect’.  
They were not exactly hostile, but were clearly disposed to be critical.  The phase of 
extravagant eulogy is, I think, now past, & that is well enough. 
 
I walked round Chattisham in the afternoon. 
 
“It (sc. The Retrospect, vol. I) covers a successful, even brilliant career from boyhood to a 
bishopric.  Coming from a middle-class family, it was pretty evident from early days that the 
writer of this book was destined for a high position in the church, & his uninterrupted 
progress reads almost like a romance.” 
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<!201042>    
[4] 
Tuesday, October 20th, 1942. 
 
Forty years have passed since Ella and I started on the matrimonial venture in Westminster 
Abbey, and we are still on something more than speaking terms, though she is very deaf, and 
I am becoming purblind, and we are both quite apparently aged.  We must needs “thank 
God and take courage” in spite of “fightings within and fears without”, bombs in East Anglia, 
& Germans pressingly [sic] relentlessly on the still resisting ruins of Stalingrad. 
 
We went in to Ipswich, where I ordered saws & nail-cutters from the iron-monger, called to 
inquire for Sir Bunnell Burton,* & found him unable to see me, bought some steel nibs at the 
ancient House, & then, with my ladies, had tea pleasantly with the Misses Bernard.  On 
returning to Hyntle Place, I wrote to Mrs Elliott, telling her that I had heard nothing from 
Dick, and inquiring whether she were in the like case.  This foolish blunder of our own 
Government, which has led them to place the German prisoners in irons by way of inducing 
the Germans to cease treating British prisoners in like manner, can hardly tend to improve 
the lot prisoners anywhere. 
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<!211042>    
[5] 
Wednesday, October 21st, 1942. 
 
The Press-cutting Agency sends me an extract from ‘The Record’.  Under the heading 
‘Reviews & Magazines’ there is a notice of Norman Sykes’s* “admirable review of Bishop 
Henson’s Retrospect, under the title “Good or great Bishops”. 
 
This review in ‘Theology’ has also been sent to me, and seemed to me an honest 
appreciation, though, perhaps, the writer designs rather to point the moral of the excellence 
of Establishment than to express a judgment on the late Bp. of D.! 
 
Dr Sykes concludes with the surmise that his hero, “admittedly a great Bishop was also a 
good bishop”, and that the lay prime ministers were right. 
 
It is probably true that if the Church in the sense of the effectively organized denomination 
had been charged with the work of appointing the Bishops, I should probably never have 
been thought suitable for episcopal office, but I do not see why that fact proves anything.  I 
might have been more truly serviceable to my generation in another capacity, and the 
Church might have been better served by another.    
 
  



 
7 

 

<!221042> 
[6] 
Thursday, October 22nd, 1942. 
 
Dashwood writes on October 19th:- 
 
I have now secured a copy of your book in consequence of which I spent an enjoyable week-
end, & immediately discovered that tomorrow is the 40th anniversary of your wedding day.  
Our best wishes to you & to Mrs Henson ‘Forty years on growing older & older’, I suppose, 
but none the less well, I hope, except for deafness which attacks many of us, & happy. 
 
I hope your book has had a good sale having regard to the difficulty of printing, &, I suppose, 
advertizing in these days. 
 
The Bp. of Peterborough was the only absentee during 2 full days of the Canterbury Upper 
House of Convocation.  I think the most interesting speech was that in which the Bp. of Bath 
& Wells, formerly of the “Society for the Maintenance of the Faith” advocated Evening 
Commn for reasons which I could have given him 40 or 50 years ago, & the efforts of the Bp. 
of S. A. to qualify the meaning of the Resolution which he wd not vote against.          
 
[7]      
        October 23rd, 1942. 
 Dear Dr Cecil Roth, 
 
I shall be very pleased to accept election as an Hon. Member of the Jewish Historical Society 
of England, for, though I am now in the fullest sense of the rather sinister phrase ‘on the 
shelf’, being no longer charged with public functions and now shadowed by the waxing 
disadvantages of molesta senectus, among which failing eyesight is not the least, I am 
honoured by being associated with the great and gifted race which has made so rich a 
contribution to English History, and to Western Civilization, & been treated with such 
abominable cruelty by its beneficiaries. 
 
   Believe me, 
    very faithfully yours, 
     H. Hensley Henson, Bishop. 
 
Dr Cecil Roth. 
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<!231042> 
[8] 
Friday, October 23rd,1942. 
 
I went in to Ipswich, had my hair cut, succeeded in buying a few razor-blades, and visited the 
dentist.  Then I returned home for lunch. 
 
Christine de Saumarez is a wild, rather pretty Swedish maiden, not inappreciative of the 
impish delight which comes to the Young from shocking the Old.  She shocked an ancient 
parson by mounting to the top of his church tower, garmented alarmingly in trousers and a 
red “turban”, & from that eminence making herself conspicuous.  She was, in fact, engaged 
in some War work, and “killing” an interval between engagements.  The vigilant warder of 
his parish church made haste to make an end of the scandal, & addressed the peccant 
damsel in terms at once hortatory & menacing.  She entered the village school, & he 
pursued her thither, renewing his rebukes.   “If you didn’t wear a dog-collar, I would smack 
your face!” was the indignant response.  Finally, the foolish man had at the command of his 
Bishop been forced to write a letter of apology.  Lady de Saumarez very properly resented 
the treatment of her daughter. 
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<!241042> 
[9] 
Saturday, October 24th,1942. 
 
I worked at the book all the morning, but with curiously little result.  I am trying to explain 
how I have come to my present position of resolute abhorrence of the Papal system, and 
though I have plenty of material, I cannot succeed into weaving it into a reasonably coherent 
story.  The men, the books, the incidents which affected me are clear enough, but how to 
describe them intelligibly is not. 
 
In the afternoon we went to Ipswich, & attended the 2nd of Captain Gayre’s lectures on Race 
in Germany.  It was distinctly interesting though, perhaps, hardly convincing.  I had an 
uncomfortable suspicion that a little skilful manipulation of his material could have worked 
out to quite other conclusions. 
 
The news at 1 a.m. [sic] included the important information that the 8th Army had launched 
an attack on Rommel, and it is assumed that the long promised ‘Second Front’ has at last 
been attempted: but no details are given, and we may once more be doomed to 
disappointment. 
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<!251042> 
[10] 
21st Sunday after Trinity, October 25th, 1942. 
 
I attended Mattins in the Parish Church, and read the lessons. 
 
I wrote letters to Dick and Charlie Pattenson, but whether Dick will ever receive what I wrote 
is, I fear, very doubtful. 
 
The lad, Jimmie Pollock Smith Morris [surname corrected in pencil] came to see us, and I 
walked with him for an hour, before he had tea, and took his departure.  He is only 18½  
years old, and the only public school boy amid a numerous ‘mess’ of older lads & young 
men, training for the Navy.  He spoke well of them on the whole, though they are otherwise 
educated & mannered than himself, & some of them evidently come from rough homes.  
None of them say their prayers, or shew much interest in religion, though they do not 
appear actually hostile, & some have been confirmed.  The C. of E. chaplain appears to have 
little contact with them – & Jim evidently prefers the Methodist – and had gone for Holy 
Communion to his service.  Plainly the “hold” of the Church on his generation is but slight. 
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<!261042> 
[11] 
Monday, October 26th, 1942. 
 
A cold, wet day, made the more comfortless by the absence of electric power, which not 
only put light and warmth out of action in my study, but shut us off from the 1 a.m. [sic] 
wireless news.  This was the more annoying since the great Battle in Egypt is actually 
proceeding, & we are eagerly wanting to learn of its progress. 
 
However, it had returned to its duty in time for us to hear the news at 6 p.m.  This was fairly 
satisfactory.  The battle in Egypt appears to have made a fairly promising start, and the 
arrangements between the services have so far worked admirably.  We seem to maintain a 
distinct superiority in the air, & the Fleet is co-operating effectively in support of the land 
forces.  Meanwhile, the Russians are still holding their ground in Stalingrad, and the 
Americans are giving the Japanese some hard knocks in the Solomons. 
 
Sir Archibald Wavell’s two articles in the Times on ‘Generalship’ make excellent reading.  In 
the first, he lays down the tests of generalship, and in the second, he applies them to the 
great exponents of the military art, & decides rather surprisingly that Napoleon must be 
placed below Belisarius and Marlborough. 
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<!271042> 
[12] 
Tuesday, October 27th, 1942. 
 
A fine day, but still cold.  The glass stood at 49o in my bedroom at 7.30 a.m. 
 
My little letter appears in the Times under the heading, “Retired Archbishops”.  While it 
indicates my disapproval of the arrangement by which ex-Primates become lay Barons, it 
does not disclose any particular objection to Lang’s “preferment”, save, of course, in so far as 
it strengthens the undesirable precedent.  And I was pleased, such is my incorrigible vanity, 
that the letter was printed in large type, and given a good place! 
 
I worked on the Autobiography, and made some kind of an ending to the chapter on the 
Roman controversy. 
 
Papists and Jews are alike in their vigilant heed to anything in the Press which seems to 
prejudice their interests.  Both are extremely well organized: & both have a strong hold on 
the Press.  Thus they create a certain hesitation in the minds of their most resolute 
antagonists, who do not wish to find themselves immersed in futile, angry, & interminable 
controversy.                                                      
 
  



 
13 

 

<!281042> 
[13] 
Wednesday, October 28th, 1942. 
 
Another depressing wet day, & very cold.   A fire was kindled in my room, which, however, 
was more effective in disturbing my conscience than in warming my body.  When I caused 
my study to be [inserted above   builded] on a fairly large scale, & with ample windows, I did 
not contemplate a situation in which coal would be insufficient for making it habitable, nor, 
perhaps, did I realize how perilously dependent on warmth is an aged man.  It is literally true 
that I cannot work if I am cold: and how I am to [inserted above  work] effectively when 
evicted from my study I cannot imagine. 
 
That queer Papist, Shane Leslie, writes to inform me that in the Roman Church the title of 
Archbishop is bestowed on ecclesiastics whom the Holy Father desires to honour.  He 
reminds me that he met me in Lord Scarbrough’s house many years ago, and he has the 
impudence to inform me that he and many other of his fellow Papists had hoped that I 
should have been Cantuar:!  Had it been so, how they would have exulted in pointing the 
moral of an “atheist” being raised to the Chair of S. Augustine! 
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<!291042>  
[14] 
Thursday, October 29th, 1942.   
 
My little letter on the use, or misuse, of the description of Lord Lang of Lambeth as an 
Archbishop has evidently aroused interest.  Several letters have appeared in the Times, and 
my tenuous ‘post’ has been swollen by several letters to me. One of these interested me 
because (teste ‘Who’s Who[’]) the writer was born on my birthday, November 8th, 1866 (i.e. 
3 years after me). 
 
 Right Reverend Sir, 
 
I trust this is (the) correct appellation: I beg to thank you for [your] letter in today’s Times, 
and recall with pleasure the one occasion upon which we met 34 years ago at S. Margaret’s 
where I was a pupil of Goss-Custard* being in those days a member of [the] H. of Commons.  
I wd not intrude upon you save as an anecdotist.  I am 75.  Sir J. McGarrell Hogg of the old B. 
of Works was ennobled as “Lord Magheramone” (I’m not sure of the spelling) &, calling at a 
ho: where he was well known, gave his new barbarous sounding name.  The Butler seemed 
astonished puzzled [15] and in difficulty with it, & the Visitor said “I’m Sir James Hogg”.  This 
cleared the air, & he flung open the Drawing Room, & announced with a loud emphasis – 
“The late Sir James “Ogg”. 
 
  Your letter will rejoice others, besides your faithful servant, 
 
     Julius Bertram.      
 
Dashwood wrote to me in answer to my letter:- 
 
I have found a tremendous lot of interest in your book but, of course, “The Hereford 
Scandal” was the most absorbing, because at the time I heard titbits of what was going on 
….. 
 
Do you ever see the Church Times?  Many have never forgiven me for threatening to sue 
them for libel & making them apologise in my own words & pay a handsome sum in costs 
after the Stiffkey* case.  A few weeks ago they had a solemn article on the unique points in 
William succeeding Cosmo & some account of the 10 Williams.  I wrote pointing out that all 
the points they made [16]  fell to the ground because their correspondent had forgotten the 
last Archbishop who was baptised William Cosmo Gordon.  The C.T. comment shewed 
considerable doubt as to my having been truthful, but some Oxford Professor searched the 
University records, which confirm what I had written. 
 
I have not enquired but I thought Smuts* was speaking in that part of the Royal Gallery 
which has not [corrected above to  now] been adapted as the temporary House of Lords.  I 
cannot think of anywhere else which would have held 800 or 900, & I think I recognized the 
pictures. 
It is arranged that Smuts will join Churchill in addressing the great gathering of some 2500 
miners and mine-owners, which is summoned to meet in London tomorrow.  The meeting is 



 
15 

 

to be secret, & it is understood that the actual situation is to [be?] frankly stated, in order 
that the gravity of the present insufficiency of coal production may be brought home to 
those, who are the only persons who have it in their power to provide the remedy.  The 
younger miners are the core of the problem of absenteeism.     
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<!301042> 
[17] 
Friday, October 30th, 1942. 
 
I dictated to Fearne the record of the Coronation as it stands in my Journal, but whether it is 
suitable for publication is not apparent.  Perhaps, I may submit the issue to Milford’s 
judgment. 
 
In the afternoon I walked to Washbrook Church, and said my prayers.  Its solitude and 
solemnity are devotionally welcome. 
 
The Revd Edward Powell, writing from the Vicarage of Belcham St Paul’s, Clare, Suffolk, is 
rather pertinacious, & writes to me again on the subject of the proper description of a 
retired Archbishop.  But I can’t find his name in Crockford, & I can’t waste paper, stamp, & 
labour in writing to him. 
 
Major Yorke writes from 27 North Bailey, Durham, to explain that the haste with which he 
was withdrawn from Felixstowe made it impossible for him to bid us farewell.  He says that 
he has become the possessor of a ‘quill-cutter’ an instrument scarcely obtainable these days 
– the quills themselves are now almost unobtainable as well. 
 
“I know, Sir, how you love this weapon, & so please send me a few of your disused ones, & 
let me see if I can renew them for you.” 
 
This is very considerate.    
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<!311042> 
[18] 
Saturday, October 31st, 1942. 
 
The Dean of Norwich writes a long & interesting letter, commenting very usefully on my 
book: 
 
 I have read the first volume with great interest, & make two or three comments. 

(1)  If I did not know & love you so much, I should say that the title was insincere.  
Friend and foe (if there can still be one) would take different views of the record, 
but neither could possibly say that the life was unimportant.  It will always be 
thought to be an important part of recent Church History. 

 
(2)  I can well understand your attitude to Bp. Handley Moule.*  His unctuous 

manner was very trying, but there was real & consistent sanctity as I know by 
personal friendship, & Blakeney* knows more intimately still.  Not that I think he 
was an efficient Bishop, & you know more than I do on that point.  The lady was a 
much better woman than Mrs Proudie but she had features in common! Latterly 
his University Sermons (two or three) [19] at Cambridge were some of the finest 
pieces of English I have heard.  Forgive me if I class him with you & Montagu 
Butler,* whom I knew so well.  In 1908 he gave a fine lecture. 

 
In the afternoon I walked round Chattisham by the outer road.  On my way home I stopped 
to admire the canaries, and discuss them with Mr Brister who breeds them.  He said that he 
had 25 birds at present: that he sold them for about 10/6 apiece: that he kept them in the 
open air even during the winter: that they were not molested by cats: & rats were hindered 
from getting at them by the concrete floor. 
 
The harvest of sugar beet is being gathered from the fields, piled beside the roads, & thence 
transported in heavily laden lorries to the factory in Ipswich, where it is to be transformed 
into sugar.  This root is now widely cultivated in East Anglia.  It is a result of the last War, 
which brought home to us the inconvenience of being so largely dependent on imported 
sugar from Germany.  It is now largely subsidised by the state, & has become a “vested 
interest”. 
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<!011142> 
[20] 
22nd Sunday after Trinity, November 1st, 1942.  All Saints Day. 
 
I went to Mattins & read the lessons.  Also I celebrated the Holy Communion after the 
service. 
 
I wrote to Jack Clayton in the Nursing Home, where he is recovering from an operation on 
his eyes: also to the Dean of Norwich. 
 
Sir William Brass and two Newfoundland sailors came to tea.  They were simple & friendly 
young men, who ate little, & were interested in whatever I showed them in my study.  Sir 
William Brass had heard General de Gaulle,* & was well impressed by him in spite of the 
disappointing impression made by his weak chin. 
 
He had listened to the P.M. and General Smuts in the Royal Gallery, and been much 
impressed by both.  His admiration for Winston Churchill is to some extent chastened by his 
loyalty to Neville Chamberlain, with whom he was personally associated.  His hobby, or one 
of his hobbies, is photography, in which he has evidently acquired something more than an 
amateur’s proficiency.  He ‘goes shares’ with Sir Gerald Ryan in the shooting on the 
Hintlesham property. 
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<!021142> 
[21] 
Monday, November 2nd, 1942. 
 
The Fates appear to be hostile to the Retrospect, for hardly had I put hand to my task before 
[Kenneth Norman] Bell arrived, and engaged my attention until he returned to London after 
tea. He is a strange sentimental creature who desired to mark All Souls Day by lunching with 
another Son of the Mallard! We walked for an hour and a half during the afternoon, then 
had tea, and so parted. He said that both the Warden [William Adams*] & Frank Pember* 
were in England. Yet neither has acknowledged the copy of the Retrospect which I sent him. 
He told me that old R.L. Poole* was so pleased with my Charge against Buchman that he had 
it beside his bed during his last hours! This is really rather touching. I had not suspected that 
the quaint & erudite medievalist had the smallest interest in me. 
 
Bell was born in 1884, the year in which I was myself elected to an All Souls Fellowship. The 
account of his career in Who’s Who suggests that he is a man of quite unusual capacity. He 
has attempted much, and achieved much; but he is now plainly a disheartened & almost 
broken man. 
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<1031142> 
[22] 
Tuesday, November 3rd, 1942. 
 
A wet night followed by a dark & dreary morning. 
 
I had provisionally arranged to visit Lord Woodbridge* who has now returned from Scotland, 
but the persistent rain induced me to telephone my abandonment of the project. With 
Fearne’s assistance, I wrote some more of the Book. 
 
<!041142> 
Wednesday, November 4th, 1942. 
 
The weather has improved but continues to be uncertain.  
 
My nephew Harold [Henson]* writes from Toronto to say that he has received the copy of 
the Retrospect which was sent to him. The book must have travelled slowly, for it was 
dispatched three months ago. He has not yet found time to read the book through but he 
has made a start:- 
 

I have read several chapters, & both enjoyed and appreciated them. I have learned 
more about my antecedents than I ever heard before. It has always been a regret 
that I could not tell the children more about their forebears, and [23] their family 
connexions; & I had this summer developed the idea and intended writing to ask you 
if you could enlighten me. We have an old photograph devoid of name or description 
of a farmstead which I was told was the old farm from which Grandfather Henson 
came: also a mounted traced sketch of a shield & crest which were supposed to be 
the family bearings. These things came to us when I was quite a boy – shortly after 
father’s death, I think, and have come to light again in an old album which Mother 
found in her trunks and gave to us. 
 
I have always been skeptical[sic] of the shield & crest, and reserved judgement on 
the farm house, but I think Walter should know all that is possible about us, & so I 
was very glad to have him read what you wrote. He has deluged me with questions, 
personal & ecclesiastical. I hope I have not led him astray on either score. 
 
Thank you very much indeed for this gift 
 
I greatly appreciate it. 
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<!051142> 
[24] 
Thursday, November 5th, 1942. 
 
At 8 a.m the wireless announced a glorious victory in Egypt. Rommell is said to be in 
Germany, but his alter ego  has been killed, and immense losses in men and material 
inflicted. The King has telegraphed his congratulations to General Alexander in very ample 
terms.  
 
I walked round Chattisham in the rain, finding that the exercize though conditioned by a 
wetting was preferable to a loss of my normal exercize. 
 
The news that comes over the wireless is, on the whole, satisfactory. Perhaps the exstatic 
[sic] account of the Egyptian victory is hardly sustained, and the Republican successes in the 
American Elections is regrettable, though both parties protest their determination to fight to 
a finish against Hitler. 
 
I wrote to Sir James Irvine* asking him whether he would object to the publication of the 
letter which he wrote to me respecting the Gifford Lectures, & explaining the circumstances 
in which an invitation to deliver them in S. Andrews had been sent to me by the Senatus of 
that University. I enclosed a typewritten copy of the said letter. 
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<!061142> 
[25] 
Friday November 6th, 1942. 
 
Ella and Fearne went into Ipswich in order to achieve many useful purposes, domestic and 
parochial. I walked to Abbey Oaks, a distance of about 3 miles, and had an hour’s talk with 
Lord Woodchester^bridge^, who seems to have enjoyed his visit to Scotland. In his hotel, 
the landlord charged him 24/6 for a bottle of claret, and declared himself quite unable to 
provide a bottle of whiskey. Who can doubt that we are called to endure the horrors of War? 
His gardener has had to go into hospital for a severe operation, & he is evidently distressed. 
Yet, in face of the colossal and continuing tragedy of the world, there seems to be something 
almost intolerably frivolous about noting the near and normal troubles of life. We talked of 
religion, and the difficulties which now obstruct faith. He challenged me on the subject of 
the Miracles recorded in the Gospels, and, perhaps, was both surprized and relieved to find 
that my view was not entirely orthodox. He quoted “In Memoriam” with evident 
appreciation, and, indeed, his position in the high matter of Religion is that of a thoughtful 
Victorian. And mine? 
 
[26] 
 

November 7th, 1942. 
Dear Sir, 
 
I am greatly obliged to the ^Council of the^ Royal Society of Literature for honouring 
me with an invitation to read a Paper or deliver a Lecture before the Society – but I 
am very doubtful whether I can rightly undertake any addition to my present 
obligations. 
 
I have undertaken to complete my Autobiography for the Oxford Press, and to deliver 
the manuscript in the course of January next. But my failing eyesight hinders me, and 
I shall enter my 80th year on Sunday next. 
 
Apart from these personal considerations, I should not find it easy to choose a 
subject on which I could fitly address the Society. 
 
If the Council would allow me to take time to reflect on the matter, and would let the 
lecture stand over until the Session, Sept. to December 1943, I will be so 
presumptuous [27] as to accept the invitation which they have been so good as to 
send. 
 
And, if they should be so complaisant, I should be yet further obliged by some 
guidance as to the kind of subject which would be considered suitable. 
 

Believe me. 
Yours v. faithfully 

H. Hensley Henson 
Bishop 
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J. L. Rudeslon Brown Esq. 
Secretary of the R. S. of Literature 
2 Bloomsbury Square 
London 
W. C. I.  
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<!071142> 
[28] 
Saturday, November 7th, 1942. 
 
Ella was indisposed, and did not descend to breakfast.  
 
The morning was very dark, & rain fell in the forenoon. 
 
I was agreeably surprized by a visit from Lord Woodhouse. He brought me as a birthday 
present – some grapes, 3 bottles of claret, & one of sherry – accompanied by a very kind 
letter, in which he says: 
 

I often feel very thankful that you came to Hintlesham: & gave me the great privilege 
of your friendship. 
 

And he subscribes himself “your affectionate friend Arthur”. This makes his gift doubly 
welcome. 
 
I received “birthday letters” from Clarence Stock, Alfred Spelling, and Jack Clayton. 
 
I wrote to Di Darling, who also celebrates her birthday on the 8th November: and I sent “Last 
Words from W. A.” to Mr Julius Bertram, who also was born on that day. 
 
I lent Lord Woodhouse Tollinton’s story – “Pyrrho” – which falls in serviceably with his 
interest in the development of Christianity. How much he knows and has read, I cannot tell: 
but certainly enough to make him likely to appreciate a book which gives, in a pleasant form, 
a trustworthy & effective picture of the Christian Religion in Alexandria tempore S. Clement. 
 
[29] 
 
The Times publishes a full report of the great speech which Stalin delivered in Moscow at 
the celebration of the 25th Anniversary of the Russian Revolution: and devotes its leading 
Article to the importance of the drawing close the links between Great Britain and the Soviet 
Republic. It is profoundly and very significantly silent on the main obstacle to frank 
understanding between them – the anti-Christian spirit and policy of the Soviets. “Can two 
walk together except they be agreed? It would appear that many of our politicians are 
prepared to seek intimacy with Russia by belittling, concealing, or even frankly repudiating 
the character of the War as a Crusade for Christian Civilization, a point of view which has 
been emphasized by President Roosevelt, Lord Halifax, and General Smuts, and much 
insisted upon by the leaders of the Churches. Lord Winterton allowed himself to use very 
unseemly, and indeed offensive language on this subject in the House of Commons, & he 
was certainly not alone. 
  



 
25 

 

<!081142> 
[30] 
23rd Sunday after Trinity, November ^8th^ 9th, 1942. 
 
A fine but cold day. I went to Church, & received the Holy Communion at 8 a.m. A strange 
clergyman officiated as the Rector was indisposed. 
 
Last night Mrs Frazer sent me an S. O. S. invoking my assistance; & I could not but promise to 
preach at Mattins. The occasion was more than usually important, because the service was 
to be attended by British Legionaries & members of the Home Guard. 
 
A made a few notes for a discourse on the words of S. Paul in 1, Cor. iii.II “For other 
foundation can no man lay than that which is laid, which is Jesus Christ”. I preached largely 
“off the surface of my mind” for exactly half an hour, and was listened to very attentively. 
Indeed, I was assured that nobody was bored. As I walked back to Hyntle place, I was 
addressed by a gentleman who had been in the congregation & expressed himself very 
flatterously about my sermon. He explained that he was a nephew of the two Paget 
brothers, who filled the sees of Oxford and Chester. His own name was Thompson, & he was 
a relative of the “heretick” ^ formerly^ Dean of Divinity of Magdalen College [James 
Matthew Thompson*].  
 
[31] 
 
I wrote to Lord Woodbridge, thanking him for his present of wine, which, I said, did, in 
present circumstances, combine the bounty of a benefactor, and the affection of a friend, 
with the self-sacrifice of a Christian, and I sent him, for disposition in his w. p.b., the notes of 
this morning’s sermon! Also, I wrote to Grant Robertson.* 
 
I received affectionate messages on the occasion of my Birthday from Cecil Ferens, Linetta, 
Lady Starmer, and Evelyn & Isabel. And letters arrived from the following: - 
 
1. Alexander 
2. Eric Dawson-Walker 
3. Bulman 
4. Di Darling 
5. Alfred Spelling 
6. Clarence Stock 
7. E. H. Blakeney 
8. Mary Radford 
9. Martin Ellingsen 
10. Wynne-Willson 
11. Rev. John Welby 
12. J. B. Lazenby 
13. Rev. J. P. Little 
14. –"– Charles Pattinson 
15. Nancy Wynne-Willson 
16.Mrs Parlett sent me a fowl 
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17. Mrs Frazer sent me a pot of red current jelly 
18. Sir Gerald Ryan sent a brace of pheasants 
19. Lord Woodbridge sent 4 bottles of wine.  
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<!091142> 
[32] 
Monday, November 9th, 1942. 
 
Milford writes to inquire about the progress of vol.II of the Retrospect: 
 

We are reduced to less than 100 copies of Volume I, and must try to provide enough 
paper for a reprint of 1000 copies or so as soon as we can (it will not be as soon as I 
should like) 
 

I replied that, though I was hindered by failing sight & the increasing difficulty of being both 
honest and inoffensive, as the record came to include many persons now living, I still hoped 
to let him have the completed manuscript next January. 
 
Lazenby* writes: 
 

I read your Autobiography with the greatest interest, & am going to read it again. 
 

E. H. Blakeney* writes 
 

You must be pleased with the reception given to your book: the only adverse 
criticism I have noted is that its title is a misnomer! So it is, to the thought of all who 
value yourself & all you have done in your interesting & varied life.  

 
[33] 
 

Cranage was here a fortnight ago, and I think you may guess that your name was on 
our lips – never without the accent of admiration & affection. This is no idle word, 
believe me. 
 

Di Darling* writes: 
 

I am at the moment in the middle of reading your Autobiography, which I am finding 
absorbingly interesting. Frankly, I did not expect to be particularly interested 
excepting in so far as it was a book by someone I knew! But I don’t miss a word, and 
am enjoying it quite enormously. I mostly read it on buses, as life is too busy for me 
to have much time for reading at home!.... I hope you are getting on with volume II – 
or perhaps it is already in the Press. 
 

The Rev. J. A. Little writes from Ryhope: 
 

“I am reading your Retrospect & have found out from it that your Birthday is on Nov 
8th. I am enjoying the Book so much, & [sic]  

 
[34] 
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On Tuesday I received more letters of Birthday congratulation from friends, among whom I 
was particularly pleased to include the following: 
 

Miss Vera Ellingsen 
-"- Pearce 
Lady Thurlow 
Martin Kiddle 
Gilbert Simpson 
Alfred Spelling 
The Hon. Di Darling 
Sir Vincent Baddeley 
 

On Wednesday, I received from the Rev. Herbert F. Tomkinson a letter which interested me. 
He says that he had read my “Retrospect” with “absorbed interest”, & that Geoffrey Gordon 
had been his “old friend”, & had promised to introduce him to me. This promise had not 
been fulfilled, but “now after reading about the “Hereford Scandal” he ventures to write to 
me without that information. 
 

“for the matter interested me greatly at the time: I was a young Incumbent in [35] 
charge of a vast Munition Factory Parish, & I remember having the temerity to 
preach on the subject. So I am [sic] unearthed the Sermon, had it typed, & send it to 
you with all its crudities. I do not know that I should have done any better today, for I 
do not observe in myself that increasing years bring increasing wisdom. But on 
looking back to that story, I think, perhaps, I was not far from the line of thought 
which you would have wished one of the younger clergy to take – at least so I hope”. 
 

The sermon was a temperately worded & thoughtful plea for tolerance, and gave promise of 
a sound development in the preacher. Probably it was largely representative of his 
contemporaries, who had not been caught in the “Catholick” net. 
 
I learned from Crockford that Mr Tomkinson took a fairly good degree a Cambridge, was at 
Westcott House, ordained in 1906. He is one of the Bishop of Chichester’s Chaplains, & since 
1936 has been V. of Preston in that diocese.  
 
[36] 
 
On Friday, we had tea very pleasantly with the Churchwarden and Mrs Parlett. They are 
kindly folk who send us very welcome gifts of butter not infrequently, and marked my 
Birthday by sending me an excellent fowl. Such contributions to the food stores are welcome 
in these days of increasingly severe rationing. The absence of milk, butter, eggs ^and bacon^ 
and marmalade works havock on the tradition of the British breakfast, menacing us with a 
wounded sentiment as well as with a disappointed appetite. Yet, when all is said, I think it 
must be admitted the Lord Woolton’s control of the national food supplies has been 
amazingly efficient: and when one looks over the world, & takes account of the desperate 
situation into which the entire population of Europe has been brought by Hitler’s criminal 
ambition, and contrasts it with the state of affairs in this country, one is deeply shamed at 
any disposition to grumble at the trivial inconveniences – they can hardly be called hardships 
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– which we have to endure in this matter of food supplies. There has been no equality of 
sacrifice here. 
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<!151142> 
[37] 
24th Sunday after Trinity, November 15th, 1942. 
 
The day was sunless and gloomy. We motored to Sudbury where I preached to a large 
congregation of civil defence workers of both sexes, including a large contingent of the 
Home Guard. The Mayor and Corporation attended in state in order thus decently to 
inaugurate their year of office. 
 
The unusual darkness of the day, and the painted windows of the Church, together with the 
poor quality & injudicious arrangement of the lighting made it impossible for me to see my 
manuscript in the pulpit. I betook myself to the lectern, and apologised to his Worship for 
making it serve as a substitute for the pulpit. My text was again 1. Cor. iii.II. though my 
sermon was mainly different The congregation listened with exemplary patience, in spite of 
the fact that (according to Fearne) I held on for the unusual time, 28 minutes. 
 
After my service we lunched pleasantly with Canon & Mrs Hughes. We arrived back in Hyntle 
Place about tea-time, having paid a call on the way.  
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<!161142> 
[38] 
[Monday,] November 16th to [Saturday, November] 21st [sic], 1942. 
 
During this week I dictated some more of the Journal to Fearne, wrote a few letters of which 
none had any importance, read the newspapers conscientiously, walked one day with Philip 
Tallents [Strong?], and (on Saturday) called on Mrs Johnson, an intelligent and amiable lady 
although oddly enough a convinced and practising Vegetarian, and endeavoured with little 
success to keep my study & myself tolerably warm. 
 
Mrs Johnson is one of several of our neighbours, who have sent us gifts in kind, which are 
indeed very welcome, but create a situation which does not wholly please [sic] me. I do not 
like to refuse presents which are so evidently suggested by goodwill, but I definitely dislike 
the situation of dependence, and a kind of degrading but unavoidable temper of expectancy 
which these gifts, when repeated tend to create. The kindly donors don’t know how to stop 
^giving^, & I don’t see how to stop them receiving. But such benefactions cannot be 
continued indefinitely, and the suitable occasion for ending them is not easily found, nor, 
when found, seized without offence. 
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<!281142> 
[39] 
Saturday, November 28th, 1942. 
 
The Spectator re-prints the statement which General Smuts* circulated on June 28th 1919, 
the day after the Treaty of Versailles was signed explaining that “that notable but little 
known document is so directly relevant to the present situation, in pointing both mistakes to 
be avoided & the principles to be applied, that it is worth while to reprint the 
memorandum”. 
 
It is, indeed, worth while, for the present situation validates its point of view, justifies its 
fears, and authenticates its doctrine. This Boer soldier – philosopher, statesman, warrior is 
also and fundamentally Christian. It is a happy fortune which has preserved him for our 
discipline and guidance in this still more fearful crisis through which we are pressing. If his 
reading of the situation in 1919 can be accepted in 1943, the civilized world may, even at the 
11th hour, be rescued from the total collapse which threatened it when Germany was 
defeated then, and will threaten it more apparently & inconsistently now. 
 
It was with the words of General Smuts fresh in my mind that I accompanied my ladies [40] 
to Ipswich in order to hear Major Gayre’s final lecture on the race problem in modern 
Germany. The contrast in tone and outlook was arrestingly complete. If Smuts gave frank 
expression to the mind of Christian statesmanship, the lecturer certainly disclosed the 
precise negation of it. The dogmatic assurance of his racial doctrine offended my 
intelligence, the brutal suggestions of conditions under which the War should be concluded 
outraged my conscience. But the majority of the audience appeared to accept the one, and 
to applaud the other. When questions were invited, I asked the lecturer how he reconciled 
his argument with “the Atlantic Charter”, to which Britain, America, & Russia were 
committed by solemn & reiterated pledges. He replied by admitting the conflict between his 
views & the Charter, & by repudiating the latter! Other questions indicated some 
perturbation, but mainly the audience evidently approved his crude & violent suggestions. I 
hd had some speech with Lord de Saumarez, whom I like the more every time I meet him. 
  



 
33 

 

<!291142> 
[41] 
Advent Sunday, November 29th, 1942. 
 
Temperature in my bedroom, 42°. I excused myself from attendance at the early celebration 
by the plea, more successful than convincing, that my pains yet lingered, but we all were in 
our places for Mattins, when I read the lessons. An elderly person named Cooper conducted 
the service, and preached the sermon. He had a musical voice and a reverent manner. His 
sermon from S. Matt. xxvii. 42. “Let him now come down from the cross” interested, and 
pleased me. With some ingenuity he based on it a discourse dealing with the persistent 
question, “Why doesn’t God stop the war?” I can well believe that his address was helpful to 
the tiny congregation which heard it with evident attention.  
 
In the afternoon, I walked to Washbrook Church, and was caught in the rain when about a 
mile from the house.  
 
This month has been important, probably critical in the fortunes of the War. It began with 
the great victory over Rommel in Egypt, & Montgomery’s rapid advance in pursuit. It 
included the marvellous victory [44] [sic] of the Russians in relief of Stalingrad, the 
marvellous invasion of French North African [sic] by the Americans, and it ends with the 
amazing “gesture” of the French at Toulon where they scuttled their Fleet in face of Hitler’s 
perfidious attempt to seize it. And, alongside these dramatic successes, there must be added 
a great naval victory over the Japanese in the Solomons, and notable advances of the 
Australians in New Guinea. The whole month has been marked by triumphs so considerable 
that the outlook has been transformed to the manifest disadvantage of the Axis. Meanwhile, 
as if he were a man possessed by a devil, Hitler accumulates outrages of the most horrifying 
character. He is squandering that treasure of Christian magnanimity which will be his only 
protection against the exasperation of his victims, when at last he has to face his conquerors. 
“Quem Deus vult perdere prius dementat – surely the old dictum never received a more 
arresting illustration. 
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<!301142> 
[45] 
Monday, November 30th, 1942. 
 
The Prime Minister’s great broadcast Address or, as he called it ‘sermon’, delivered last night, 
is printed in the papers at length. It is said to have been broadcast in 21 languages. Attention 
is generally fastened on his appeal to Italy to cast off Mussolini and his régime which have 
broad [sic] the country to such disaster & humiliation; and it is noticed that, in speaking of 
the tragedy at Toulon, he was careful to name De Gaulle with emphatic approval. 
 
The local papers announce that this is Lord de Saumarez’s birthday. I wrote to him a letter of 
good wishes, and sent him as a ‘token present’ my lecture on “The Analysis of Leadership.” 
 
The Press-cutting agency sends me a long anonymous notice of my “Retrospect” which has 
appeared in the Expository Times (November 1942)[.] It discusses first “Dr Henson, the 
Man,” and next “Dr Henson, the Ecclesiastic,” and in both it is, though discriminating, 
evidently friendly. This journal is, if I mistake not, published in the Nonconformist interest, 
though less definitely denominational than exegetic. 
 
[46] 
 
I received from Alington, as a (rather previous) Birthday Christmas present a booklet of 
verses & a kind letter. He tells me that Hardy the present senior verger, “has just been 
reading with much pleasure your book (sc. the Retrospect) which I lent him.” 
 
In the afternoon, I called on Mrs Johnson, & thanked her for her gift of “drop cakes” and 
marmalade. 
 
Fearne and I worked at vol II, but our progress was slow. The difficulty of arranging the 
material in any intelligible order is very great. The subjects of biographical importance 
emerge synchronously, and hardly permit of being treated in a continuous narrative. If 
however they are arranged in separate chapters, there is considerable probability that a 
coherent picture of my life as a whole will not be presented. Something, perhaps, may be 
effected by the practice of appending notes to the chapters; but nobody likes, and few care 
to read “appendices”. 
 
A fearful fire in a night-club in Boston is reported. There was a disgraceful panic & about 500 
persons lost their lives. 
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<!011242> 
[47] 
Tuesday, December 1st, 1942. 
 
A letter from Jack Clayton* announces his intention to arrive on Friday for a week’s holiday. 
He is entirely welcome save for the practical problem raised by the absence of a cook & the 
shortage of food supplies. The prospect evoked the Martha-like anxieties of Fearne’s 
prescient soul, and she was immersed in gloom. But I am beginning to understand the 
mental processes by which she passes from consternation to conquest, and I doubt not that 
the familiar cycle will be traversed. When Jack’s visit has ended, she will recall it with 
legitimate pride, and receive with consciousness of merit the laudations of the Ancients! 
 
I spent the morning in going through what I have written on the subject of Unemployment in 
Durham (which can hardly be a small element in the Retrospect of my episcopate therein) 
with the object of reading it to Jack Clayton, and getting the benefit of his comments & 
criticisms. 
 
In the afternoon, I walked round Chattisham. The sky was clouded & menacing, the roads 
unpleasantly wet, and the general impression of the country very depressing. 
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<031242> 
[48] 
Wednesday, Nov December 3rd [sic], 1942. 
 
The papers are filled with Sir W. Beveridge’s* report on what he calls “the British 
Revolution”. It is a vast scheme for unifying all the existing insurance schemes into one 
enormous scheme with greatly extended benefits, thereby securing a maintenance for all 
citizens: whatever may be their present incomes, & thus disproving the Dominical saying 
that “the poor” will “always be with us”. Above this new line of sufficient maintenance, & 
subject to the increased burden of contribution & taxation, the existing industrial system is 
to continue. The project will be closely studied, largely criticized, and probably drastically re-
cast. 
 
I worked at the Book during the morning – but very ineffectively. When Jack Clayton is here, 
I may perhaps, relieve the tædium of his temporary blindness and gain the assistance of his 
comments, by reading aloud to him some part of what I have written. 
 
During the afternoon, I walked round the outer boundary of the parish. The weather was 
calm & bright but alarmingly cold. For the first time this winter the roads were fringed with 
ice.  
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<!041242> 
[49] 
Thursday, December 4th, 1942. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. in my bedroom, 38°. I paid the rates £20:0:10. 
 
Charles writes to tell me that he and Christina have actually embarked on the venture of 
“adopting” an infant: 
 

Christopher, aged 2½ months, fair hair, blue eyes, very good looking and very big. I 
understand that for a baby he sleeps well, & is very well behaved. He is a really 
attractive little fellow, with an engaging grin. We can adopt him legally after 4 
months. 
 

The Rev. A. G. Moore, who wanted to borrow the “Retrospect” from me, now tells me that 
he has been given a copy as a “Gift for Christmas” and has actually read it through:- 
 

Last night I began to read it, & I kept on at it until 3 a.m. this morning. The fire went 
out, & it was cold, but I have never read a book which gave me such a mixture of 
indignation & pleasure. The chapter VI, headed “The Hereford Scandal” gave me such 
a feeling of resentment, & I could not help a rising of emotion and anger as I [50] 
read the narrative. There was certainly nothing of the “Quiet of Arabia” for you 
before your Consecration, and the attitude of those who objected to your 
appointment to Hereford must indeed have been distressfully disturbing & most 
trying, & certainly reflects no credit on their conception of Christian service and 
Christian love. 
 
But my indignation became tempered with pleasure & pride as I continued to read of 
your determination & dauntless courage, & at your Consecration I felt happier. It is a 
strange coincidence – but as I opened my Prayer Book this morning for the Psalms I 
turned a page too many, & read this: For in Thee I shall discomfit an host of men, & 
with the help of my God I shall leap over the Wall. And you truly did. 
 
Before I had the privilege of being a clergyman in your Diocese, I had read with profit 
some of your books, & “In Defence of the Church of England” I read many [51] times 
when I was in Australia & since. 
 
Your great service as a Bishop is known the world over. If I may add a word without 
being guilty of presumption, your great kindness to your clergy coupled with your 
discernment of their difficulties won for you the respect, esteem, & affection of all 
priests who tried to do their work with proper care & diligence. 
 

Your sincerely 

A.G. Moore. 
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He writes from St Luke’s Vicarage, London, N. W. S. 
The writer of this letter was ordained in Australia, & ministered there in several cures. He 
came into the diocese of Durham in 1934, & left it after 4 yeas to become Vicar of his 
present parish. He was what is called “a rough diamond”, and in his methods of ministry was 
typically colonial. I disliked his fondness for advertisement, but I could not dispute his zeal, 
nor deny that he was what is generally described as “successful”. It is surely surprising that 
my “Retrospect” should have moved him to write so ecstatically! 
 
[52] 
 
I received another letter about my “Retrospect”. It came from Mrs Moyle, a clergyman’s wife, 
who writes from Chilvers Cotton Vicarage, Nuneaton, Warwick. Her husband, the Rev. F. W. 
Moyle was at Keble, & was ordained 1922. She writes:- 
 

Your autobiography has interested and delighted me…. 
 
I have had to stand by my husband in troubles not entirely dissimilar from some that 
you have allowed us to share with you, & I know the bitterness of unkind 
misunderstanding. I wish I had had some of your courage. I fancy wives may get the 
worst part of ecclesiastical buffetings because there is a stimulation in controversy 
which men – perhaps – enjoy. I liked meeting Ruth Spooner in your pages, she is a 
friend of mine too. My husband succeeded to a living in Maidstone which her father 
once held, & she always was a kind friend to us. Your book solaced & absorbed me 
for two whole days last week. [53] It is a delight to read such perfect English. I am no 
judge, so that is poor praise. You will know what a burden life is in a parish like this, 
with a population of 17.000, no curate, and a Church destroyed by enemy action, and 
all that must be my explanation of what those two days reading meant & did for me. 
 

Yours gratefully 
 

Margot E. Moyle. 
 

This letter rather touched me, for it has the ring of sincerity, and it seems to indicate what I 
have ever though was probably the case, that clergymen who found themselves unable to 
accord with the policies and procedures of the Anglo-Catholic Party were exposed to much 
unfair pressure, which in some cases went to the length of actual persecution. And, of 
course the orthodox women were the most eager and vindictive of the persecutors, & they 
have their own ways of bringing coercion to bear on the members of their own sex. It is 
pleasant to be assured that my poor book has brought solace & encouragement to ere one 
distressed victim of oppression.  
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<!041242> 
[54] 
Friday December 4th, 1942. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. in my bedroom, 42°. 
 
Fearne motored Ella to Ipswich to transact various business, and to meet Jack Clayton who 
has proposed himself for a week’s visit. 
 
I wrote to the Warden of All Souls, forwarding a letter which I had received from the Bishop 
of Salisbury about an application for a College living, and taking occasion to tell him that I 
had not heard whether the copy of the Retrospect which I had directed [sic] 
 
I called at Abbey Oaks, and had lunch with Lord Woodbridge, who seemed to me more than 
usually vigorous. I walked back to Hyntle Place taking 80 minutes for the journey, which, 
since my pace is leisurely as befits my years, I reckon to be about 2½ miles. 
 
Jack Clayton arrived in good time for tea. He wears dark glasses, & moves with 
unaccustomed discretion, but otherwise shows few signs of his recent experiences in the 
nursing home. Already he is projecting a round of incessant preaching. No prudent counsel 
of anxious friends can influence him.  
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<!051242> 
[55] 
Saturday, December 5th, 1942. 
 
I read some portion of the Retrospect to Jack, and invited his comments. It was satisfactory 
that his remembrance appears to agree with my own on the early years in Durham as 
Bishop. 
 
I returned to Lord W. the tract by Lord [Frederick] Roberts,* in which that admirable soldier 
maintained the view that War was the inevitable result of what he called “over-civilization”. I 
pointed out that it might more truly be described as the fruit of “under-civilization”. When 
the moral resources of a nation had been so reduced that the retrogressive forces, which are 
always present, & tending to carry society back to the out-passed phases of barbarism, have 
been able to assert themselves, then the restraining factors are so paralyzed that War 
cannot be averted. Retrogression is always menacing civilized society like the Ocean beating 
against the dykes of Holland, When the dykes have been weakened by neglect the pressure 
of the waves becomes irresistible, the victorious flood breaks through, & makes desolate the 
cultivated lands. War wastes the moral treasure of civilization even more disastrously than 
the material. “The wrath of man worketh not the righteousness of God” says the sage 
Apostle. 
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<!061242> 
[56] 
2nd Sunday in Advent, December 6th, 1942. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. 46°. 
 
We all went to church for Mattins, when I read the lessons and Jack Clayton preached. Also I 
celebrated the Holy Communion. 
 
Jack preached on the Gospel for the day, and he preached well. His discourse was well 
planned, well phrased, and well delivered. If he would not speak so loudly, his delivery 
would be excellent, but, as it is, he seems to wake an echo, & to be rather fatiguing. I 
remember that I observed this fault when I heard him preach in the Temple, and Harold 
Anson* told me that some of the Benchers had observed the same fault. He is so anxious to 
be clearly heard, that he credits his hearers with less hearing than most of them do actually 
possess. My dear Ella was able to hear beyond her wont, but (rather curiously since she is so 
deaf) found him too loud. Still, when all this is remembered, I thought the sermon was good, 
and likely to be both intelligible and edifying to the congregation. This was considerably 
more numerous than is commonly the case The new heating arrangement was in operation, 
& appeared to be effective.  
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[57] 
Monday, December7th, 1942. 
 
I received the following from Dick, addressed from a new prison camp in Italy, and dated 
September 8th, 1942. 
 

My dearest Guardian. 
 
Just before leaving last camp, I had my first letter from you, dated Aug. 10th, and 
most welcome. So glad the book has been well received. I knew it would be, & only 
wish I could read it. Our new camp (address on back page) very large and very new, 
but has good possibilities. Rely on your letters. Love to all. 
 

Dick. 
 
His “new address” is:- 
 
ELLIOTT DEREK BALFOUR 
Captain 
No 21. P.W. 3300 
Italy 
 
It is rather disconcerting to know that a letter which I address to him today may not bring 
back to me any response from him until months have passed. 
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[58] 
Tuesday, December 8th, 1942. 
 
The temperature registered at 7.30 a.m. was 54°. 
 
Four days ago it was 38°. A fall rise of 16° is hard to sustain without discomfort. From Russia 
there comes a report of heavy snow-storms, which add greatly to the difficulties of our Allies 
by covering up the mine-fields by something more effective than the artificial devices of 
concealment which the Nazis employ. 
 
That poor afflicted lady, May – Countess of Limerick* sends me a very beautiful crucifix as a 
Christmas present. She accompanies it by this note:- 
 

My very dear Bishop. 
 
I am seizing this moment to send you my little offering for Christmas, considered very 
fine though not quite so early as the Crucifixion I sent you last year, & believed to be 
French, also a finger missing. I dare not write – have been and am still seriously ill…. 
 

Ever yours sincerely & affly 
May Limerick 
 

From May Countess of Limerick 
Hall Place 

Bexley, Kent. 
 
[59] 
 
I reflected on the place in my study where the Crucifix might fitly be placed, and the idea 
presented itself to my mind, that it might hang safely and significantly in the middle of the 
book-case which confronts my table, and which contains a mixed collection of volumes, 
which may well serve as the symbols and summaries of human civilization, disclosing the 
principle and power of whatever in it is stable and sound – Jesus Christ and Him Crucified. 
 
I read the record of my visit to Sweden in 1920 to Jack Clayton. 
 
The Bishop of Dunwich and Mrs Maxwell-Gumbleton came to tea. He has one of the noisiest 
and most persistent coughs I have ever encountered. No conversation can be intelligible 
within sound of it: and the most courageous and alluring of preachers would sink into 
exasperated silence when it issued from the pews! I suspect that the physical distress was 
emphasized by a kind of morbid pride in its evidence of personal suffering as valorously 
endured! 
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[60] 
Wednesday, December 9th, 1942. 
 
I have received from the Military Registrar, W. Suffolk Gen. Hospital, Bury St Edmund’s, the 
first 2 pamphlets of “The British Way & Purpose for use in connection with the talks to be 
given to the service patients in hospitals & convalescent homes”, and I am requested to 
“make arrangements with the Matron or Medical Superintendent concerned as to the time 
etc, of the talks”. I rashly said that I might, perhaps, be able to lecture myself, but on looking 
as at these substantial, even conjected, pamphlets, I grow somewhat sceptical as to my 
capacity. There is a waring note to the effect that 
 

“The information given in this document is not to be communicated either directly 
or indirectly to the Press or to any person not holding an official position in the 
Military His Majesty’s Service. 
 

The bulk of the information consists of a summary of facts & projects which are already 
known to the public, and no lecturer could fulfil his task without giving publicity to more or 
less of the contents of these pamphlets. Indeed, the stuff seems to be “common property”. 
 
[61] 
 
I read more of the Retrospect vol. II to Jack Clayton. He made some comments which 
appear to me worth my heeding. Inter alia he insists the the [sic] term “Modernist” should 
not be explored without explanation since it is of Papal mintage, & does not properly apply 
to Anglican “liberals” or as they were once called Latitudinarians, and, in the xviith century 
“Latitude men”. The “liberal” Anglo-Catholicks may rightly be styled “Modernists”, since 
they, like their Popish models, combine an acceptance of even “destructive” criticism, 
Biblical & Historical, with a profession of “orthodox” belief. Loisy’s “L’Eglise et L’Evangile”, 
and its sequel “Autour d’un petit livre” were the originals of our Anglo-Catholick 
“Modernists”. From this point of view Rashdall and Major were latitudinarians but not 
“Modernists”. Hoskyns and Rawlinson were “Modernists” but not Latitudinarians. 
 
Jack Clayton and I walked to Washrook, and visited the little parish church. We returned to 
Hyntle Place for tea, after which he went to the Rectory and I wrote my Journal. 
 
N. B. I had my hair cut, and bought a Christmas present for Peter Balaam.  
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[62] 
Thursday, December 10th, 1942. 
 
A dark, unpleasant day, tending to rain. 
 
I spent much of the day in reading to Jack Clayton the draft of my 2nd vol. of Retrospect. It 
covered the months during which the Revision of the Prayer Book was finally completed, 
presented by the Bishops to Parliament, approved in the House of Lords by a large majority 
in the House of Lords and rejected by a small one in the House of Commons, thereupon was 
slightly amended by the Bishops & for the second time presented to the House of Commons, 
and again rejected. It ends with some account of the controversy which ensued, & my own 
publicly and emphatically stated repudiation of the Establishment, becoming on that 
account more than ever enigmatick and odious in the general opinion. 
 
In the afternoon I called on the Matron at the Hospital in Hintlesham House Hall, and 
arranged with her that the “talks” to the invalided soldiers to be given weekly during the 
winter months should be provided on Wednesdays at 4 p.m., and that they should begin on 
January 13th. The whole scheme has an impracticable aspect as of one more well-
intentioned but un-thought-out project launched by “viewy” amateurs! 
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[63] 
Friday, December 11th, 1942. 
 
At last I received an acknowledgement from the Warden of All Souls of the copy of my 
Retrospect which was sent him by the Press at the time of its publication last July: he is but a 
cavalier penitent for a neglect of what might, perhaps, be fairly judged, a duty:- 
 

“Retrospect came safely from the Press, & many thanks to you for it. I have not yet 
finished it but I have greatly enjoyed it & look forward to the rest of it. So forgive a 
contrite sinner for not having written….. 
 
Most of the College has been taken over by the Government for very good purpose: 
but we carry on in a local rump – and hope for the day when we may be together 
again. Then too we trust that you will come & stay – be it in spring or summer. You 
know how you will be welcomed. 
 

Yours affectionately. 
George Adams. 
 

Shall I ever go to All Souls again? Sometimes I incline to think that I shall not.  
 
[64] 
 
Jack Clayton left us in order to get to Norwich in time to resume his unceasing round of 
lectures & speeches. His eyes do not suffer him to read, and that he, as an omnivorous 
reader, he feels to be a considerable hardship, but his general health does not seem to have 
been as much affected by the operation as might have been expected. His restless energy 
and preternatural loquacity are unabated, &, perhaps, tend to become socially fatiguing. I 
tried, but quite vainly, to dissuade him from the indulgence of his foible for multiplying 
sermons & services. Such incessant talking must tell badly on his mental powers, and on the 
quality of his pronouncements. It is so abnormal that it might almost be described as an 
obsession, &, if indulged much longer, will injure his reputation. He has many admirable 
qualities, but he has never mastered the lesson implicit in the Greek aphorism [Greek 
letters]. He is now in his 60th year, & probably incapable of revising self-judgements or 
changing habits. If he does not “break down” in nerve or brain, he will earn the reputation of 
a kind-hearted oddity, whose tradition will be more entertaining than edifying. His 
prejudices are quaint and irremovable.  
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[65] 
Saturday, December 12th, 1942. 
 
I received a pleasant letter from Lawrence Holt. His observations on the Beveridge Project 
for abolishing poverty are acute and illuminating. 
 

“I have not yet studied the Beveridge Report. Without doubt it is an able document. 
Its power of fulfilment must, however, rest on considerations outside of its control. 
You cannot divide up more than there is to divide – you cannot expect men to do 
their best unless reward is related to service, or unless service is insured by a sense 
of moral duty. These fundamental issues are wholly outside of Beveridge’s power of 
action. The plan possesses the failings of the age in which we live. It is economically 
minded on the distribution side without being economically minded on the creative 
side. It is mesmerised by rights instead of being sacrificed by duties. It involves a 
terrible amount of bureaucratic interference with our lives & will demand from us a 
corresponding growth of personal responsibility if we are to preserve the [66] dignity 
of a free manhood. It will, I fear, be another force turning our eyes inwards instead 
of outwards, making feeble our will to adventure outwardly & adapt our lives to 
cosmic conditions. These dangers can of course be met by the Spirit of the Lord. But 
where is the Prophet of God today? To serve Him by doing the job He has given you 
will still remain the first essential of a sound civilization. Unless this truth can be kept 
as a secure part of our heritage, I fear all such economic-political plans will but lead 
to our decline. Smuts is, indeed, a great man. I met him first at breakfast at my uncle 
Leonard Courtney’s* house after the Boer War, & listened, wrapt, to him, my uncle 
& John Morley,* for 2 hours. Then, in 1931, he came & spoke in this house to 20 
people for 3 hours on the very eve of the great financial slump. He is dead-right 
about the U-boat [peril], as I have for 3 years been urging upon Churchill,* and 
lately, my cousin, Stafford Cripps.* 
 
How are we to revive our moral conviction? 
 
[67] 
 
It is the problem that faces us everywhere, in business, in the police court, in the 
schools, in the Church, everywhere. Dealing with our sailors today I often feel & say 
that I would not be shipmate with a man that did not try to do his utmost best 
regardless of all rules and laws on paper. Sooner would I disappear & cultiver mon 
jardin. Conscious though I am of my own moral weakness, I can see no salvation for 
myself or for others save in the urge for moral strength. It is the spirit of vocational 
pride in work done or in trusteeship held that needs to (be) put first in all social 
reform. 
 
Would that I could come & share your generous mind in thus dipping into the 
future? But, alas, I cannot leave the ships & their seamen I know & love so well. Rest 
assured that your experience of life is fully worth being put on record for others. You 
have encouraged me, & no doubt very many others. 
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Ever your grateful friend. 
 
Lawrence Holt.  

 
[68] 
 
I dissipated the morning in trying to get into some intelligent order the typescript of the 
Retrospect. In the afternoon I walked to Burstall Church, taking just 40 minutes from my 
door. The caretaker, an elderly man of battered aspect & conversational mood, was in the 
church, and I talked with him for a quarter an hour, & then walked back to Huntley Place, & 
had tea.  
 
Then I wrote to Cecil Ferens. 
 
Miss Brown of Stockton sent us a brace of grouse shot on a Yorkshire Moor. I sent her a 
copy of “Last Words in Westminster Abbey” by way of acknowledgment. 
 
Also, I wrote to Sir James Irvine, thanking him for his Anderson Memorial Lecture, and 
sending him (with a request for its return, Lawrence Holt’s letter about Beveridge’s Scheme. 
Irvine evidently regards the scheme with much misgiving, and even alarm. His references to 
Beveridge, perhaps indicate a measure of personal dislike.  Evidently he distrusts the temper 
and tendency of his project. Holt, Irvine & I seem to be agreed in our misgivings.  
 
[69] 
 
I received a letter from a Canadian soldier, named Ender, who addressed me as “My dear 
Cousin”, and said that he was the son of a man whom I met in Canada, when I visited 
Montreal, & preached in the Cathedral on the invitation of Dr Symonds, the Dean thereof. 
That must have been in 1909 – 33 years ago. I have a vague memory of the man, whom I 
had never previously seen, coming into the vestry: but the boy, my present correspondent, I 
do not remember. He says that he is married, & has a daughter 10 years old. His letter had 
been addressed to Durham Cathedral, & had been forwarded. I could not but write to him, 
saying that, if he came into these parts, I should be glad to see him, but that under the 
conditions of petrol shortage and domestic dislocation, I could not ask him to stay here. It is 
the unhappy consequence of my Father’s odd indifference to normal interests and duties, 
that I am really extraordinarily ignorant of my family, and am by consequence much 
perplexed when claimants to relationship emerge suddenly, and claim recognition! 
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[70] 
3rd Sunday in Advent, December 13th, 1942. 
 
A comfortless, gusty night was followed by a dark morning, threatening rain. I was called 
late, and had already betaken myself to the Bath-room before my tea arrived! Thus I 
emerged on the scene of active duty in a ruffled condition, not favourable to efficiency. In 
view of my promise to take a confirmation in Sudbury at 2.30 in the afternoon, I absented 
myself from Church and devoted the morning to writing letters: to the following: 
 

1. Mrs Elliott 
2. Dick 
3. Grant Robertson 
4. Lionel Trotman 
5. Alexander 
6.  

After lunch we all motored to Sudbury in the Bishop of Dunwich’s car. There I confirmed 40 
candidates in the church of S. Gregory. After the service we were shown the head of 
Archbishop Simon and the church with its fine choir-stalls. Then we had tea with Canon & 
Mrs Hughes at the Vicarage. We got back to Hyntle Place shortly after 5 p.m. The day 
continued to be cloudy but there was no rain.  
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[71] 
Monday, December 14th, 1942. 
 
A beautiful day. In the afternoon I walked for nearly 2 hours. I devoted the day to going on 
with a revision of so much of vol. II as I have now completed. 
 
Fearne typed the extracts from my journal which quoted utterances of Lord Baldwin & the 
Dean of Hereford. These I sent to these gentleman asking them to permit their publication. 
 
The surprising news comes from North Africa that Rommel has withdrawn from his strong 
position, & is retreating “to the West”. He appears to have succeeded in getting away his 
heavy armament, but he was so battered by the air forces that he could not hold out. The 
next suitable position for a rear-guard action is said to be no less than 250 miles to the west. 
The waterless character of the country will make the British Army’s task very arduous. 
 
Laval is reported to have made a crudely philo-Hitler speech to his “cabinet” in Vichy. He 
declares without ambiguity his desire that Germany shall be victorious, and announces his 
resolve to crush sternly all who oppose his policy! 
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[72] 
Tuesday, December 15th, 1942. 
 
A parson (Revd S. Luscombe, Thundridge Vicarage, Ware, Herts) writes:- 
 

I have just finished reading your “Retrospect”, and much regret that I have come to 
the end. I find myself musing on parts of it again & again. I was delighted to find 
some photographs including, especially the Cartoon. I shall look forward to the 
publication of the second part of the “Retrospect”. I suppose it will not appear yet 
awhile. 

 
I walked round Chattisham during the afternoon and on returning to the house had a call 
from Mr Stokes about this stupid meeting in Ipswich next Monday, when I am to be 
Chairman! The prospect is singularly uninviting, and I shall find myself, (to borrow’s [sic] 
Labby’s description of himself in the House of Commons during one of its “moral” debates, 
like “a lion in a den of Daniels”. 
 
In the “Black-out” I fell, and bruized (but fortunately did not break) my nose and my wrist! 
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[73] 
Wednesday, December 16th, 1942. 
 
I wrote to Stokes, suggesting a procedure for the meeting next Monday. 
 

Kenneth Bell writes to tell me that he “has read the Gifford Lectures with much 
enjoyment, not to say excitement. There is a grand sweep about them. I wish I had 
known them when I was teaching History. They tell us what we have got from the 
Past and must hold on to in these days when the heavens seem to be falling. I think 
the very completeness of the challenge which “Christian Morality” has to face now a 
days must make people realise what it is we stand for. I am very grateful for the 
chance of reading the lectures, which I shouldn’t have had if you had not mentioned 
them on our walk. This won’t be the only time I shall read them, though there is 
more there than can be got at at [sic] one time. 

 
This is interesting, for Bell is certainly both an able and an educated man. He is a Fellow of 
Balliol & has taught History for some years.  
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[74] 
Thursday, December 17th, 1942. 
 
I have received a long letter from Leslie Morrison addressed from ‘Officers Mess. No 6, I. J. 
C. Magdalene Fields Camp, Berwick-on-Tweed[’]. He tells me that he has resigned his 
benefice, and has settled his family in South Shields where his father-in-law has lent him a 
house. He has now two children, a girl, Ann, nearly four years old, and a baby named Peter. 
He is in love with Berwick, & Tweedside, and is evidently much perturbed by the revelation 
of the non-Anglicanism which he encounters in the recruits whom he has to meet, but he 
says that he has to answer many questions about the Church, and, of course, looks for the 
cause of Anglican failure in the defects of its organisation. 
 

‘We need greater freedom & encouragement to experiment. So far no compelling 
lead has been given us, though it may be that we will get it before long. The broad 
lines of future development are not apparent yet: & many like myself are blundering 
along like Travellers unsure of their way. I am thinking about all this but so far my 
thought are rather confused’. 
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[75] 
Friday, December 18th, 1942. 
 
I received a demand from the Ipswich tax collector for taxes payable on January 1st for the 
first six months of the year - £315. I sent the demand note to Dashwood through whom 
alone I will do whatever taxing business is requisite. 
 
Also, Lady Thurlow sends me a copy of a very interesting letter which she has received from 
her son, Francis, who is on the staff of the Governor of New Zealand. He is also inclining 
towards a Victorian optimism on “Christian Socialist” lines! He describes the anti-British 
feeling in Australia, mainly Irish, as strong, and affecting New Zealand, where normally there 
is a more friendly sentiment towards the Mother country. Lately, there has been some 
improvement thanks to the propaganda encouraged by the Governor, and no doubt assisted 
by the better aspect of the War. The activity of America in the Pacific, and the inevitable 
subordination of Australia to U. S. A. during the hostilities in that ocean, co-operate with the 
normal & apparently ineradicable hatred for Britain in the Irish, & also the influence of the 
Roman church, all strengthen the tendency to look to America rather than Britain.  
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[76] 
Saturday, December 19th, 1942. 
 
Another dark, damp, depressing day, and again I did not leave the house, but remained in 
my study, reading over & correcting the type-script of vol. II of the Retrospect - a disgusting 
performance. 
 
The dean of Hereford writes affectionately, giving me permission to quote his story about 
Sir Richard Owen and the negro’s head:- 
 

We are reading and enjoying “The Retrospect[”], not as fast as I could wish: but my 
wife likes to hear me reading it aloud to her, and that can only be in the evenings 
when Fire-watchers in the Cathedral, & other encumbrances leave me free….. 
 
I have no objection to your publishing the story about Sir Richard Owen. It is all right 
except that I do not remember telling you or having heard that the murderer was a 
negro. I think that that is a piece of embroidery (perhaps, sub-conscious) for the sake 
of adding not only colour but verisimilitude to the tale) [sic]the street in Warwick 
where this incident occurred.” 
 
Yours very affly, R. M. Waterfield* 
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[77] 
4th Sunday in Advent, December 20th, 1942. 
 
I attended Mattins in the Parish Church, and read the lessons. After this service I celebrated 
the Holy Communion. 
 
Moulsdale informed me in the Vestry that he had received from the convalescent soldiers in 
the local hospital a request for a midnight celebration on Christmas Eve & when I suggested 
that somebody must have suggested their doing so, he was almost vehement in denying 
that he himself had done so. But “qui s’excuse s’accuse”. It is a too familiar ^method^ of 
Anglo-Catholick “advance” to represent that the lawless innovations are but concessions to 
devout demands! He repeated the information to the congregation, but did not tell them 
that I had promised to preach on Christmas Day, though he emphasised the intention of the 
choirboys to help in the carols! I think that my well-intentioned offer to preach for him was 
anything but welcome. 
 
In the afternoon I wrote letters to the following: 
 
1. Lady Limerick 
2. Lawrence Holt 
3. The Rector of Coddesham 
4. Lady Thurlow 
5. Leslie Morrison 
6. Charlie Pattison 
7. Bishop of Dunwich 
8. Prof. Heawood 
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[78] 
Monday, December 21st, 1942. 
 
In spite of the admonitions and entreaties of the Postmaster General, the Post included a 
substantial consignment of Christmas cards & letters. They included a pleasant letter from 
Lord de Saumarez thanking me for the Lecture on Leadership, which I sent him for his 
Birthday, and another from the Bishop of Norwich, who seems to be settled in “a most 
comfortable little house only a mile from the Palace where I work every morning”. He says 
that he has been reading my autobiography “with the greatest interest and pleasure”. That 
wonderful Nancy Wynne Willson sends me a pot of marmalade; and Linetta sends an 
immense and characteristically ardent letter. She is an intensely patriotic Italian, and 
regards Holoferness-Mussolini with the amiable eyes of a modern Judith! Blakeney sends 
[sic] me a card with some verses of his own on the legend. “Ex-Oriente Lux.” Mrs Elliott, 
Dick’s Mother, tells me that she has heard nothing from him, and knows not whether her 
letters and food parcels have reached him. 
 
I presided at the final Meeting of Stoke’s Lectures.  
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[79] 
Tuesday, December 22nd, 1942. 
 
I received another post card from Dick, dated as long ago as 26 Aug. 40 [sic]. It has taken 
nearly 4 months on the way. 
 
I wrote to Milford telling him (rather boldly) that he might expect to receive the completed 
type-script of vol. II early in January, and enquiring what precisely he had in mind as to its 
publication. If he intended to set the work in hand at once, I would proceed to write the 
epilogue and introduction, which would both be short. If, however, he designed to delay the 
publication, I might again review, & perhaps partly re-write what I had prepared. 
After a short “constitutional” I resumed work on the type-script. It is extremely 
disappointing, & hardly seems worth inflicting on the public. 
 
I received a long and intensely egotistical letter from Ernest Henson. He gives me the 
impression of a clergyman whose heart is no longer in his work. He is evidently very anxious 
to get “preferment”; and is embittered by a consciousness that the likelihood of his being 
“preferred” is not great. He has not commended himself to the responsible authorities, and 
frankly I am troubled about him.  
  



 
59 

 

<!231242> 
[80] 
Wednesday, December 23rd, 1942. 
 
A brace of pheasants was sent to us by Sir Gerald Ryan and Sir William Brass. I thanked 
them, and sent them copies of “The Analysis of Leadership” as my “Christmas Card”! 
 
I received a letter from Betty Bruce Steer. She says that Talbot is flourishing, & gets plenty of 
shooting. He has a good reputation as a sporting dog.  
 
I wrote a short sermon for Christmas Day. 
 
In the afternoon I walked round Chattisham, leaving Christmas notes on Sir Gerald Ryan, Sir 
William Brass, and Tom Reid. 
 
Sir Gerald was in the garden. In the course of a short conversation he told me as a great 
secret that since shooting began this year, he had shot no fewer than 198 pheasants on this 
property. Since he has given up preserving, this number appears to me very surprising. He 
said that he was farming about 400 acres himself, but found the work rather excessive. He 
certainly does not look robust enough for so considerable an undertaking. Tom Reid insisted 
on showing me his mare, which was only a foal when I last saw it. These Suffolk Punches 
appeal to me vastly.  
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[81] 
Christmas Eve, 1942. 
 
A brilliant morning, but menacingly colder. I devoted the morning to writing such letters as 
seemed to require promptitude. 
 
I wrote to Lord de Saumarez thanking him for the paper on Religion in the Nazi Army, & 
making some observations on the same. 
 
Also, to the Rev. W. E. Lees, who is acting Secretary for Sion College, declining his invitation 
to be one of a company of more-or-less eminent persons who will undertake to “initiate” an 
“informal discussion" on some appropriate subject next term. 
 
Also, to Wynne-Willson & his daughter, Nancy.  
 
Also, to Cecil Ferens thanking him for a rather magnificent card of Durham Cathedral. 
 
Also, to a gentleman named Lloyd who claims the fact that he had been “presented” to me 
at some function in the country as “a doubtful excuse for writing to thank me for the great 
pleasure my “Retrospect” has given to one of my readers”. He tells me that he has met 
Hermitage Day* in South Africa but had known nothing about his enthusiastic views. He has 
only known him as an archeologist and a literateur. I had revealed him as also an 
unscrupulous bigot.  
 
[82] 
 
Dashwood writes to tell me that the sum due for taxes on 1st Jan. i. e. for six months of the 
year is £355.16.3. This is a pleasant “Christmas card”. 
 
In the afternoon I walked for more than 1½ hours. The weather has become doubtful and 
blustering. 
 
The Rector, accompanied by his two sisters, Mrs Frazer and Miss Moulsdale brought some of 
the choir, six boys and three girls, to sing carols. They met in my study, and went through a 
little service of lections (read by the boys), prayers, read by the Rector & carols. I gave the 
Benediction at the end. Before they left, I gave Moulsdale a pound for them, & so we 
parted. The little service pleased me well enough. Sarah & the Dades came in, & it was a 
seemly and may have been also an edifying function. But, of course, it is linked to the 
“Midnight Mass”, and so far I am not wholly pleased. However, in this disordered time, we 
may not quarrel with anything which is neither patently absurd, nor openly profane. The 
study is well suited for anything which rather transcends an ordinary company, & needs 
elbow-room and a congruous setting. The Crucifix on my book-case was admired by the 
Rectory folk.  
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[83] 
Christmas Day, 1942. 
 
Startling news came from the wireless at 9 a.m. Darlan has been assassinated in Algiers by 
an unknown young man. General Girouard has taken over the control, & order prevails. It is 
a horrid crime, but the victim has so provoked it that there will be little disposition 
anywhere to dispute the plea of extenuating circumstances. 
 
The Russians are pressing forward on 4 fronts. 
 
I attended Mattins. There was a very small congregation, but this may be partly explicable 
by the “Midnight Mass”, at which I was informed there were no less than 46 communicants, 
of whom half were nurses & patients from the Hospital. In view of the almost complete 
absenteeism of the latter from the regular morning service on Sunday at 11 a.m., their large 
attendance at a “stunt” Celebration in the night did not appear altogether as satisfactory as 
the Rector’s delight suggested, & I indicated my opinion. But, of course, his measure of 
spiritual “success” is far other than mine, and beyond question far easier of attainment. To 
multiply celebrations & enumerate communicants does not necessitate much more than 
ever “the natural man” can achieve, but? 
 
[84] 
 
I preached to something less than 20 adults and the choir children. My sermon which was 
very short, only 13 minutes in delivery, was from Gal. and included a reference to the 
notable scene in the House of Commons, when, on the conclusion of Eden’s statement 
about Hitler’s foul treatment of the Jews, all the members rose to their feet as a gesture of 
accord and sympathy. I compared the scene in Westminster Abbey, when the House of 
Lords rose to its feet on hearing from Bishop of Horsley of the murder of Louis XVIth. And I 
pressed on my hearers that they should guard against taking part in Anti-Semitic gossip & 
thus becoming accomplices in Hitler’s immense crime. I wish there had been a larger 
audience for an admonition which is assuredly not superfluous at the present time.  
 
The Athanasian Creed was read, and struck an incongruous note in the service. The 
recitation by the choir boys could hardly have been intelligent or edifying but it advertized 
the punctilious orthodoxy of the incumbent, & the discriminating character of his obedience 
to the Rubricks, which he disregards unhesitatingly when they conflict with his “Romanizing” 
proclivities. 
 
[85] 
 
We dined very pleasantly at Abbey Oaks. The company consisted of Dr Marsh, Mrs Caulfield, 
Mrs Churchman, our three selves, the nurse, and our host, Lord Woodbridge. I sate beside 
Mrs Caulfield at dinner, and as usual, found her charming & vivacious. His legal brother was 
mainly silent, but look amicable, and, when, after the ladies had withdrawn, we discussed 
some serious questions - tyranicide [sic], capital punishment, sport, and Anti-Semitism - he 
manifested some interest in the conversation. Dr Marsh expressed himself quite warmly on 
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the privilege of hearing me talk!!! Then Lord W. displayed an unusual, and almost uncanny, 
skill in various deceiving card tricks: and, indeed, appeared to be in high spirits, and (for him) 
robust health. However, I thought it advisable not unduly to protract our stay, and about 
9.15 p.m. we came away. 
 
Fearne drove the car in the dark with courage, chastened by a certain anxiety lest we should 
be challenged by the police for misusing our slender ration of petrol. However, the roads 
were almost deserted & we came & returned without misadventure. Before going to bed I 
read aloud Milton’s great Hymn on the Nativity.  
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[86] 
Boxing Day, December 26th, 1942. 
 
Shall I adventure the attempt to wind up my “Retrospect” with a ‘Confessio Fidei’, which 
would set out as clearly as possible what is the religious belief to which I have personally 
arrived after so many years? It might be a ‘godly discipline’ for myself even though it 
interested nobody else. But it is an extraordinarily difficult venture, & it may prove to be 
beyond my powers. The assumption which I must needs make will to one class of possible 
readers be excessive; the fabric of belief which I build on them will appear to another class 
precarious; the sufficiency of my the religious equipment, which has survived the 
experiences of my life, will to many, perhaps to most, religious people have the aspect of 
intolerable tenuity. Some; perhaps, will be disposed to wonder how I can still call myself a 
Christian, and refrain from renouncing the character of a Christian minister. No variety of 
Catholick will allow me a place in the membership of the Church. Yet it may be the case that 
the gravity of my defects and the ill-ordered character of the scheme of my religion, may 
appeal to some, who have failed as signally as I have to formulate successfully & coherently 
they beliefs they possess. 
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[87] 
Sunday after Christmas, December 27th, 1942. 
 
There was a special delivery of letters today. It brought a long and very interesting letter 
from Gervase Markham, dated October 8th, and written in the desert. He writes 
significantly:- 
 

In your last letter you wrote of the ‘moral soundness of the English-speaking world’ 
which has bound up religion with the following of Jesus’. It is noticeable that when 
one preaches to these circles of men in the dusk, they listen attentively as one speaks 
of Jesus, & re-tells the Gospel stories, but if one goes further & tries to teach them of 
the Church as the necessary body of Christianity, they make one feel one has strayed 
from the point. 
 
There are two favourite maxims of B.K. Cunningham* that I repeat to myself when 
preparing my sermons. One is, “Preach the Gospel, boy.”, and the other, “Tell them, 
not what they must do, but what God has done.” Certainly I am happier with these 
people than I have been in any parish or regiment so far. My 6 months with the 
Warwickshire Yeomanry [88] taught me a lot, not least how essential humility is, and 
how far I am from possessing it. The very eagerness of these people’s response, 
though, may lead me in the wrong direction. 
 

This has a sincere ring, and gives me reason for thinking that at least one young parson is, 
through the harsh experiences of the War, learning to “endure as seeing Him who is 
invisible.” Everything that I have observed and been informed about Cunningham leads me 
to think that his influence on the theological students in Westcott House is moral[ly] 
stimulating, and in the best sense disciplinary. The 3 young ?? men – Dick Elliott, Leslie 
Morrison, and Gervase Markham, are living proofs of his excellence as a teacher and as a 
spiritual guide. 
 
I attended Mattins and read the Lessons for S. John Evangelist’s Day as ordered in the 
Revised Book. The sermon was on the text; “To as many as received Him, to them gave He 
the right to become children of God, even to them that believe on His name.” It was a 
characteristic sermon, and could hardly have edified the rustics. 
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[89] 
Monday, December 28th, 1942. 
 
I received a long and affectionate letter from that excellent man, Cecil Ferens, who has 
shown himself equally loyal and competent in every situation into which he has been 
brought; and from his boyhood he has carried himself as a sincere and humble Christian. If 
only he were representative of our Anglican laity, how different would the outlook for 
England & the Church of England be today! He writes: 
 

I hope that you will not entertain any serious doubts as to the value of the 
retrospect. I am myself convinced that its value to historians as a faithful record of & 
commentary upon some very fateful years will be hard to overestimate, and I am 
looking forward with the keenest anticipation to the publication of the second 
volume. 

 
He mentions the changes in the diocese caused by the death or resignation of older 
incumbents. He experious [sic] serious anxiety as to the health of the present Bishop of 
Durham, who has no chaplain to help him. 
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[90] 
Tuesday, December 29th, 1942. 
 
The Rev. Noel Davey, Vicar of Coddenham bicycled over to see me, and have tea. His name 
was familiar to me as that of the Editor of Hoskyn’s commentary on the Fourth Gospel, 
which I reviewed for the Spectator, and regarded with disapproval as paradoxical. 
Davey impressed me as both candid and intelligent. He spoke freely about his own beliefs, 
and about this Cambridge contemporaries. His account of Raven accorded with my own 
impressions of that queer, brilliant, eccentric, and unbalanced creature, whose influence on 
younger men must me judice be unsettling. he said that Raven was more regarded by the 
Noncons than by Anglicans; that his influence in the University was declining; and that it was 
probably more unwholesome among the older than among the younger students of 
theology. Davey expressed an almost eager approval of the suggestion that, after the 
example of Baxter, I should round off my Autobiography with an Epilogue which might have 
the character of a personal ‘Confessio Fidei’. 
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[91] 
Wednesday, December 30th, 1942. 
 
Snow covered the country, and the glass in my bedroom at 7.30 a.m. stood at 38°. 
 
I received 2 letters, both from Church Stretton, the one from Bishop Nickson,* the other 
from his next door neighbour, Mr Charles H. Lomax; and both moved to write by having read 
the ‘Retrospect’. Lomax appears to have been the bank-manager at Hereford, and has now 
“for many years” been living next door to his “old friend Bishop Nickson.” He had been 
moved from Hereford to Shrewsbury, where among many other “interesting customers” he 
named ‘the late Lord Cambridge & Lady Cambridge “both charming people & extraordinarily 
kind to him”. His health having broken down after two major operations, he has ‘amused 
himself with a little free-lance journalism’. 
 

“I reached the acme of my ambition when the Times accepted an Article in 1940.” 
 

Bishop Nickson writes: 
 

“I have today been reading your ‘Autobiography’ with great interest an, [sic] I hope, 
with profit. With your outlook I am, as you know, very largely in accord.” 
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[92] 
Thursday, December 31st, 1942. 
 
At last I received letters from Earl Baldwin and Frank Pember answering letters of mine. The 
former I have entered on the next page; the latter brought a very belated acknowledgement 
of the copy of the Retrospect which I caused the publisher to send him on its first 
appearance. He tells me that he did receive the book:- 
 

I read it without delay; from beginning to end I found it of absorbing interest, and 
was in full sympathy with it throughout. Also, I wrote to you & posted quite a long 
letter about the book, all I thought about it… 
 
I remember saying in my letter that the book was abundantly justified on the 
following ground in particular; viz:- that when the ecclesiastical history of England 
comes to be written your Retrospect must necessarily be a primary source for any 
who intended to present a complete picture of the history. – It is imperative that you 
should finish your volume II & write any further volume that is necessary to complete 
the set. 

 
[93] 

Astley Hall 
Stourport – on – Severn 

29th December 1942 
My dear Bishop, 
 
I owe you a profound apology for the delay in replying to your letter but I will make 
no excuses! You must forgive me. 
 
I have no objection to the passage you have sent going into your book, but I am not 
happy about the bit I have ringed with pencil, and I should not like it to go forth in its 
present shape. If you ever go up to London, I would explain my difficulty, and we 
could re-shape it in a few minutes. I go up every few weeks & there would not be, I 
imagine, any difficulty about arranging a time. 
 
If this is not possible for you, I will try & arrange a new draft for you to look at, but it 
wd be a real pleasure to see you again. 
 
   Yours very sincerely 
 
    Baldwin of Bewdley. 

[94] 
 
A small dog, apparently a mongrel, but rather attractive, has taken refuge here. Dade, 
advised by the police, has twice over sent it adrift, but it persists in returning. The problem is 
how to get food for the beast. 
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The land is covered in snow, which thawed in the course of the day. Everything was soaking. 
 
A supply of fire-wood arrived from the Ipswich contractor, Steward. It was fir-wood which (to 
my surprize and disappointment) ignites with reluctance, and gives little heat. I had 
supposed, and feared, that it would burn away with extravagant rapidity. 
 
The wood from the Park is almost wholly elm, a woeful wood which is hard to cut up, 
smoulders disgustingly, giving neither light nor warmth, but only blocking the chimneys with 
soot. 
 
Oak, beech and ash are the only trees suitable for use in our fire-places, and, of course, 
these are precisely those which are with most difficulty obtained from the wood vendors. 
There is no effective alternative to coal for domestic uses. And coal is now unobtainable. 
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[95] 
Friday, January 1st, 1943. 
 

1943 
Sir Humphrey Milford writes:- 
 

I am glad to hear news of the completed manuscript of Part II, and will expect it early 
next month. My intention is to start composition as soon as the preliminary 
questions of length and so on are settled, and I hope to be able to secure enough 
paper & so bring the book out well before 1943 has run its course. Perhaps even by 
the Spring: so I don’t think you need consider revising or re-writing. The stock 
of vol I is practically (as I have not had a stock paper since Christmas) if not actually 
exhausted. I hope to get paper and put a reprint in hand within the next month or 
two, so that vols I and II shall be available together. 
 

This, perhaps, is as much as can reasonably be expected in this evil time. 
 
[96] 
 
Lawrence Holt* sends me another most interesting letter, enclosing press-cuttings of 2 
letters by Angus Watson* on the Beveridge Report, which he has recently addressed to the 
Manchester Guardian, and also the Report made by Mr George Edge, Chief Officer of M. S. 
“Medon” which who was torpedoed in the Pacific, and after 37 many days in the ship’s life-
boat with 64 others was picked up by a Portuguese vessel & landed in South America. It is 
addressed on Sept. 28th, 1942 from “British Consulate-General, Buenos Airies”. It included 
also a letter from the same Mr Edge on the subject of placing religious literature in life boats. 
It is addressed to a certain Mr Price who had requested his opinion thereon. 
Holt writes: 
 

You may like to read the eclosed report by a fine chief mate of his 55 days in a life-
boat. He was offered £20 by the Ministry of the Copyright, but he told me he had 
rather not take any cash, and just add it to the common inheritance of the sea. These 
records wd fascinate [97] you had you strength to read them all. They tell of a race 
that is yet, consciously or unconsciously, the servant of the Lord. These men compel 
me to cast aside my own weakness, & to find joy in serving them. I cannot believe 
our day is closed, while such live and die on our behalf. 
 

Ella read this Report which was in the highest degree simple, straightforward, & manifestly 
sincere. It disclosed a very noble type of character, a very lofty standard of duty, and a 
magnificent capacity to face and surmount difficulties, which would have overwhelmed most 
men. How humbling is the contrast between such men’s service & sacrifice and the soft 
sophistries of professional word-weaving which fills my life! 
 
I replied to Lord Baldwin’s letter, requesting him to draft his own version of the passage from 
my Journal, respecting which I had asks [sic] for permission to include it in my “Retrospect”, 
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and explaining that I had no longer any reasons for visiting London, & could not prudently 
promise to do so. 
 
Also I wrote to Lord Londonderry a New Year message  
 
[98 - ] 
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[98] 
Saturday, January 2nd, 1943. 
 
A bright morning with a bitter wind. 
 
I received a kindly letter from the Dean of Westminster. He had received my message of 
good wishes, which is creditable to the post office. He says “It has cheered me more than I 
can say”. 
 
“We had the great honour of lunching privately with the Prime Minister a few weeks ago: he 
talked much about the War, & he certainly did not appear to be down-hearted…. 
I do hope that the Second Volume of your book, which is being so eagerly expected , is 
making progress. 
 
Charles Pattinson informs me that he has been asked to address the Rotarians of Consett on 
“Bishop Henson as I know him”, and he asks me to permit him to ^do^ so. He is assured that 
“the gathering will be a private one, & that there will be no reporters present”. He would like 
to oblige his friend, who sends the request, and “it would be a labour of love into which I 
could put my heart”. 
 
[99] 
 
I posted a letter to Dick, but whether, and when, it will reach him, who can say? What 
between the menace of the enemy censors and ours, the risks of U-boats, and the delays in 
the transport of letters, correspondence with prisoners of war is rather a hopeless business. 
I wrote a number of letters to various persons, who had written to me: but I have still more 
that I must not omit e. g. 
 
1. To George Nimmins, whose address in Sydney I now possess. 
2. To Gervase Markham, somewhere in Libya. 
3. [symbol] To Lawrence Holt, returning the torpedoed mate’s report of his experiences in 
the life-boat. 
4. To Gilbert asking for Albert Henson’s address. 
5. To Harold Henson. 
6. To Braley. 
7. [symbol] To Gerald Rainbow 
8. To Alexander 
9. To Sir Charles Peers. 
10. [symbol] To Ruth Spooner 
  



 
73 

 

<!030143> 
[100] 
2nd Sunday after Christmas, January 3rd, 1943. 
 
Temperature in my room at 8 a.m. 40°. 
 
We all attended Mattins at which I read the lessons, and afterwards celebrated the H. C. 
There was a very small congregation, and a curiously unedifying sermon. I could hear only 
with difficulty, but what I heard seemed a queer mélange of obsolete theology, and modern 
papistry, eked out with irrelevances, and an unsympathetic reference to the persecution of 
the Jews, to which the Archbishops have directed attention. There was no note of genuine 
moral indignation in the words, & something more than a suggestion that the Jews might 
have provided some excuse for Hitler’s bestial oppression. There is no sense of proportion in 
such preaching. Indeed, I thought it was a distressing performance. 
 
Lord Hankey’s article in the Sunday Times on “The outlook for 1943”, is distinctly depressing. 
He seems to think that the menace of the U-boats on our ocean routes is even increasing in 
spite if all our efforts. Hitler’s one chance of success is provided by his concentration on this 
attack on our communications.  
 
[101] 
 
I wrote at some length to Lawrence Holt returning the documents he had sent me. Also, I 
wrote to Gerald Rainbow,* who seems to have settled happily with his wife in Roker. His 
sister, Mary [Stewart]*, who has a brighter wit and a stronger character than her brother, is 
now flourishing as a teacher in Durham University, 
 
<!040143> 
Monday, January 4th, 1943. 
 
The Temperature this morning had fallen to 38°. Mrs Elliott sent me a letter which she had 
received from Dick. It was dated in August, and gave a comparatively cheerful description of 
his prison camp. I sent Dashwood a cheque for the amount of six months taxes, due on 
January 1st viz. £355:16:3.  
 
Fearne and I started on arranging the manuscript of volume II. The work is more 
considerable than I had realized. 
 
That foolish person A. G. Moore has a letter in the Guardian (1st Jan. 1943) in which he refers 
to the Retrospect as “this really great book”! 
 
Ella and I walked round Chattisham, and on the way met on their bicycles, first, Evelyn Reid, 
and then, Mrs Johnson.  
 
[102] 
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Derek Ryan came to see me. He has come home for a week’s leave. He will not be 21 until 
the 9th July this year, and looks curiously childish still, not in the least like a soldier. 
 
I read Sidney Dark’s* booklet “The People’s Archbishop. The Man and his Message”. His 
description of himself is not attractive:– 
 

I am a journalist. That fact may be counted against me. It is none the less, my boast. I 
write as a journalist. I judge think as a journalist, I judge as a journalist. If this small 
book is dismissed as “mere journalism”, I shall not quarrel with the description. I 
have written without the smallest authority except that to be derived from 
unbounded admiration, and a journalist’s knowledge. I am, however, a journalist with 
strong & definite convictions. Most journalists have such convictions, though they are 
not always able to express them. 
 

I recall the account of Sidney Dark which I received from his “intimate friend”, Arthur Hird, & 
I must needs allow that it confirms this description except in the matter of “strong & definite 
convictions”.  
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[103] 
Tuesday, January 5th, 1943. 
 
The bitter cold continues, and makes the process of life difficult and cheerless. What that 
process must be in the foodless and fuelless homes of Hitler’s victims in European [sic], and 
on the frozen steppes of Russia, where his miserable slaves are perishing in thousands, 
baffles imagination. Sometimes the question forces itself on one’s mind – Has the patience 
of the Eternal at last been worne and, and has He given His irreformable rebels over to the 
perdition which they have merited? 
 
I received a pleasant letter from Miss Ward thanking me for “the Retrospect”. She has been 
reading my “Retrospect” & has been “immensely interested” and is “cheered by the thought 
that there will surely be another volume to come. 
 

“As one who, long years ago “sat under” you at S. Margaret’s, Westminster, & after 
that had the honour of meeting you one or twice when you were staying with the 
Inges at St. Paul’s. I have managed to overcome one’s natural shyness in approaching 
you at all but she did so because she wanted to “say a very sincere “Thank you”.  

 
[104] 
 
She continues: 
 

It is a wonderful record of struggle for freedom of thought and freedom of 
interpretation, in a lifelong search for truth. How deeply interested my dear Mother 
[Mary Augusta Ward*] would have been! You and she may not have agreed in all 
points and particulars, but what you held in common was the conviction that in the 
things of the Spirit the critical faculty of man has its part to play just as much as in 
other spheres, as long as it goes hand in hand with Faith in the ultimate Realities 
behind. 
 
But I must not weary you. I only want to thank you again for this book, and for the 
help you have been to the life and thought of England over many years. 
 

This is very kind, and I am glad to have it from the grand daughter of Dr Arnold of Rugby,* a 
man who had no small influence on the shaping of my own thought.  
 
[105] 
 
The Rev. Geoffrey Soden, Vicar of Searby Vicarage, in Lincolnshire, acknowledging my letter 
about the Age for Confirmation in the 17th century, writes: - 
 

My own experience is that whatever the age, only a minority of those confirmed ever 
form a habit of ^regular^ Communion. In many parts of England in the country 
districts the old people will tell you that they were confirmed, but never made their 
communion at all. 
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Wednesday, January 6th, 19423. 
 
I received a grateful letter from Bunton, who has just retired from office as Dean’s Verger in 
Durham Cathedral. He evidently was pleased to receive it. He says 
 

I need hardly say what pleasant recollections I have of the period I served under you 
as Dean, ad how glad we all were when you returned to the diocese as our Bishop. 
 

He has been connected with the Cathedral for 51 years, and is now succeeded as Dean’s 
Verger by Major Yorke.  
 
[106] 
 
I received from the Bishop of Durham a letter in which he tells me that he and his wife are 
living in “a small corner” of the Castle at Auckland: 
 

I think we may move into the Library as our living room: the fireplace there burns 
wood well, & that is our main fuel now. 
 

Miss Brown of Norton Priory, thanking me for the copy of “Last Words”, which I sent her at 
Christmas, tells me what I expected to hear that Canon Froggatt’s retirement from Stockton 
is much regretted, & that his successor “is a trial and a nuisance”. She adds: 
 

Canon Sturt had a letter from Dick Elliott two or three weeks ago. He seems to have 
struck a decent camp: and we [are?] all glad to hear of him being well and cheery. He 
is a really grand fellow. 
 

Miss Brown is a shrewd, good hearted, & influential woman, whose judgement of men may 
be prejudiced, but is never safely regarded as negligible.  
 
[107] 
 
Mayne,* the new Dean of Carlisle, writes belatedly in reply to my message of good wishes 
for the New Year, for my letter had been wrongly addressed, and consequently delayed in 
transit. 
 

We go to Carlisle probably at the beginning of February. I like your definition of a 
Dean’s office – “the maximum of opportunity and the minimum of official obligation. 
At Carlisle as far as I can see, I am not expected to be in Residence at all: the Canons 
divide up the year: & the Dean has of course the statutory three Great Festival 
sermons. I am a little concerned about this: it does not give me such opportunity as I 
should like. But I should imagine that Carlisle asks a good deal of its Dean. During the 
War we shall live in a small part of the Deanery. The domestic-servant crisis is more 
acute there than in many other places, & a Dining room 30 yards away from the 
Kitchen was not to be easily contemplated: but I have a delightful study – the Prior’s 
Room.  
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[108] 
 

I value your kind wishes that I may have wisdom and courage, truly a combination 
that any man may desire. 
 
I hope I have learnt a good deal here in Durham: certainly I have been a member of a 
very happy Chapter, and I have been abundantly blessed in my association with my 
two Bishops. 
 

I appointed Mayne to succeed Cruickshank as Professor of Greek, and he was generally liked. 
But he did not care for his academic work, being both by temperament and by habit a parish 
priest. He must have felt a certain discomfort under my episcopal regime, for he was a 
devout Anglo-Catholic, and I doubt of my being devout, and I know that I am not an Anglo-
Catholick! In this respect, he has probably been happier under my successor. 
 
Mrs Mayne will be popular in the Carlisle Deanery, & will be a considerable help to her 
husband. It is a pity that they, like so many other Anglican clergy, are childless. 
 
Fearne and I went through the type-script of vol.II, & tried to divide it into chapters.  
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[109] 
Thursday, January 7th, 1943.  
 
The weather is warmer, Laus Deo. Temperature 44°. 
 
I received from my God-son, John Radford, one of these much advertised photographed 
letters, written so minutely that, even with both my eye-glasses, I could not read it. 
However, Fearne managed to make out the dear boy is well, fairly cheerful, and usefully 
active. His address is 
 

J. E. D. Radford I. C. S. 
Joint Magistrate 
Allahabad 
 

His “Airgraph” is dated December 8th, 1942. It does not appear that it has travelled more 
rapidly than the pre-war letters which came by the normal posting system, and were at least 
readable! 
 
Also, I received from Major Yorke a package of home-made quill pens. He says: 
 

“I am very proud of being now Head Verger. It is a tremendous responsibility. I have 
an excellent “second in command” in Edward Clark.” 
 

He claims to have demonstrated the excellent quality of the pens by using one in writing the 
letter with which his gift is accompanied. But?  
 
[110] 
 
I wrote to Milford informing that I had prepared sufficient material for a book (including 
Epilogue and index) of 450 pages; inquiring whether this would be excessive; and asking him 
to tell me his intentions and wishes in the matter. 
 
I have been reading through the little book entitled, “Notes on Popular Rationalism,” which 
was published for me by Isbister & Co, in 1904. It was only a collection of papers which I had 
contributed to some religious newspaper & asked to put out in print. I was then about 40 
years old, and was living in Dean’s Yard. It contains 10 sections dealing  with the following 
subjects:- 
 
1. Notes on Popular Rationalism 
2. The riddle of the Universe 
3. Evolution of the Idea of God 
4. Man’s place in the Universe 
5. The Moral Inadequacy of Historic Christianity 
6. Religion and Theology 
7. The Old Testament 
8. The New Testament 
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9. Christ and the Church 
10. The Root of the Matter 
 
[111] 
 
This little volume discloses my personal religion in 1904. 
 
In 1912 I summed up the teaching which I had given in the pulpit of S. Margaret’s 
Westminster during the 12 years of my rectorship. (1900-1912) It was published, and gave 
title to the little volume which appeared in 1913, “Notes of my Ministry”. 
 

“Before all things I have desired to emphasize the unique and supreme authority of 
the Divine Founder within the Christian Church. The Christianity which has found 
expression, however faulty, from this pulpit during the last 12 years has been frankly 
Christocentric, that is, its primary and governing principle has been the assertion and 
application of Christ’s Lordship, in the full Apostolic sense of the term. Only by virtue 
of its attitude towards the Founder does Christianity become a Religion. Take that 
away, & Christianity is nothing more than a reformed Judaism, or a modern phase of 
Theistic belief. This indispensable attitude of the Church towards the Lord expresses, 
as I have invariably, insisted, the essential Truth with respect to Him.” (p.5) 
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<!080143> 
[112] 
Friday, January 8th, 1943. 
 
While we were at table eating our lunch, a khaki-clad soldier knocked at the door, and 
announced that his name was Ender & that he was the “cousin “who, when a boy, had met 
me in Montreal, when I visited that city in 1912. I walked with him to Washbrook Church, 
and had much talk with him. He expressed himself with good sense & good feeling, so that 
on the whole my estimate of him was not unfavourable. He had tea with us before returning 
to London via the ‘bus’ to Ipswich and commended himself to my ladies as natural & good-
natured. He seemed to be definitely religious, and asked me to write something into his 
private book. I wrote and signed the following: 
 

The philosopher S. T. Coleridge, said with profound truth that, “not even terrestrial 
charts can be formed without celestial observations.  

 
He spoke with something like enthusiasm of the excellent impression made in Canada by 
Their present Majesties, when they visited the Dominion. The French population was 
particularly impressed, and had become comparatively loyal. 
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[113] 
Saturday, January 9th, 1943. 
 
The temperature has fallen to 38°! 
 
I received a difficult letter from Holt, with a full and moving account of the torpedoing of a 
convoyed ship in the Mediterranean. The Captain, having seen everyone into the boats, 
refused to leave his ship and went down with it. His widow regards this noble action as a 
desertion, and “will not be comforted”. Holt suggests that I should write to him such a letter 
as he could show to the poor woman, and which might help her to a better mind. But this is 
more easily said than done, for I don’t know what really were the relations of the two 
people. “The heart knoweth its own bitterness.” It is possible that the root of her 
unreasoning distress is self-reproach. Holt himself has evidently a very high opinion of him, 
though perhaps, he is not quite clear as to the reason for his resolute refusal to leave the 
sinking ship, when nobody but himself was left on board, and he was pressed by his officers 
to join them in the boat. The whole story is a striking revelation of resource, chivalry, & 
resolution:- 
 
[114] 

 
“His life and death should be a priceless family heritage, and an eternal witness to 
that strange spirit of the sea which calls upon men to act in divers compelling ways 
beyond the reach of logic or reason – Possibly you may feel moved to write me such 
a letter as I could forward to her with one from myself frankly setting forth the story 
of what happened.” 

 
The phrase of the Epistle to the Hebrews in which the heroes of faith who when confronted 
by Death in various terrible shapes went to death meet it “not accepting their deliverance 
that they might obtain better resurrections” occurs to my mind as, perhaps, luminously 
relevant to the case of this gallant sailor. I must try to write something. 
 
Painfully contrasted withis this revelation of self-despising sacrifice is the picture of a 
preferment seeking clergyman who ?? protests his demand desire for more “amenities” and 
less arduous work and even writes to his bishop confessing his squalid ambition. This picture 
was presented to me in a letter from Ernest Henson!* 
 
[115] 
 
Ernest was ordained to the diaconate in 1924; was assistant master at Sedbergh School for 
two years after his Ordination, and then lived at Auckland as Domestic Chaplain for a year. 
For 7 years 1927-1934, he was assistant curate at Kingswood, having quasi-sole charge of 
Tadworth, where he married the Vicar’s daughter. In 1934 he was appointed Vicar of St 
Paul’s, Chillerton Road, S.W.17, where he still is. Thus he has held his present benefice for 
nearly 9 years. He is now in his 55th year and has two children. He writes to the Bishop of 
Hereford, who when Bishop of Southwark was his patron, and has just been translated: 
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I now feel that I have served my time here and wd welcome a congenial change to a 
country or provincial town living within the next year or two where I could enjoy a 
more cultured life and the social amenities of a less drab neighbourhood … I feel I am 
reaching a time of life when I shd be given the chance of considering a rather lighter 
job. 

 
[116] 
 
This letter, is, perhaps, even more difficult to answer than the other. Nor does it become 
easier when I read the letter to the new Bishop of Southwark when sending a copy of his 
letter to the Bishop of Hereford. There is an egotism and crude secularity of tone, which 
leave a painful impression on my mind. He tells the patron that the parish “does not require 
a Vicar with any special or outstanding gifts so long as he is physically sound and energetic 
with a will of his own. If and when the time comes for me to take up other work as a 
congenial change, in many ways this shd prove a more attractive parish than some in this 
diocese, and things material are much improved since I came.[”]  
 
He tells the Bishop of Hereford that “if the Church has nothing more congenial to offer me 
than another suburban parish, it will probably mean my living leaving the ministry, or at 
least seeking some extra-parochial post.” 
 
There is no consciousness of pastoral duty; no sense of spiritual vocation; no concern for the 
flock of Christ. What shall I say to him? 
 
[117] 
 
I received a very kind letter from Frank P. who writes from Bushy House, Teddington, 
Middlesex; which is given in “Who’s Who” as his son-in-law’s residence. He writes 
 

My dear Herbert, 
 
Just a line to say that I am much relieved to know that your mind is relieved of its 
various apprehensions about me. Incidentally I cannot conceive of myself as ever 
being offended with you. Friendships of nearly 60 years standing are, happily, 
fairly tough in texture! I am glad, indeed, to hear that I shall not have long to 
wait before I get vol II: for ‘Vita Brevis’ is getting more insistently in one’s way 
than it used to. 
 
If an Autobiography is not egotistic, I fail to see what possible use it can be to 
anyone. I am not surprized that your vol I has had a good reception & shall argue 
the same for the forthcoming instalment. 
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[118] 
Sunday after Epiphany, January 10th, 1943. 
 
The bitter weather continues. Temperature 36°. 
 
This would be nowise excessive if the house was normally warmed with good coal fires – but 
as it is with nothing but one wood fire eked out with occasional assistance from the electric 
stoves, it is very trying. Yet when I reflect on what must be suffering of the half starved & 
almost fireless populations of Hitlerised Europe, & the tragical distress of the millions of 
soldiers fighting in Russia, I marvel at my own pusillanimous concern for my own trivial 
discomfort. Senectitude is selfish as well as senile! 
 
I dispensed myself from attendance at the service in the parish church, and occupied the 
morning in writing a long letter to Holt, about Captain Leslie’s death, leaving him free to 
show it or some part of it to Mrs Leslie as he judged fitting. 
 
The valorous Ella went to church, and on her way home brought the Sunday papers. She 
gave an ill report of the roads as having become uncomfortably insecure for such doddering 
pedestrians as the late Bishop of Durham. She reported a very meagre congregation at the 
service.  
 
[119] 
 
In the afternoon I wrote a long letter to Ernest, indicating but not emphasizing the deep 
disapproval which I feel for his letter to the Bishop of Hereford, and making some general 
observations which, though undoubtedly condemnatory of his attitude towards the 
optimistic ardours of Christian Socialism, were neither unsympathetic nor hostile. I hardly 
dare to think that he is likely to “take in good part” anything that conflicts with his morbid 
egotism: but I could not write otherwise sincerely. 
 
That facile and frequent writer of hortatory articles in local papers, Salter of Hartlepool, has 
written one in which he refers to “that grand old man, Dr Henson, the late Bishop of 
Durham” and quotes a letter which I wrote to him ^”over 20 years ago” in which I counselled 
him not to be too impatient:- 
 

“One of the best mottoes for any man, & especially for any clergyman, is “Festina 
lente”. You will never regret making it part & parcel of your life & ministry. Later years 
have proved the wisdom if his words.  
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[120] 
Monday, January 11th, 1943. 
 
The temperature rose during the night, and in the morning had reached 43°. Most of the 
snow has vanished, & it is still raining. 
 
My post included a letter form my Godson, Andrew Herbert addressed from Bolton Hall on 
Jan. 11th [sic]. 
 

Dear Lord Bishop. 
 
Thank you very much for your Christmas card. 
 
It is very cold here. We skated this morning, and it is now snowing hard. We had a 
shoot yesterday and got 71 birds. 
 
I hope you have had a nice Christmas, and a happy start to the New Year. 
 
Love From 
Andrew 
 

Also, I received letter from Hitchcock,* telling me that he is leaving Escomb for Eastgate: and 
from, Canon Salter, enclosing two more of his newspaper “homilies”. 
 
The Bishop of Eau Clare sends me a card. Voila tout! 
 
[121] 
 
In the afternoon I walked round Chattisham, and enjoyed the milder atmosphere, & the 
sunlight of a windless day. As I drew near to the Old Rectory, I encountered Sir William Brass. 
He was accompanied by a good-looking young foreigner, whom he introduced as a Belgium 
soldier now a refugee in England. Both were carrying air-guns. I noticed that the foreigner 
shot at every bird he could see, mostly sparrows & sea-gulls! We walked and talked most of 
the way back to Hyntle Place. Brass said that de Gaulle was unfortunately a strong Anglo-
phobe. It was gossiped in London that Weygand had meditated joining the Allies: that 
Weygand Darlan had betrayed him to Laval, & then pushed himself into his place! The 
Belgian said that it was well known that Weygand was a natural son of King Leopold II. We 
talked about the Beveridge Report, and found ourselves in general agreement in regarding 
the project it sets out with considerable apprehension. He said that he intended to speak on 
it, when the promised debate in the House of Commons took place.  
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[122] 
Tuesday, January 12th, 1943. 
 
The temperature at 7.30 a.m. was 46°, but the day was dark, damp, and depressing. 
 
I had no letters, which was disappointing as I ought to hear from Earl Baldwin & Sir 
Humphrey in matters affecting vol. II of the Retrospect. 
 
In the afternoon, about 5.30 p.m., the electric light failed, and then, after a brief interval, 
failed again, thus depriving us of the wireless at 6. p.m. We had recourse to candles and 
cards until just before dinner-time, the light was once more restored. It is a woeful 
disadvantage, which yet appears to be quite inseparable from electric light, by on which an 
increasing number of people depend. And from the same untrustworthy source, electricity, 
many now depend both for warmth and cooking. Until some better security against such 
interruption can be guaranteed, who can wisely depend on electricity for such essentials as 
light, warmth, and cooking? Yet so great is the convenience, that probably the risks will be 
accepted. I don’t altogether like it as a method of providing warmth. It is free from the evil 
smell which is inseparable from gas stoves: but it lacks the cheerfulness of the coal fire.  
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[123] 
Wednesday, January 13th, 1943. 
 
The milder weather continues. Temperature 46 ֯.  
 
Earl Baldwin writes:- 
 
January 11th, 1940 
 

My dear Bishop. 
 
I suggest this alteration for the passage ringed by pencil. 
 
“The question now is, How will the young man carry himself? He came quite 
unexpectedly to see me yesterday and we had a most serious talk for over an hour. 
His intentions are admirable” 
 

and continue. 
 

“I had him here” might be interpreted that he came at my request. He didn’t. And “a 
dog’s life” is similarly open to misinterpretation especially as it would be a natural 
headline taken out of its context by the gutter press. 
 
Indeed, I understand the insuperable difficulties of travel. I only made the suggestion 
when I thought it possible [124] that you still had to visit London occasionally. 
 
Most sincerely yours. 
 
Baldwin of Bewdley. 
 

The passage in my record which Lord B. corrected had run as follows, & did certainly justify 
his correction:- 
 

“I had him here yesterday, and talked to him gravely. I told him that the King’s life 
was really a dog’s life, so incessant & monotonous were his official tasks”. 
 

I am glad that I invited his correction & consent to publications [sic]. 
 
Also, I received from Milford a reply to my letter on Jan 7th. He is, as I expected, “a little 
alarmed by the estimate of length (as much as 450 pages) because of the persistent difficulty 
about paper”. 
 

I have procured and have been reserving enough paper to produce 2000 copies of 
the same size as vol. I, & an addition of 100 pages wd, of course, throw out my 
calculations. [125] But, before I ask you to cut out appendices or to do anything more 
drastic, will you send me the whole material as far as you have it ready? And then my 
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experts shall make as exact an estimate as possible of the extent (not that I suspect 
you of being far out in our reckoning) and we can then decide what, if anything, can 
be cut. 
 
I wish that all authors wrote such amiable letters as you. It is always a pleasure to 
receive them. 
 
Yours very sincerely 
 
H. S. Milford. 
 
P. S. We elected Temple to fill the vacancy in the Club last night. 

 
I went to the Hospital in Hintlesham Hall and gave the first of the “Talks” on “Soldier & 
Citizen” at 4.15 a.m. There were about 30-40 men present. I talked for half an hour, & then 
they asked questions. I am not sure whether they were, or were not, bored.  
 
The man Francis waylaid me outside [sic] 
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[126] 
Thursday, January 14th, 1943. 
 
A stormy night with deluges of rain, and a fairly high temperature. At 7.30 a.m. it was 48°. 
 
I received from Sunderland a request to be one of the preachers at a projected Mission, but, 
of course, I declined. My preaching is ended. 
 
I wrote to Lord Baldwin, thanking him for his correction of my account of his words to me 
about the late King, and telling him the observation of the slater which Sir Headworth 
Williamson repeated to me. 
 
“It’s like this, Sir: if that King comes to see me, I shall say to him. Get out of this, Young Man. 
We’ve no use for you and your Mrs Simpson talking to my Wife.”! This disclosed the reaction 
of the best type of skilled workman, largely Non-conformist. Domestic morality must no [sic] 
be tampered with. Edward viii and his entourage never realised this. 
 
Dashwood informed me that I should have to pay £202:16:3 on July I on account of this 
year’s taxes. Also he stated his own commission to be £9:9:0. This will bring up my payment 
for taxes in 1943 to about £567. 
 
I walked round Chattisham. 
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[127] 
Friday, January 15th, 1943. 
 
The wood fouls my chimney more swiftly and more disastrously than the coal for which it 
was provided; and the westerly wind inclined it to smoke. This later condition has obtained 
for the last few days with the result that my study has been dirty, dismal, and almost 
disgusting. Yet it is difficult for me to change into another room, for my autobiographical 
papers are distributed everywhere. The sweep is hard to secure, & his operations make the 
study so filthy that something nearly amounting to a “spring cleaning” is requisite before 
work can be resumed. And, since this is hardly practicable without the charwoman’s help, 
the whole business has to depend on the uncertain chance that she will “turn up”, & this 
depends on the weather & her own mood! 
 
The post brought a copy of “The Downside Review” with a definitely hostile review of my 
book, written [by] Dom Fabian Pole. It is rather an attack on the author than a review of his 
book; and it is largely discounted by the fact that the writer ignores altogether the crucial 
circumstance that the book is not a “biography” in the general sense, but an 
“Autobiography”. Therefore the tests applicable are very specific. 
 
[128] 
 
Mr  E. B. Martin, the Rat -killer, sent me his charge, (15/-) and renewed his request that I 
should certify the success of his previous visit. Accordingly, I sent the following certificate to 
the 

British Vermin Destruction Co 
25 Christchurch Street 
Ipswich 
 

of which Mr Martin must be either the agent or the embodiment:- 
 

Mr E. B. Martin was called in to destroy the rats which were damaging the oak beams 
in this house, and, after some months, I have good reason for thinking that he 
succeeded in his work, for the house has been free from the nuisance of the pests. I 
may add that no objectionable effects of the destruction of the rats have been 
experienced. 
 
H. Hensley Henson Bp. 
 

Also I enclosed a cheque for 15/- made out to the Company.  
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[129] 
Saturday, January 16th, 1943. 
 
Chimney Smoking demoniacally. Temre 43°. 
 
The Dean of Bocking asks me to address his Rural Decanal Chapter on “Church and State” at 
3 p.m. on Monday, August 9th. I suppose, as he is a neighbour, I must consent to do so: but 
discussing that subject in present circumstances is like playing cards on a coffin! 
 
I worked at the Retrospect, trying to make sure that the record was tolerably arranged, and 
correctly numbered: but the result is curiously unsatisfactory. In the afternoon, I walked to 
Chattisham Hall, and talked with Sir Gerald Ryan for half an hour. He has contracted some 
kind of a chill, and he is delicate in the chest. Everything bearing thereupon is a matter of 
anxiety. He was pleased to talk, and very friendly. I had not realized before that he had been 
at Balliol. He said that Rait* had been his tutor. 
 
Braley called about 6.30 p.m., having arrived at the Rectory this morning. He is rather 
depressed about his own position as the Training Colleges are to be closed this year, and 
their Principals will be like Mahomet’s coffin! 
  



 
91 

 

<!170143> 
[130] 
2nd Sunday after Epiphany, January 17th, 1943. 
 
When I left my bed this morning, I felt so giddy that I came near to falling down. However I 
persisted, and descended from my bedroom in time to hear the very excellent news from 
Russia. They have gained really considerable victories. At Stalingrad the “trapped” army, 
which has been reduced to less than half its original number, & is now in the last extremes 
of distress through lack of food, sickness, and “casualties”, have refused a summons to 
surrender, & is now being destroyed by the superior Soviet forces. The account of the 
situation into which these miserable victims of Hitler’s insane egotism have been carried, is 
heart-rending, and even the loathing which the abominable crimes of the Nazis in their 
hours of triumph must create in one’s mind, cannot extinguish the compassion which the 
miseries which they endure in the hour of their overthrow moves in every humane heart. 
“The heart of man is deceitful above all things and desperately wicked, who can know it.” 
Only one, for “It is He that hath made us. & not we ourselves”. And He is the Judge of us all. 
 
[131] 
 
Accordingly, I, less valorous than the trapped Nazis at Stalingrad, “hoisted the white Flag”, 
and caused Fearne to telephone the Rectory, announcing my inability to fulfil my 
engagement. As Braley is at the Rectory, there can be no substantial inconvenience caused 
to the Rector. So I remained indoors, read the papers, & wrote 3 letters viz. to Milford, to 
Gervase Markram, and to my Godson, Andrew Herbert. 
 
The news on the wireless is heartening. The Russians are reported to have gained more 
considerable successes. No less than 64.000 men are stated to have been killed or captured 
in the Don fighting and at Stalingrad, in the Caucasus they continue to advance: and in North 
Africa Montgomery has attacked Rommel, and driven him to flight. Berlin was heavily 
bombed yesterday. 
 
The trapped Germans at Stalingrad are said to be in appalling condition. Starvation, and 
disease have greatly reduced their number. It is reckoned that out of 200,000, no more than 
70,000 are still living.  
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<!180143> 
[132] 
Monday, January 18th, 1943. 
 
This morning, shortly after 5 a.m. the windows rattled, and kept on rattling at intervals for 
about half an hour. At 8 a.m. the wireless announced that there had been an air-raid at 
various places on the East coast, including London, but that no considerable damage had 
been caused anywhere. The Germans describe it as a “revenge” for our bombing of Berlin. 
 
The Russians continue their amazing advance. Millerovo has been captured at last. 
 
A short letter from Lawrence Holt tells that my letter (v. 113) does not appear to have been 
resented. The deceased captain’s son, a lad in the R. A. F. “asked him (Holt) to send it to his 
mother, and asked for a copy for himself”. Both these requests had been complied with. His 
mother “is not a Church-goer”. 
 
Holt signs his letter “Yours most gratefully”, so I conclude that he himself was not dissatisfied 
with it. 
 
I walked with Braley for 2 hours in the afternoon, & had much interesting conversation with 
him about the Education Bill wh. is announced.  
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[134] 
Tuesday, January 19th, 1943. 
 
The amazing news that the siege of Leningrad has been raised is confirmed by this morning’s 
papers. It is an astonishing amazing achievement – both on the part of the besieged, who 
held out for 16 months, and on that of the relieving armies, which have overcome fortified 
positions, which were thought to be impregnable, and done it in mid-winter. 
 
The Sweep being active in my study, I was perforce compelled to work in the dining-room, 
where, (although the thoughtful concern & effort of my resourceful Fearne had collected all 
the essential implements save what even she could not provide viz. competence in the my 
brain-case & energy in the my right hand) I made but scanty progress with my work! 
 
In the afternoon, I walked with Braley for nearly two hours. I am nearly old enough to be his 
father, and, am now far declined from my normal standard, physical & mental, yet, at the 
end of our walk, he appeared to be more fatigued than I. He goes back to York tomorrow, 
there to resume work at his temporary war employment at the Training College.  
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[132] [sic] 
Wednesday, January 20th, 1943. 
 
I received letters from Lord Londonderry, Ernest and Dr Rendall. The last written from the 
nursing home in Ipswich is characteristically complimentary: he wites: 
 

Somehow I have been reading several autobiographies [&] biographies lately. I found 
Jacks (also an octagint) very interesting, and Fisher (what a fine fragment), and All 
Souls is well to the front with Woodward & Oman & Lawrence: but none have the 
political & ecclesiastical importance or literary quality of yours. I omitted Lord 
Ponsonby & (a little back) John Buchan. Surely it all means that Victorians, as a 
[family], were men of weight & value in history. It was assuredly a great epoch. 
 
Yours very gratefully 
M J Rendall 
 

Lady Struthers* has died. She shewed me much kindness, & was wonderfully loyal to a 
friendship which was begun when we both were living in Dean’s Yard and continued up to 
the end of her life.  
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[133] [sic] 
Thursday, January 21st, 1943. 
 
My “talk” with the adolescent soldiers in the Hintlesham Red Cross Hospital, and the eager 
“discussion” which followed so far fatigued and excited me that I slept badly, and was 
disturbed by ill dreams. Of these one was so realistic, that I shook myself free of it only with 
difficulty. I dreamed that I had come into my study, and found the little Crucifix, which old 
Lady Limerick gave me, & which I had caused to be hung on the bookcase facing my writing 
table, had been broken. I was contemplating the fragments when I awoke, and, Behold, it 
was a dream! But such was the sense of reality which I felt that I hastened to see whether 
the Crucifix, which I valued, had been injured! Abp. Laud would certainly have had some 
comments to make on a dream so odd and disconcerting. I suppose it reflected the 
impression made on my mind by the confusion in my study caused by the Sweep, and the 
restoration of order after his departure. 
 
I received a letter from Charlie Pattinson.* He is not well, but writes cheerfully. 
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[134] 
Friday, January 22nd, 1943. 
 
Fearne helped me with the book in the morning, but progress was distressingly slow. If I 
could give as many weeks to it as I do hours, the result would be better. 
 
In the afternoon I walked round Hintlesham. On the way, I fell in with the pig-man, who took 
me in to his piggery, & discoursed about the pigs. He is feeding them largely on potatoes. His 
water supply is provided by a spring in the rising ground nearby; he said that the flow was 
continuous throughout the year, and that the water is excellent. 
 
I began reading the Life of Rufus Isaacs,* 1st Marquis of Reading, by his son [Gerald Isaacs*]. 
It is curiously interesting, not only as the account of an extremely surprising career, but also 
as the picture of a modern Jew’s mentality. I was particularly interested to read what is said 
about his religion, or rather his lack of religion on p.57f. When first he settled down to his 
career as a lawyer, “He was distressed to perceive in himself a complete absence of spiritual 
Faith”. His “liberalized mother” “had failed to plant anything in place” of his ancestral 
Judaism. 
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[135] 
Saturday, January 23rd, 1943. 
 

My dear Sir Humphrey, 
 
I must address you in the white mantle of penitence, for I have not been able to send 
off the manuscript as I had hoped, expected, and (to fill the chalice of Confession to 
the brim) promised. But I can plead at least the extenuating circumstance of a 
persistently smoking chimney which banished me from my study for some days,  
compelled the filthy activities of the Sweep, & gave me an incapacitating giddiness. 
However I see no reason why their the stuff should not go to you next week, and you 
will not refuse absolution to a sinner who thus promptly follows up confession with 
“fruits worthy of repentance.[”] 
 
My mind dwells persistently on the plan of reserving the Appendices, Epilogue, and 
index for a slim supplemental volume; and I should be relieved to know that you are 
not hostile to the notion. 
 
I received the card with the member [136] list and calendar of the Club’s 
arrangements; and it was not without a pang of regret and apprehension that I 
noticed my name bracketted with that of poor Strong as being (by the mercy of the 
Club) an “Hon. Member”. 
 
Does he still haunt the Club Athenæum, pale as a ghost, and gibbering meaninglessly 
of a past which he has forgotten? 
 
And is that the condition into which superannuated Bishops are likely to fall? 
The “Angels of the Churches”, perhaps, may without impropriety end as wraiths and 
spectres! 
 
  Always sincerely, 
   H. Hensley Henson, Bp. 
 

After another day of fruitless endeavour, I wrote the above letter to Sir Humphrey Milford. I 
cannot succeed in winding up the Autobiography tolerably. In my record, like Charles II on 
his death bed, I am unconscionably long in dying!  
 
I received an inquiry as to my willingness to earn £3: 3: 0 as “external examiner” for a Thesis 
on Preaching. I replied as follows:- [137] 

January 23rd 1943 
Dear Sir, 
 
I have to acknowledge your letter of the 19th January conveying on behalf of the 
University Court of Aberdeen University an inquiry as to my willingness “to act as 
External Examiner of a Thesis on English Pulpit Oratory 1680-1850 which has been 
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submitted by David K. Somerville for the degree of Doctor of Philosophy of Aberdeen 
University. 
 
If, as I suppose, the work means reading through the Thesis, and then stating my 
judgement on it, I could undertake the task, but I could not do so if I were required to 
write a detailed criticism of the composition. 
 
 Believe me, 
  Yours faithfully, 
   H. Hensley Henson, Bp. 
 
H. J. Butchart Esq. D.S.O, B.L. 
 Mariscal College 
  Aberdeen. 
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[138] 
3rd Sunday Epiphany[sic], January 24th, 1943. 
 
The temperature in my bedroom at 7.30 a.m. was 52°. 
  
I wrote to Dick, though with little expectation that my letter would ever reach him.  
 
We all attended Mattins, and heard a highly characteristic discourse from the Rector based 
on the de centurion’s description of himself as “a man under authority”. He dwelt on the 
value of discipline, on the character of the Christian as pre-eminently required to obey 
authority. Of course he emphasized the authority of the “Catholick Church” to order both 
belief and conduct. All this came oddly from him, since he had just set authority at naught, 
by substituting the “Bidding Prayer” for the form of Morning Prayer in the Prayer Book. I fear 
that the Lord’s rebuke of the Pharisees as men who “strained the gnat and swallowed the 
camel” has but too obvious an application to our law-breaking Anglo-Catholicks, who make a 
mighty pother about ceremonial, and readily disregard their pledges and promises at 
Ordination and Institution. It is only the incapacitating ignorance of their parishioners that 
protects them from the contempt which would be the natural and healthy re-action to the 
parson’s breach of faith. The game of Law & Order in the Church is “up”! 
 
[139] 
 
Underhill,* the Bishop of Bath and Wells has died in the noble Palace, which he lamented as 
a well-nigh intolerable burden. He was never happy as a Bishop, for he was temperamentally 
unsuited to episcopal obligations, being, though reputed to be a Saint, known to be a very 
bad man of affairs. He succeeded a Bishop who, (having married a daughter of the 
millionaire tobacco magnate, Wills) was well endowed with “the sinews of war”, while he 
had no private income. Thus he was from the start of his episcopate disadvantaged and, in 
some measure, discredited by poverty. In his hands, the magnificent feudal palace presented 
a truly melancholic appearance. Ichabod exhaled from every part of it. 
 
The death of John Burns* is announced. I used to meet him not infrequently when I lived in 
Dean’s Yard, and we always stopped to talk. “Read Job and not Jeremiah,” he said to me 
when I was expressing apprehension as to the economic outlook, an obstinate strike being at 
the time proceeding. Perhaps it was wise advice, but Jeremiah was a true prophet of the 
Lord. 
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[140] 
Monday, January 25th, 1943. 
 
I received another letter from Lawrence Holt. My letter about the self-devotion to death of 
the captain of a torpedoed ship, when he might honourably have survived, evidently failed 
to satisfy his widow who resents his action as a desertion of herself.  
 
Holt writes: 
 

My wife’s reaction is similar. Her father, L. P. Jacks,* looks out like you and I do, 
on the wide horizon that Captain Leslie’s eyes looked out upon. 
 

He encloses Mrs Holt’s letter to him, commenting with something like bitterness on my 
attitude, as disclosed in the letter which I wrote to him (v. p. 101.) He makes it evident that 
the problem of transport through the U-boat infested Atlantic is a grave one. 
 

Some 1500 large ships have been destroyed by the enemy in 1942. In ill-fated 
convoys they watch their neighbours sink night after night, and await their own 
turn; or without notice alone they have in a few minutes to take to the boats & 
rafts in the wide & lonely sea. How much longer they can bear punishment on 
such a scale, I dare not prophesy. 

 
[141] 
 
The reports from the torpedoed seamen are all the more impressive for their severely 
restrained composition.  What they narrate in formal “business” language discloses a 
marvellous pageant of moral fidelity, & not less, a truly amazing intelligence & 
resourcefulness in the most appalling circumstances.  As one reads them a new sense of 
one’s own pettiness is borne into one’s mind.  It is surely in their crises of sudden & deadly 
peril that mining and seafaring vindicate their right to a kind of primacy among human 
employments.  It is not only in the sphere of physical phenomena that the Psalmist’s words 
hold good: “They that go down to the sea in ships: and occupy their business in great 
waters: these men see the works of the Lord: & His wonders in the deep.”  The magnalia Dei 
are moral & spiritual: & they are nowhere so wonderfully seen than in ships and mines.  
Recruiting for “the noble Army of martyrs” has been beyond all precedent brisk, since 
Hitler’s U-boats got to work in the Atlantic.  One begins to understand what Christ meant 
when He said that in His service, disciples must “hate” their most beloved relations.  Women 
rarely are able to detach themselves from the personal aspect of these cruel experiences.   
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[140] [sic] 
Tuesday, January 26th, 1943. 
 
I went into Ipswich, and had my hair cut. I bought a stick of shaving soap, but was unable to 
get any more razor blades.  However, I purchased a small glass gadget for sharpening Gillette 
blades. 
 
Fearne dropped me at Abbey Oaks, where I lunched pleasantly with Lord Woodbridge.  Miss 
Brown and a new nurse made up the company.  I walked home, but, losing myself on the 
way, I did not arrive before nearly 6.34.40 p.m., and found Fearne on the point of bicycling 
forth to search for me! 
 
I received an affectionate letter from my Godson, Gilbert Simpson.  He describes the services 
in the ruined Temple: 
 

At Christmas time there was a carol service given by the few remaining choristers 
(only one boy is left!) and their friends.  In the fading light the church was lit by my 
air-raid shelter stock of some three dozen candles stuck around the walls & pillars 
near the choir.  The Master gave a very short address & closed with prayer for those 
who were absent.  These choral services are most impressive.  I think they made us 
all feel that, however great the torture of this present time, there is a Spirit still alive 
that will help us to endure until victory is won. 
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[141] 
Wednesday, January 27th, 1943. 
 
Sensational news at 8 a.m. on the wireless. At Casablanca, Roosevelt and Churchill, 
accompanied by all ^many^ the naval & military chiefs, & both the French generals, de 
Gaulle and Girouard, have been holding conference for the last 10 days, and have agreed on 
plans for a great offensive this year. Stalin and Chiangkaiseck were invited but couldn’t come. 
They were kept fully informed at all that passed. It was declared that the Allies would fight 
on until the “unconditional Surrender” of the Axis powers had been secured. 
 
The wretched Germans at Leningrad have been finally “liquidated”, only 12,000 out of more 
than 200,000 are left, and they are said to be certainly doomed to an early extinction. 
 
Fearne and I worked at the Retrospect. 
 
I gave the 3rd talk to the men at the Hospital. Many of the men who formed last week’s 
audience had been discharged, but a few new ones came. There was much insistent and 
vigourous questioning, which disclosed a rather disconcerting temper in the questions, and, I 
thought, a strange hostility to the Church of England. 
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[142] 
Thursday, January 28th, 1943. 
 
The Hon, Julia Channing tells me that she heard my speech in the House of Lords during the 
debate on the ill-fated Revised Prayer Book. 
 
She writes; 
 

Now I am looking forward to the next volume, & longing to hear your account of the 
Prayer Book Controversy. 
 
I got into the Lords’ Gallery by an oversight, as I afterwards found, & heard your 
wonderful speech, which influenced the Peers so much. There was weird feeling as if 
we were back in the days of Queen Elizabeth about the Chamber. I wonder if you felt 
it too. You seemed to take such a moderate & sensible tone between the two 
extreme extremes. 
 

I do not rate Miss Channing’s opinion very highly, but there is always a certain value about 
first-hand testimonies as to the impression made by speeches on critical occasions. And, I 
judge that debate to be justly described as ‘critical’ in the history of the Church of England. It 
sealed the fate of the Establishment. 
 
[143] 
 
Milford replies to my letter of polite regret at failing to send him the manuscript of vol. II as I 
had promised:- 
 

I will wait until next week or whenever your troubles have allowed you leisure to 
finish the manuscript & send it off. I will then carefully consider the question of 
appendices etc.. as a supplement but I must admit that my first instinct is hostile, 
especially when you suggest that the Index should be separate. However, let me 
reserve my judgement until I see the whole manuscript.  
 
Before your letter of 23 January arrived I meant to reassure you about the Club. Of 
course you were not turned out. Temple took the place of, I think, old Dunedin. 
Yes, I am afraid your account of Strong is almost exact, but I see no reason why all 
retired Bishops should end as “gibbering wraiths”! 

  
  Yours sincerely, H.S.M. 
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[144] 
Friday, January 29th, 1943. 
 
Yesterday, I returned to Sir Gerald Ryan the 1st vol. of Lord Reading’s Life by his son, the 
present Marquess. We had half an hour’s conversation, mainly about his Oxford 
contemporaries, many of whom were acquaintances of mine. He was himself at New 
College, where his tutor was Rait.* He expressed great admiration for the singing in the 
college Chapel, & is evidently devoted to music. He had known the present Lord Reading, 
who was then an undergraduate at Balliol. I borrowed then 1st vol Mrs Millin’s “General 
Smuts”, which is now obtainable in a cheap edition for fifteen shillings the set. It presents 
the picture of a very remarkable man, who never learned to read until he was 12 years old. I 
cannot recall a parallel to the letter which when 16 years of age he wrote to Professor C. 
Murray when about to enter the Victoria College in Stellenbosch University. It is printed in 
full on pp. 12-14. The professor said that he kept the letter because he never had another 
like it. Being what he was, and capable of such achievement as his record includes, it is very 
surprising that Smuts should have found Shelley, the most attractive of all the modern 
English poets. 
 
[145] 
 
The account of Lord Milner* presents him in a highly unattractive light as the true author of 
the South African War. This is probably the result of political prejudice, for the last is very 
apparent on every page. But Kruger is clearly shown to have been “impossible”, so much so 
that it is difficult to think that War could finally have been averted. 
 
Smuts’ relations with Gandhi in South Africa were deplorable. He failed to treat him justly:- 
 

He (i.e. Gandhi) had not understood what it meant to be a British Indian 
gentleman in South Africa… On his second day in Durban Gandhi went to see the 
law courts, wearing his turban of an Indian barrister. The magistrate told him to 
remove his turban or leave the court. He left the court….. On his way to Pretoria 
to fight his case, he took as is incumbent on a barrister, a first class railway ticket. 
But a fellow-passenger objected to travelling with an Indian, and he was asked to 
sit in the van. He refused to go. A policeman was accordingly sent for, who 
pitched him out with his luggage.” Hence the Gandhi we know! 

 
[146] 
Saturday, January 30th, 1943. 
 
A brilliant day, mild and spring-likes, with signs of hymeneal excitement among the birds. 
Fearne and I completed our own arrangement of the typescript of Vol. II, and despatched it 
to Oxford in 2 registered package[sic]. I wrote the letter on p. 147 and myself posted it at 
Hintlesham P.O. in the afternoon. 
 
Ella and Fearne went to Ipswich, and there attended a cinema show (“Mrs Miniver”), before 
meeting the train which brought ^Anne^ Lady Lawrence on a week-end visit. I walked for an 
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hour and three-quarters, enjoying the exhilaration of the sunshine, & the freshness of the 
air. 
 
Lady Lawrence was full of news about her sons, both of whom are actively engaged in the 
diplomatic service of the ? country. John who is in Russia has become a devoted admirer of 
Stalin, whom he describes as actually lovable. He is optimistic about the War, even to the 
extent of thinking that it may come to an end this year. I bade her tell John that it would 
please me to receive a letter from him, & she promised to do so. But young men are 
now[sic] often good letter-writers now. 
 
[147] 

January 29th, 1943. 
My dear Sir Humphrey, 
 
The manuscript of vol. II is being sent to you at your Oxford address this afternoon 
from Ipswich in 2 registered parcels of about equal bulk. 
 
I enclose a list of contents, and a draft of a short Prefatory Note which will, perhaps, 
suffice. 
 
The Index will be compiled from the paged proofs. 
 
You have already in your possession the selected illustrations. 
 
(N.B. I have no copy of this manuscript and, if it perish in transport, I have neither 
eyesight nor courage to re-write it.)  
 
I shall await your verdict as to the length, and (probable) curtailment of the stuff; & 
when I have received it, I will do my best to cut my cloth to your garment. Can an 
Author (albeit incompetent & conceited) say more to his Publisher, or give more 
convincing proof of his conscientious complaisance. 
 
[148] 
 
I shall come to London to see my oculist when the winter may be fairly thought to 
have done its worst, and I shall hope to coincide with a luncheon of the Club, and, in 
any case, to get into touch with you.  
 
Today the sun shines with spring-like brilliance, and one almost shared the delusion 
of the birds who are evidently meditating the putting up of the Banns! 
 
 Ever yours, 
  H. Hensley Henson. 
   Bishop 
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P.S. The typescript is marked in blue pencil; and the marginal additions are carefully 
written, & the places at which they are to be inserted into the typescript are clearly 
marked. 
 
You may well have views as to this, and the chapter headings. The latter are not easy 
to determine; for Autobiography is a difficult & disgusting type of composition, which 
a wise man will avoid if he has any sense. 
 
    H.H.H.  
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[149] 
Saturday, January 30th, 1943. 
 
I received “with the compliments of Mr Ernest R. Troughton, 77 Arlington House, Arlington 
Street, London, S.W.1.” a pamphlet entitled “…. being Frank about Buchman”.  It is a 
collection of references to and opinions about the Oxford Group, which have appeared in 
the Press, up to January 6th, 1943.  As it includes some quotations from writings of mine, I 
assume that it was thought right to send me a copy.  The total effect is certainly very 
damaging to Buchman and his Movement. 
 
The morning was devoted to the unexciting task of reading Mr Troughton’s Essay.  My first 
impression is that it expresses rather the laborious toil of the maker of a “common-place 
book” who discharges its contents on to a single theme, combining them not very 
intelligently, & simulating an original composition.  But I reserve judgment until I have 
waded through the whole. 
 
Ella took her guest to see Hadleigh, & I took a constitutional through Chattisham.  The 
weather degenerated into a considerable tempest with rain.  The vigilant Sarah insisted on 
my “changing my feet” when I got back to the house. 
 
[150]     
 
This is Rooseveldt’s [sic] 61st Birthday.  It coincides with the completion of a whole decade of 
Hitlerism in Germany, & is marked by the announcement of another considerable Russian 
Soviet victory in Russia.  For the 2nd time since his seizure of power in Germany, the Führer 
has made no oration to the people in the pageantry of national rejoicing.  He remained in 
Russia with the Army, while Göring delivered a speech in Berlin, and Goebbels read a 
proclamation.  All flags etc. were prohibited, and the proceedings were enlivened by an air-
raid thoughtfully provided by the R.A.F.  The late wireless reported the speeches in Berlin.  
They were gloomy, braggart, threatening, and blasphemous.  Presumably, they know their 
own people, and the amount of humbug that they can safely pour out on them: but in view 
of the hideous violations of fundamental morality which they have organized & persisted in 
maintaining throughout Europe, it does stagger the mind to hear them claim the Blessing of 
the Almighty on their warfare.  “Tush, say they, how should God perceive it?  Is there 
knowledge in the Most High?”  The Psalmist has formulated the essential creed of Hitlerism.    
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[151] 
4th Sunday after Epiphany, January 31st, 1943. 
 
A considerable tempest accompanied by deluges of rain was in full course when morning 
broke.  The temperature in my room at 8 a.m. was 48o.  I abandoned church-going, and 
substituted Mattins in my study at 11.30 a.m.  We numbered 5 persons, myself and 4 
women.  This was about the average proportion of the sexes in the public assemblies! 
 
I wrote at some length to Lawrence Holt, returning the papers referring to Captain Leslie’s 
death: and also to Clarence Ward, sending my letter to his mother with a request that she 
would address, and forward it: and also I wrote to Cyril Alington. 
 
About 2 p.m. the electric light failed, and did not return to its functioning until about 6 p.m. 
 

<!010243> 
Monday, February 1st, 1943. 
 
I had no letters, and the newspaper filled the interval between prayers in my study & 
breakfast.  Then I gave myself up to reading this wearisome thesis for the Aberdeen 
Doctorate until lunch.  In the afternoon I walked round Chattisham, & when I got back to my 
study, the electric light failed again and I could neither read nor write – Voilà tout! 
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[152] 
Tuesday, February 2nd, 1943. 
 
Just a quarter of a century ago, on this day I was consecrated as Bishop of Hereford in 
Westminster Abbey.  The Archbishop who was the central figure is dead, and so are both the 
Bishops (Ryle & Burge) who “presented” me for Consecration.  Ralph Inge,* who preached 
the sermon, still survives, though, we have fallen apart since he went to live in Wallingford, 
& I came into Suffolk.  The geographical severance is, perhaps, less considerable than the 
religious and ecclesiastical.  He belongs to another world than mine, and is of another spirit. 
 
The newspapers did not appear at the usual time, a fact which probably results from the 
untoward circumstance that Barry Speed, the newspaper-vendor’s son, who commonly 
distributes the papers to the customers, is reported to have the mumps!  These are the 
events which agitate village life!  However, we learned from the wireless at 8 a.m. that the 
indefatigable Winston had visited the Turkish President with a whole company of important 
persons, (“all the eggs in one basket”) and had thence gone on to Cairo, everywhere 
scintillating marvellously!        
 
[153] 
 
After breakfast I wrote to Buff, (Mrs Galbraith) condoling with her on the death of her 
mother [Evelyn Murray*], which was reported yesterday in the Times.  She died in her own 
house, Murraythwaite, Dumfriesshire, at the age of 75.  I am very sorry to lose one who has 
been my friend for more than half a century.  Her husband, William Murray,* first came into 
acquaintance with me at the Oxford House fifty-five years ago.  We became close friends, 
and when he married his wife shared our friendship.  She was wonderfully attractive.  Brave, 
versatile, extremely intelligent, and attractive, she made him an admirable partner.  We 
visited Murraythwaite, and she visited Auckland.  Her death makes a grievous gap in the 
shrinking circle of our friends. 
 
I worked until lunch at this tiresome “Thesis”, which pleases me less as I read on.  The man 
has no sense of proportion: I increasingly suspect that his knowledge is mainly drawn from 
summaries & manuals: and I note that his largest space is given to the least really 
considerable persons. 
 
Lady Lawrence took her departure after lunch, and I took my constitutional, & then returned 
to this Thesis! 
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[154] 
Wednesday, February 3rd, 1943.     
 
I received from the Press a typed postcard, acknowledging the safe arrival of my manuscript, 
and adding the rather disconcerting information that Milford is “unable to assume 
responsibility for the safety” of manuscripts submitted to him.  As the signature is typed, 
and the p.c. is formally addressed, I assume that Milford himself is away from home. 
Also, I received a letter from the Revd H. Fairburn writing from Trusthorpe Rectory, 
Mablethorpe, Lincs.  He has just finished reading vol. I. of the Retrospect:- 
 

“I can no longer resist restrain the impulse to write to you to thank you for it, and to 
say how I enjoyed it. 
 
I am looking forward with great eagerness to the publication of vol. II.  I shall 
certainly buy it.  The account of your Episcopate at Durham will bring me to the time 
when I knew you, for you ordained me to the Diaconate in Willington Parish Church 
at Michaelmas 1934, & to the Priesthood in Durham Cathedral at Advent 1935.  
 
[155] The value of your book to me lies in the fact that it is an example of being 
courageously true to one’s ideals in face of bitter opposition. 
 

   With dutiful good wishes, 
    I am, my Lord, 
   sincerely and affectionately yours, 
 
   H. Fairburn. 
 
In the course of the morning another clergyman, Tuesday, came to see me.  He is stationed 
at Eye as a chaplain, & expects to go abroad almost at once.  He said that I had confirmed 
him, & taken him for a walk around Auckland Park.  He asked for my Blessing, after the 
manner of the Anglo-Catholic clergy, and this I gave him, & added a prayer. 
 
Mr Francis Thompson came to say Goodbye, as he is leaving Hintlesham for Saxmundham.   I 
gave him a copy of “Last Words” in West. Abbey.  He is a very odd creature, & very anxious 
that I should not forget that he is related to Paget, one time Bishop of St E. and I., and then 
Bishop of Ipswich.  What he does now, & how he lives on what he does, I cannot imagine.  
 
[156] 
 
I went to the Red Cross Hospital in the Hall, and, after tea with the Matron who said that 
there were cases of mumps among both nurses & patients, I gave a “talk” to the men about 
the H. of L.  They numbered about sixty, and appeared to be interested.  A good many 
questions were asked.  One young man with a countenance more suggestive of good 
humour than of intelligence, inquire[d] with an evident desire to learn, “What was meant by 
the Lord’s Day”, which he evidently associated with the House of Lords, & wondered why he 
did so!  The non-commissioned officer in charge assured me that I had “cooked his goose for 
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him”!   He seemed to have had some debate with the men on the subject of the practical 
use of the Upper House; & my statement about its function as a 2nd Chamber and an 
Imperial Senate, had silenced, if it had not convinced them! 
 
The news from Russia continues to be very good.  There really appears to be a prospect of 
another considerable disaster for Hitler in the Caucasus.  The number of German prisoners 
taken at Stalingrad is stated to be 91,000. 
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[157] 
Tuesday, February 4th, 1943. 
 
The only thing that came to me through the post was a press-cutting from “Publisher’s 
Circular” for Jany. 30th 1943.  It describes the ‘Retrospect’ thus:- 
 

“In the story of this very full and active life we are introduced to many controversies, 
& to many outstanding figures in ecclesiastical and political life.  It is a distinctive 
contribution to religious autobiography.” 
 

That at least cannot be said to be excessively eulogistic, and I imagine that it is composed 
from the publisher’s point of view, which may or may not accord with the author’s. 
 
I finished reading through that tiresome thesis.  “In philosophic language” a thesis means “a 
position proved, or to be proved” [v. Liddell & Scott].  As this “thesis” is offered as the 
qualification for a Doctorate of Philosophy, one may fairly understand it thus.  On the whole, 
after reading it through carefully, my considered judgment is definitely unfavourable.  The 
writer has no sufficient knowledge for the task which he has undertaken, and he does not 
perceive the most important conditions under which all Christian preaching must be shaped, 
and judged.         
 
[158] 
 
The questions I am requested to answer [are ?] the following, and I append my answers. 

(1) Does the candidate display an adequate knowledge of his subject and of the 
relevant technique or method? 

No: he builds his argument on too narrow a basis of knowledge, and fails to take 
account of the distinctive and dominant considerations which determine both the 
substance and the purpose of Christian preaching.  That the sermon in common with 
all other forms of literary composition should be largely shaped by “the climate of 
opinion” and the current literary fashions is a fact which needs neither proof nor 
illustration.  No reasonably educated man will dispute it. 

(2) Does the thesis indicate that the candidate possesses initiative, independence 
of thought, and ability to carry out investigation? 

My judgment is best expressed by the Scottish verdict “non-proven”.  The thesis 
presented is mainly composed of quotations, which [159] may or may not be 
borrowed.  They include many familiar passages.  As there is nothing novel or 
disputable about the assumption on which the thesis is built (sc. that English Pulpit 
Oratory, 1680 – 1850, had relation to Literary Style & Thought in that age,) there is 
little scope or occasion for originality or independence of thought.  But it would not 
be extravagant to credit him with ‘ability to carry out investigation’, for he certainly 
has been industrious, and he writes well. 

(3) Does the thesis contain a substantial contribution to knowledge? 
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No. 

(4) Is the thesis in a form suitable for publication? 

If the substance be thought to justify publication, I think the form is not 
unsatisfactory. 

[160] 
 (5)  Is the standard of the work sufficient to justify the award of the Degree?  
         I think not.  A Doctor of Philosophy ought to be capable of better work. 

(6)  May oral or other examination of the candidate be dispensed with? 

Such an examination might be of much service to the candidate if he were young 
enough to be teachable, but it could hardly affect the verdict on the thesis itself. 

___________________________________________________________________________ 
I don’t like being placed in the position of passing an unfavourable verdict on the work of a 
man who certainly possesses ability, industry, and creditable ambition: but I cannot avoid 
the necessity.  I think the writer of this thesis has a muddled mind with a power of 
expression wholly excessive by comparison with the quality of his thought.  He seems to 
know little about his subject outside the limit 1680 – 1850, and yet the knowledge of 
medieval and Puritan antecedents is indispensable.      
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[161] 
Friday, February 5th, 1943. 
 
Milford writes 
 

This is just to say that Vol. II according to our calculation contains about 200,000 
words, say 450 pages in the style of vol. I, allowing 20 pages for preliminaries and 
Index. 
 
Vol. I contains about 150,000 words (350 pages including preliminaries and Index). 
 
Now I am going to settle down & read what I have not yet read.  As soon as 
possible, thereafter I will report to you, but you must be lenient with me as clear 
spaces of time are difficult to come by, & I want to read the whole of vol. II as I did 
vol. I myself, not merely per alium. 
 

This clearly suggests considerable delay, and considerable retrenchment.  Both, perhaps, are 
regrettable: but neither probably is avoidable.  The general situation becomes increasingly 
absorbing.  Will there be any interest whatever in the poor book when at last it does 
emerge? 
 
[162]     
 
Mrs Ward sends me Clarence’s address.  He is in Egypt, and writes cheerfully to her by 
airgraph, which takes only 3 weeks in transit, while the ordinary post takes 3 months. 
 
I must now set my mind to the task of preparing the paper for the Royal Society of 
Literature, which I so rashly undertook to deliver in the autumn.  And, first, I must decide on 
the subject, Politics and Religion being excluded.  I am in rather a hard case, since most of 
my interest, knowledge, and habit falls under one or the other description.  Suggestions that 
have flittered across my mind are, perhaps, not so near to either as to be ruled out, and near 
enough to come within my interest, e.g. 
 
 The Diagnosis of Anti-Semitism 
 The Pulpit as a Factor in Politics 
 A Puritan Juvenal (Samuel Torshell) 
 Astrology in Christendom. 
 Gregory of Tours & the Venerable Bede compared and contrasted. 
 
None of these is satisfactory, and all go so far beyond my qualifications that I could not hope 
to produce anything adequate on any of them!        
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[163] 
Saturday, February 6th, 1943. 
 
I received 3 letters viz. 

1. From Canon Lanchester of Framlingham, asking me “to give a lecture to the Central 
Society for Sacred Study at the Diocesan House, Ipswich, some day in April, say, 
Tuesday 20th”. 
 

2. From Mr C. Francis Thompson (The Knoll, Peasenhall, Saxmundham) thanking me for 
the copy of “Last Words” which I gave him, & making some severe observations on 
the ignorance & ill manners of the Hintlesham villagers, among whom he has 
sojourned for the last few weeks. 
 

3. From Harry T. Dibben (“Domus” 23 Halstead Rd., Winchmore Hill, N. 21), one of the 
old St Margt’s Westminster Choirboys, who gives the record of his recent troubles, 
informs me that he & his wife desire to adopt a child, & requests me “to put in a 
good word for him with the President of the National Adoption Society, the Abp. of 
York.”  But what can I say, since it is more than 30 years since last I saw him, & I know 
nothing about his wife or his circumstances.   

[164] 
 
I wasted the entire morning, reading the papers and writing letters, among them one to 
Blakeney asking him, since he has confessed an interest in Astrology, & anxiety as to its 
extensive revival in modern society, whether he could assist me in preparing a paper on 
“Astrology in Christendom” by recommending some useful books.  Also, I wrote at some 
length to Grant Robertson,* and more shortly, and with the cramping thought that whatever 
I wrote must pass through a hostile censor’s sieve, to Clarence Ward in Egypt. 
 
In the afternoon I walked to Chattisham Hall, in order to return the 1st vol. of Smuts’s 
Biography.  On the way, I was hailed by Sir Gerald, who, hatless & without an overcoat, was 
directing the work of some labourers employed in preparing his croquet lawn for use in the 
summer.  Then I encountered 2 South African sailors, who were Sir Wm Brass’s guests for the 
week-end.  The pig-man’s ragged & dirty children ran after me when I passed their house, & 
escorted me as far as Hyntle Place.  The sun shone, but the wind was keen.  Spring flowers 
are beginning to show in the gardens, & birds to sing. 
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[165]   
5th Sunday after Epiphany, February 7th, 1943. 
 
The first lesson at Mattins, Amos VII, must be almost completely unintelligible to the rustics, 
and even to me, who ought to know better, it does not carry much sense, except, of course, 
the clash between the peasant-prophet and the courtier pontiff.  That discloses a situation 
which is so familiar as to be almost obvious.  As I read it the question rises menacingly in my 
mind.  On which side have I ever stood?  Into which category must I finally be placed, 
peasant prophet?  or courtier pontiff?  Why is the déclassé gentleman always the most 
violent revolutionary?  Why is the victorious helot ever the most extravagant despot?  Why 
is the nouveau riche ever the most blatant & vulgar of plutocrats?  Caught up into the 
impersonal forces of temperament, education, circumstance, and fortune – at what point, 
and in what measure, and with what means, does the MAN HIMSELF effect a self-
manifestation?  How securely based on reason is the Lord’s admonition, Judge not!  Change 
the framework of a man’s career, and how different must the verdict be on the man himself, 
which the framework dismisses or destroys!            
 
[166]   
 
We all attended Mattins in the parish church.   I read the lessons, and afterwards celebrated 
Holy Communion. 
 
The wireless brought the welcome intelligence that our incomparable and indispensable 
Winston has arrived back in this country, looking “in the pink of condition”, and in the 
highest spirits.  His visit to Tripoli where he reviewed and addressed the “Desert Army” must 
have been outstandingly successful.  He compels us all to perceive in him a combination of 
the two most considerable figures in the great story of British Warfare – John Churchill and 
William Pitt, the Elder.  The military ability of his ancestor is not unrepresented in Winston, 
but it is dwarfed by his qualities as a statesman and writer.  Of course, the unprecedented 
conditions under which he has achieved so much make it hardly possible to compare him 
with the men of the past.  But we cannot be mistaken in regarding him as holding a place 
among the greatest figures of History.   If he carries through the Beveridge Scheme, and it 
works successfully, he will be one of the outstanding Heroes of Democracy. 
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[167] 
Monday, February 8th, 1943. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. in my bedroom, 39o.  Eheu!   Mr Chisnall sent me his account for 
the manure, £3.  I sent him a cheque forthwith, trusting that he will be able to supply me 
similarly in the future. 
 
This being – as stated in the Sunday paper – the 66th Birthday of Sir Humphrey Milford, I sent 
him a short message of what is conventionally called ‘congratulation’.   Then I began to put 
together materials for the paper on Astrology in Christendom. 
 
After lunch I called on Mrs Johnson, who received me with kindness, and gave me tea.   We 
had a “heart-to-heart” talk about the Church of England, which, as brought up in the Kirk of 
Scotland where the “ministry of the Word” is still honoured, she finds rather unintelligible 
since, more often than not, the clergy give principal importance to [inserted above  strange] 
doctrines which they describe as “Catholick”, and [inserted above  illegal] ceremonies which 
they affirm to be “Anglican”.  She says that there are two Dissenting Chapels in the united 
parish, & these are more largely attended than the parish church, although the Rector is the 
only resident Christian minister in the parish.  I promised to give her a copy of my book on 
the C. of E., to set against her marmalade. 
 
[168] 
 
In “Quentin Durward” Scott discloses his interest in Archaeology [sic = Astrology ?]. 
The astrologer’s forecast of the potencies of the newly invented printing press is admirably 
phrased, and the cynical monarch’s rejoinder is not less so.  The potencies of the recent 
invention of broadcasting by wireless are certainly not less menacing, and probably most 
men above fifty take the same view as Louis XI naïvely disclosed. 
 
 “Hold Galeotti,” said Louis, - “shall these changes come in our time?” 

“No, my royal brother,” replied Martivalle, “this invention may be likened to a young 
tree, which is now newly planted, but shall, in succeeding generations, bear fruit as 
fatal, yet as precious, as that of the Garden of Eden: the knowledge, namely, of good 
and evil.” 
 
Louis answered, after a moment’s pause, “Let futurity look to what concerns them – 
we are men of this age, and to this age we will confine our care.  Sufficient unto the 
day is the evil thereof.” 
 

    [v. Quentin Durward.  Chapter XIII.] 
 
The ‘Introduction’ (1829) to ‘Guy Mannering’ has some interesting observations on the 
“forgotten and despised science” of astrology. 
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[169] 
Tuesday, February 9th, 1943.  
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. in my bedroom, 43o. 
 
I received a kind and useful letter from Blakeney in reply to my request for astrological 
information, & a well-meant but conventional letter from an unknown sectary thanking me 
for the Retrospect. 
 
Ice has given place to rain, & the morning is dark and chilling. 
 
The day developed so unattractively, being steadily sunless and wet, that I remained in my 
study, and employed myself in “browsing” among my books with the general purpose of 
gathering materials for the astrological paper.  With Fearne’s assistance in discovering, & 
extracting from their shelves, the volumes which I desired, I was not wholly unsuccessful in 
my quest.  The following books provided “nuggets”: 

1. Lea’s History of the Inquisition of the Middle Ages; and his history of the Inquisition 
of Spain. 

2. Hefele’s History of the Church Councils. 
3. Rashdall’s Universities of Europe. 
4. The Dict: of National Biography – Lives of John Dee, and his son, Arthur Dee. 
5. Encyclopaedia Biblica. 
6. The Oxford Dictionary.            

 
  



 
119 

 

<!100243> 
[170] 
Wednesday, February 10th, 1943. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. 43o. 
 
My only letter was from Martin Ellingsen,* assuring me that he is firmly resolved never to 
“seek preferment”, and expressing an ingenuous surprize at the comments on his late Vicar’s 
appointment to the “fat” living of Stanhope, “in terms of £. s. d.”.  There is something 
attractively childlike about this young man, and I think he is genuine. 
 
I prepared notes for my “Talk” to the Convalescents on “The House of Commons”, using the 
information so admirably arranged by Sir William Anson* in his book “The Law and Customs 
of the Constitution”, and the lectures on “The Constitutional History of England” by F. W. 
Maitland,* published without his supervision – an admirable summary of the relevant facts, 
admirably expounded. 
 
I happened to turn out “Grillion’s Club.  A Chronicle 1812-1913”, and found it curiously 
interesting.  I was almost compelled to regret my resignation: but there is no likelihood of 
my attending the dinners, & I can’t now afford the subscription!  The breaking of such social 
links, like the loss of old friends, is part of the burden of Senectitude.  
 
[171] 
 
The day degenerated, and, when I took my way to the Red Cross Hospital, rain was falling 
steadily.  My “talk” was on the House of Commons, and I had expected a brisk discussion: 
but I was woefully disappointed.  Many of those who had been present last week had left, 
and my audience had shrunken to about half what it was then.  The men were listless, 
uninterested, and quite apparently bored.  There were few questions, and no discussion.  I 
came away with the depressing conviction that my efforts had been vain, and their goodwill 
(if it ever existed) had been wasted.  Indeed, it is difficult to perceive how anything effective 
can be obtained under the conditions with which I must reckon.  No doubt the unpleasant 
weather did not help me.  I am impressed by the very poor quality of the men.  Probably, 
they have no mind for anything but jazz music, dancing, and flirting with flappers.  They have 
to walk into Ipswich, if they would go to the pictures: and since idleness is the prolific parent 
of mischief, they must provide most favourable soil for the “tare sowing” of the “enemy”.  
For the parish church they disclose a resolute distaste.    
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[172] 
Thursday, February 11th, 1943.         
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. had risen to 48o. 
 
I received a letter from Sybil, Lady Eden,* telling me that her daughter, the dowager Lady 
Warwick had died, and asking me to give an address at the Memorial Service next Monday. 
 

“It is the wish of all the Family for you to give the address.   You know us all, and we 
all have a great admiration for you.” 
 

I can only recall having any personal contact with Lady Warwick on one occasion when she 
gave me hospitality in Warwick Castle, when I went to Warwick to officiate at Reggie 
Harriss’s wedding.  I knew that her marriage with the late Earl of Warwick had been 
unhappy, and that her son, the present Earl, had been unfortunate in his marriage.  His 
career has been disappointing and unworthy.  I remember his coming to the Castle at 
Auckland on one of Ella’s Fridays, & being much attracted to him.  He seemed marked out 
for a career which should bring honour to the famous title which he had inherited.  I wrote 
both to Lady Eden, and to her son, Anthony.*  The last letter ran thus:-    
 
[173] 
 My dear Mr Eden, 
 

This morning I received from your Mother a very kindly expressed request 
that I should give an address at the Memorial Service on Monday: and I had, with 
very deep regret, found myself unable to comply with the request she had been good 
enough to make. 

 
I have frequently within recent years urged on the clergy the undesirableness 

of complying with the modern tendency to revert to the practice of preaching 
Funeral Sermons, and delivering addresses at Memorial Services.  And this opinion I 
have placed on record in the Autobiography which I have ventured to inflict on the 
public. 

You will, I know, understand that I could not without impropriety and some 
loss of self-respect do myself what I deprecate others doing. 

But I am sorry not to [174] accord with a request which I deeply appreciated, 
the more since it would indicate how much I respect your Family, and how highly I 
regard you and your great public services. 

With very kind regards, and real sympathy with you on a personal 
bereavment in the midst of such heavy public responsibilities. 

  Believe me, 
   Most sincerely yours, 
    H. Hensley Henson, Bishop. 

The Right Honble Anthony Eden, M.P. 
The Foreign Office, 
 Whitehall, S.W.1. 
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Probably I shall but give offence, and convey the impression that I am an inconvenient & 
irrational “crank”, who “takes himself too seriously”, but it was not possible for me to do 
something which I could not do without some forfeiture of my own self-respect. 
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[175] 
Friday. February 12th, 1943. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. 50o. 
 
I received the “external examiner’s” Fee (£3 : 3 : 0) for damning the doctor’s thesis from 
Aberdeen Univ:.  Also, a letter from Charles Pattinson,* or rather a part of a letter, for 
evidently one of the 3 sheets on which it had been written, had disappeared. 
 
The Prime Minister’s great oration in the H. of C. “reporting” his recent tour fills the papers. 
 
I worked at the Astrological Paper – making references to possible material.  It is well enough 
as  an exercise in “browzing”, but hardly promises anything more substantial. 
 
In the afternoon, I took a “constitutional” round Chattisham, but the violent westerly wind 
made walking comfortless and fatiguing. 
 
I am disappointed by the poor aspect of the garden in the matter of flowers, for I had so 
often pressed on Dade my desire for an ample display, that my expectations were large: and 
the result so far is small. 
 
The wireless describes British soldiers as showing much interest in the magnificent relics of 
the Roman Empire which they are now coming upon in Tunisia.  These [inserted above  
ruins] are full of sombre suggestiveness.        
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[176] 
Saturday, February 13th, 1943. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. 47o.  A fine morning. 
 
Nuffield announces another immense donation - £10,000.000, affirming his unshaken belief 
in the power of private enterprize, & stating his intention of continuing to continue [sic] in 
his business.    Among the purposes for which this great endowment is planned is included 
“the care and comfort of aged persons”.  I feel a direct personal interest in his benevolence! 
 
At 1 p.m. the Wireless reported the speech which President Roosevelt has broadcast in 
Washington.  It repeats the decisive & minatory language of the Prime Minister, whom he 
describes as “a great English gentleman”, which recalls the unkind contrast between Winston 
Churchill and Lloyd George, which was often repeated some years ago – “Winston C. was 
born a gentleman, & never remembers it: Lloyd George was born a   cad, & never forgets it”.  
I approve the policy of “unconditional surrender”; but I doubt the wisdom of proclaiming it 
so frequently, before the victory has been gained.  The probable effect is to strengthen the 
[inserted above  will of the] German people to fight on to the last: & it gives a certain 
confirmation to the lies which Hitler & Goebbells [sic] never cease to pour out in order to 
inflame the hatred, and authenticate the fears of their people.    
 
[177] 
 
I walked for an hour & 40 minutes during the afternoon, meditating much on this Literary 
paper. 
 
The difficulty about “Astrology in Christendom” is the greater, the more I reflect on it.  There 
is first the objection that the subject cannot easily be brought into the category of 
“Literature”.  There would, perhaps, be no great difficulty about composing an essay which 
wd be interesting, and informing: but, since the whole field of “Divination” has been worked 
over very thoroughly, the essay could make no claim to originality.  There would be a certain 
interest in connecting the alleged revival of “astrology” in the modern world, & notably in 
Germany, with previous revivals in similar epochs of extreme social dislocation, e.g. in the 
age which witnessed the end of the Roman Republic and the beginnings of the Roman 
Empire: in the disappearance of the Empire before the onset of the Teutonic peoples: in the 
Middle Ages, notably in the XIVth century: at the Reformation: during the 30 years War: in 
England during the Civil War: and at the French Revolution.  But all this has no very apparent 
expression in Literature: and I certainly have no adequate equipment of knowledge.      
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[178] 
6th Sunday after Epiphany, February 14th, 1943. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. 47o.  A fine morning. 
 
The lesson for this Sunday is Micah ii.  After reading it through twice, my understanding is 
unfruitful.  Indeed, it carries no coherent sense to my mind, & no message to my conscience.  
It leaves me cold, puzzled, and resentful.  What good can it do to the hearers, when the 
reader can make nothing of it?  I suppose our ignorance of all the conditions which shaped & 
made intelligible the language of the “minor” prophets is the main reason why it is to us 
almost entirely meaningless.  But why then read it to the puzzled rustics?  Here and there a 
sentence, which has been made familiar by the Fundamentalist preachers, is welcomed as a 
spiritual oasis in the waste of tiresome logomachy, but, for the most part, “the hungry sheep 
look up, and are not fed?”  Are we guiltless in the matter, we who are the accredited 
shepherds of the Lord’s flock?  Might not a casuist, sane and sophistical, permit a breach of 
the rubrick which orders the reading of such a lesson, in order that the responsible pastor 
might provide his sheep with provender more nourishing and palatable?    
 
[179] 

We must all be Confessors (as the old Church called them who shone forth in an 
holy Life, or as this age calls them Professors) though we come not all to the 
honour of Martyrdom; and if any be ashamed of Christ, of them will Christ be 
ashamed before his Father. Shall that then be generally censured for Hypocrisy, 
which God requires of us, as a necessary duty? 
 
      Torshell. 3. 
 

We all attended Mattins in the parish church. I was interested in the Rector’s sermon. His 
text was Matt. 24: 30.  
 
“ Then shall appear the sign of the Son of man in heaven and they shall see the Son of Man 
coming on the clouds of heaven with power & great glory.” 
 
I was confirmed in the suspicion, which has steadily grown in my mind for some while past, 
that Moulsdale, in spite of his frequent professions of “up-to-date” acquaintance with 
Biblical criticism, & endorsement of its sound (i.e. non-German conclusions) [sic] remains at 
heart an impenitent and unteachable “Fundamentalist“ save, of course, as that character 
conflicts with “Catholick orthodoxy”! 
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[180] 
Monday, February 15th, 1943. 
 
Temperature at 7.30 a.m. 52°. Damp and dark. I received from the Post Office, a parcel of no 
less than 8 of my letters to Dick unopened, & stamped with dates from April 12th to May 31st, 
with the note: “It is regretted that this item sho could not be delivered because the 
Addressee is reported Prisoner-of-War.”.” [sic] I shall keep it in the hope that they may finally 
come into Dick’s hands from mine. 
 
The Bishop of Durham [Alwyn Williams*] writes to say that he had not seen Clapham’s 
reference to Monkwearmouth to which I had called his attention. 
 

“I will take the earliest opportunity I can of looking at the stone, & then of 
discovering how we may best deal with it. It would indeed be a delightful addition to 
our already rich heritage if it could be established as Benedict Boscop’s abbatial seal. 
I will let you know when I have been able to go into the matter.” 

 
Milford writes, thanking me for my “Birthday letter”, and adding that he “hopes to finish the 
typescript at the week end, & to be able to write to you about it during next week.” 
 
[181] 
 
He seems to have been not wholly displeased by what he has read so far:- 
 

I got through a great chunk of your type-script – delightfully easy to read – yesterday 
evening, & have now reached chapter xxii, and the delinquencies of my poor quasi 
brother-in-law Albert David.* 

 
Where does a “quasi brother-in-law” have its place in the “Table of kindred & Affinity 
wherein whosoever are related are Forbidden in Scripture and our Laws to marry together”? 
 
In response to my request for information as to Dante’s attitude towards Astrology, Linetta, 
with characteristic generosity, sends me a parcel of books, and a letter promising more 
information shortly. I am ashamed to cause her so much labour for so inadequate a cause; 
but what would you? The Audacity of Ignorance like the Faith of discipleship can “overcome 
the world”! 
 
I sent copies of my Book on “The Church of England” to the two Churchwards [sic] together 
with letters to their wives thanking them for their many gifts to my breakfast table! 
 
[182] 
 
I frittered away the time in more (and not very fruitful ‘browsing’) in the interest of the 
astrological paper. The wind was so high, and so cold, that, save for half an hour in the 
garden I remained in my study.  
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The news from Russia continues to be heartening. There the capture of Rostoff, and the 
encirclement of Kharkoff constitute a disaster for the Nazis hardly inferior to their débacle at 
Stalingrad. From Tunisia the news is disquieting. Rommel has made an attack on the 
Americans, and succeeded in advancing about 20 miles. This is the first time that the 
Americans have come into conflict with the Nazi stalwarts, and it is evident that they have 
yet something to learn. General Eisenhawer [sic] is unfortunate in thus inaugurating his 
supreme command with an unfortunate considerable set-back. Of course, in this strange 
war, the fortunes of conflict change rapidly, but the present aspect of affairs in Tunisia is not 
comfortable. Great emphasis is placed by the correspondents on the extremely difficult 
character of the country in which the Allied forces have to fight, and the really abominable 
weather. 
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[183] 
Tuesday, February 16th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 43֯. No letters. 
 

In the Convention Parliament which met in April 1660 he (sc the Earl of 
Northumberland) supported a general act of Indemnity, and was heard to say that 
'though he had no part in the death of the king, he was against questioning those 
who had been concerned in that affair; that the example might be more useful to 
posterity and profitable to future kings, by deterring them from the like exorbitances. 

 
   Article by C.H.F. [Firth*] in Dict. of N.B. 
 
This point of view argues considerable sagacity to adopt and considerable courage to affirm. 
It is perhaps that which the general opinion of historical students would now endorse. The 
recollection of his father’s fate did effectively restrain the despotic tendencies of his son, and 
the popular repugnance which the “Martyrdom” at Whitehall provoked in the crowd 
probably saved James II from a harsher fate than voluntary exile. The Earl of 
Northumberland leaves the impression on the student of the XVIIth century of an unusually 
sane, consistent, and honourable man. 
  



 
128 

 

<!170243> 
[184] 
Wednesday, February 17th, 1943. 
 

Peoples, like individuals, if offered opportunities of doing themselves physical or 
moral damage, are only too ready to accept them. 

 
 Warde Fowler. Social life in Rome in 
  The Age of Cicero. p. 354. 
 
I received a letter from Buff acknowledging my letter of condolence on her Mother’s death. 
She and her two sisters are “almost without domestic help in this big house.  
(Murraythwaite) 
 

I remember so well when you first came to stay with my Father – at Dalton Manse. 
How kind it was of you many years later to come here and marry us me; though 
neither of us is perfect, Jim & I are very happy together. I hope our daughter Anne 
will go to Oxford in October – she is beginning some of the Entrance Examinations 
tomorrow.  

 
It startles me to hear that Buff has a daughter old enough to go to University. But others 
grow old as well as myself, and none grow so fast and change so much as those who are in 
their early teens! 
 
[185] 
 
I occupied the morning with preparing notes for another talk to the patients in the Red Cross 
Hospital. My subject was again the House of Commons, and I think that they were not quite 
so bovinely disinterested as last week. 
 
The nurses suggested that Tuesday at 2.30 p.m. would be a more convenient time than 
Wednesday at 4 p.m. for these talks: and I promised to turn up at that time next week. 
 
The debate on the Beveridge* Report discloses a curiously reckless attitude of mind on the 
part of “Labour”, and of that section of the Tories which appears desirous of posing to the 
nation as more “Socialistic” than the Socialists. The obviously reasonable position of the 
Government viz; that they cannot reasonably pledge themselves to legislate immediately for 
the adoption of the entire scheme proposed in the Report until they have satisfied 
themselves that the financial implications are satisfactory is fiercely denounced as if it 
amounted to a rejection of the scheme and a betrayal of the nation. Yet the soundness of 
the finance involved would appear the obviously necessary assumption condition of 
legislation. 
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[186] 
Thursday, February 18th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 46°. Another dull damp morning.  
 
Milford sends me his suggestions for the cutting down of the MS. of Vol II, and “sweetens” it 
by a cheque for £75, on account of Royalties thereon.  His proposals add the repulsiveness of 
‘Bowdlerism’ to the humiliation of abridgement!  He writes:-  
 

“I have now read all the (nearly) 200,000 words with great interest. On emerging I 
felt that the autobiographer had painted his own picture very vividly, and was there 
for all to see, Cromwellian marks and all. 
 
And what more can be asked of an Autobiographer? 
 
Alas! Some thousands of words ought to go if we are not to print a miserably small 
edition of this volume; not only the two appendices – the first of which I can spare 
without much regret – but some of the diary itself. And from the diary what should, 
I fear, go first are many of the comments on eminent colleagues who are happily 
still with us e.g. (I write from memory without verification) [187] Lang, Temple, 
Talbot, Barnes (passim), Headlam[)].My impression is that a surprising amount of 
space can be saved with the loss, I admit of many pungent criticisms – in this way. 
If the book is still, as I fear it may be, on the long side, there were, I noticed in 
reading, a certain number of trivia which could be omitted without damage to the 
‘pattern on the carpet’. 

 
He goes on to suggest that his ‘sleuth’ should ‘go through the whole 200,000 words a????ed 
as it were again’, and return the whole to me marking in square brackets any sentences 
that he thinks might be omitted, whether for charity’s sake or merely to save space, and 
stating how many thousand words of ???? many thousand words  have thus been saved.  
I think the historical value of the book will be considerably lessened by cutting out the 
personal descriptions, but the ‘trivia’ are only valuable as certifying the fidelity with which 
the Journal has been quoted in the book. 
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[188] 
 
I replied immediately as follows:- 
 

My dear Sir Humphrey. 
 
First, let me thank you for bestowing so much personal labour on what must have 
been the wearisome task of wading through the typescript. 
 
Next, let me thank you for the cheque which is very welcome just now when income 
tax has been paid. It is in the nature of what cormorantic barristers are wont to 
describe as “refreshers”, to the limitless consolation of their clients. 
 
I accept very willingly the course which you suggest viz. that your “sleuth” shd go 
through the typescript, and mark on it the omissions which he thinks might be made, 
and add his estimate of the number of words which they contain. I am in the mood to 
acquiesce in whatever omissions are thought to be requisite, for I think it wd be 
advantageous if vol. II shd not be held up longer [189] than is absolutely necessary, & 
it wd be regrettable if the book were apparently inferior in type & scale to vol. I. 
The value of the personal comments and criticisms of contemporaries, which you 
think violate charity is to my thinking historical. The modern tendency to a kind of 
hagiological “mutual admiration” is so disgusting to me, and so obscuring of the 
truth, that I am even prepared to risk some personal odium in order to correct it. 
The trivia are only valuable as indicating the faithfulness with which the journal has 
been reproduced, but I cd part with them very willingly. 
 
But, whether by bowdlerization or by curtailment, an Autobiography must take final 
form by way of the Author’s disciplinary humiliation! A small penance for the 
impudence which induced him to adventure on his foolish task. 
 
[190] 
 
I think the attitude of the Government on the Beveridge Report is quite obviously 
right: and the noisy clamour against it dismally indicative of mental and moral 
disintegration. 
 
How can it be reasonable, or morally defensible to adopt a vast, complicated, and 
very costly scheme without first showing how its expenditure is provided? I dislike 
intensely the now prevailing fashion of substituting the fervours of peroration for the 
labours of argument. But this is the way with modern democracy. It lives in a golden 
age ^haze^ of superlative compliment & Millenarian speculation until the neglected 
realities assert themselves inexorably. 
 
Oh for the strength and sanity of Bishop Butler!* 
 
“Things & actions are what they are, and their consequences will be what they will 
be; why, therefore, should we desire to be deceived? 
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[191] Forgive this mingle-mangle, 
 And believe me, 
  Sincerely and obliged, 
   H. Hensley Henson 
    Bishop  

The Bishop of St E. and I writes to ask me to take the chair at one of [the] meetings arranged 
in Ipswich during “a Religion and Life Week” in September. Charles Raven*  is to be the 
speaker, & his subject is “Christianity & the Modern Outlook”. 
 

“I think we shd like the Chairman to speak for about 10 minutes or a quarter of an 
hour….. It was the unanimous wish of the Committee that you should be invited”. 
 

I am out of accord with the Archbishop’s notion of what effect Christianity ought to have on 
“the Modern Outlook on Life”, for his accentuated drift towards identifying the Christian 
Social duty with the advocacy of Socialistic policy offends my reason, & conflicts with my 
understanding of Christianity.  
 
[192] 
 
Charles Raven is gifted and attractive, but he is perverse and fanatical. He supports the 
Archbishop’s policy with a measure of extravagance which obscures its merits and 
exaggerates its defects, he is also a pacifist and a feminist. How, then, could I rightly 
associate myself publicly with a movement authorized by the Archbishop and advocated by 
the Professor? Moreover, the deeper issues for the moment left out of count, I am 
persuaded that these elaborately organized “stunts” are practically futile. They are as vain 
as labouring to galvanize a corpse into life. The objections which I urged against the methods 
& assumptions of “Copec” in 1924 (v. “Quo Tendimus) still appear to me sound, and equally 
relevant to “Malvern” ^in 1943^. The failure of the “National Mission” during the last War 
will be repeated in the failure of the “Religion & Life Week” in the present War. I cannot self-
respectingly act as if I believed in such efforts. Therefore, at whatever risk of 
misunderstanding, I shall decline the Bishop’s request. 
 
The day developed into a mild and pleasant prægustation of the Spring.  
 
[193] 
 
The Archbishop of York (Garbett)* writes: 
 

I am delighted to hear that you have finished the second volume of your Retrospect. I 
hope you will not have to cut down the MS too drastically, for I feel that your book is 
a very valuable statement of the Church history of your period from a different point 
of view from that which is given by George Bell or will be given later on by the 
biographer of Archbishop Lang. 
 

The Labour amendment on the Beveridge Report debate has been rejected by nearly 3 to 1 
after a speech by Herbert Morrison,* the Home Secretary. 
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Nothing re-assuring has come from Tunisia. It is evident that Rommel has inflicted on 
Americans a very considerable defeat, in which heavy losses in men & material have been 
inflicted. Meanwhile, the abominable weather continues & almost prohibits activity in the 
air. 
 
It is reported that the Prime Minister is confined to his bed with a feverish chill. If he were 
taken, who can be found to take his place? 
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[194] 
Friday, February 19th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 44°. A fine morning. 
 
Anthony Eden* sends me a friendly letter, appreciating my reason for declining to give an 
address at the Memorial service for his sister, the Dowager Countess of Warwick, and 
expressing agreement with my views. 
 
Lawrence Holt writes a charming account of his own views on the War etc. He is certainly a 
very attractive, and (I fear) very unrepresentative type of commercial magnate, though it 
may be the case that, even in the paganized Israel of British commerce, the Lord has still an 
elect number, the 7000 of the Elijah legend, who have not worshipped Baal, nor kissed his 
image. 
 
The Times is in some perplexity how best to belittle and explain away the result of the 
division on the Labour amendment (335 against 119 for) in the House last night and, of 
course, the Daily Herald ingeminates fulminations and jeremiads. Herbert Morrison 
evidently made a powerful and effective speech for the Government, and he carries weight 
with Labour. Bevin* significantly holds his peace.  
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[195] 
Saturday, February 20th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48°. Morning, still and clouded. 
 
Milford sends me a cutting from “The Oxford Magazine”, containing a long review, headed 
“Dr Henson’s Retrospect” and signed with the initials J. M. T., which, he thinks, “probably 
conceal J. M. Thompson* of Magdalen. 
 
Milford adds: 
 

“An interesting and perhaps one might say, rather charming review. I hope you will 
like it”. 
 

I read the article with considerable interest, and could not but admit that, though by no 
means wholly favourable, it was neither unfair nor unfriendly. Its opening paragraph is not 
without value, though I suspect that the unnamed lady was probably more offended by my 
well-known opposition to Feminism and “Christian Socialism”, than to anything which I had 
endeavoured to “explain” to her. Personally, I should not easily be brought to regard my 
excellent friend, Rashdall,* as a persuasive expositor of challenged opinions, but he was 
sound on “Votes for Women” and the “White lists of approved Employers” issued by the 
Oxford branch of the Christian Social Union.  
 
[196] 
 
The opening paragraph runs thus: 
 

“Why is it, Dr Rashdall” enquired a lady at an Oxford tea-party, “why is it that when 
you explain something to me, I agree, but when Dr Henson explains the same thing, 
I disagree?[”?] What is it that has made this clever and friendly man the malleus 
episcoporum, the enfant terrible of the Church of England? His offences are half 
forgotten nowadays. But consider the indictment as he puts it himself, with 
characteristic frankness, in his recently published autobiography. 
 

After recapitulating my list of provocations present^ed^ to so many streaks of opinion, it 
proceeds to inquire what it was which made Henson a fighter. It is partly temperamental – 
the middle class quality of “English moral courage” and partly acquired.  
 

“A mental courage, a lucidity (rather than depth) of apprehension, and a 
confidence in his own judgement that is French rather than English. French, too – 
perhaps unconsciously modelled on Massillon and Bourdalone – is the formal and 
elaborate style which has made Henson [197] a great preacher, but a rather puzzling 
and provocative correspondent….. 
 
Those who knew Henson only by his letters to the Times were charmingly surprized 
when they met him by qualities which he could not put into print. His elaborate & 
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artificial style (they found) was the expression of a simple and unaffected mind. His 
intention was only leased to controversy: it was owned by convictions whose rights 
he never questioned. The surface of self-assurance covered a deep humility. A peace-
lover at heart, he was driven into hostility by the presence in the world of what were 
to him intolerable wrongs or unforgivable stupidities….. 
 
If he had accepted – as he nearly did, after Charles Bigg’s death – the Professorship 
of Ecclesiastical History, he might have stimulated an earlier and yet greater increase 
of interest in that subject in Oxford. 
 

This reads to me as sincere and generously intentioned; it certainly cannot be discounted as 
either conventional or unconsidered.  
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[198] 
Septuagesima, February 21st, 1943. 
 
The indispensable but intermittent Sybil who assists the process of our domestic economy 
having so mishandled the culinary mechanism that its activity could not be maintained, I 
found my study reduced to culinary appendage, egg-boiling saucepans confronting me, & 
intercepting the warms & light of the fire! 
 
A heavy mist lay over the country like a blanket. 
 
Before going to Church for Mattins, I write to Sir Arthur Eddington (see next page), & posted 
my letter on the way to service. I read the lessons, but with unusual difficulty, for the light 
was very bad. Happily the lessons were familiar, so that I could eke out my failing sight by my 
memory. The Rector’s sermon was largely inaudible to me sitting within the altar-rail: but I 
heard enough to learn that he was boldly embarking on the oldest, and most intractable of 
all the problems which shadow the mind of a thoughtful Christian – the origin, meaning, and 
final destiny of Evil in a World which the Creator Himself declared to be “very good”. I think, 
if the rustics listened, which I hardly think was likely, he must have raised more questions 
that he answered. 
 
[199] 
 
   February 21st, 1943. 
 

Dear Sir Arthor Eddington, 
 
Will you forgive me for inflicting a letter on you for a very inadequate reason? Some 
while ago I had the good fortune to dine with The Club when you chanced to be also 
dining. You had recently returned from a visit to India, and in conversation I asked 
you whether you had come across any competent astronomers among the Hindhus, 
and (according to my recollection) you replied “Yes: there are competent 
astronomers among the Hindhus: but I was surprized to notice the prevalence of 
Astrology: even in the studies of astronomers there were astrolobes [sic]on their 
tables”. This was the gist of my recollection, and I thought a reference to it wd fitly 
introduce a paper on Astrology in Christendom which I have undertaken to read in 
the autumn. 
 
But I could not do this without [200] making sure that I did not ‘take your name in 
vain’ by ascribing to you what was not wholly accurate. It would be really kind if you 
would confirm or disallow my recollection. 
 
I should not dream of referring to you without your permission, and I have but too 
good reason for knowing how untrustworthy one’s recollection of conversation may 
be. 

With many apologies, 
I am, 
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most faithfully yours 
H. Hensley Henson 
Bishop 
 

Sir Author Eddington O. M. 
 " " 
The Observatory 
Cambridge  
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[201] 
Monday, February 22nd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 43°. Still, overcast, dull, 
 
Another letter from Dick dated 2nd Oct. 1942 and with a considerable passage effectively 
blacked out. He writes as a prisoner of War, and describes his position as fairly comfortable: 
 

We each have a bed and a chest of drawers and manage pretty well. Nearly all the 
officers here are from different units, & were captured at different times & places, so 
we are spared the eternal business of refighting old battles which goes on at other 
camps. 

  
<!230243> 
Tuesday, February 23rd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 43°. Weather calm but sunless. 
 
I occupied the morning in preparing notes for my “talk” on “Parliament and the Army” to the 
soldiers in the Hospital. This was attended by about the same number of men, & (perhaps) 
interested them. I returned to Hyntle Place as quickly as possible, in order to receive Davey, 
the Vicar of ^Coddenham^. After tea, I had some interesting talk with him. He is very keen 
about the 17th century, & appears to know a good deal about it.  
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[202] 
Wednesday, February 24th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 44°. A glorious day, mild and sunny. 
 
The violets in the garden were at their most aromatic, and the green blades of the daffodils 
are pushing through the soil. Snowdrops & crocuses are were at their best; anemones and 
primroses were making a distinctive contribution to a land of promise.  
 
I read a booklet on “Astrology. In the Light of Science and Religion” by Clement F. Rogers, 
published by the Student Christian Movement Press. It is no more than a slight sketch, but 
may be useful for its purpose. 
  
It occurred to me that possibly a suitable subject for a literary society paper might be the 
17th century habit of writing “characters”, illustrations being found in the compositions of 
Clarendon, Earle, Bishops Hall and Jeremy Taylor, Fuller, Burnet, Baxter &c. Did not this habit 
illustrate the intensely individualistic tendency of the xviith century – the age of Puritan 
domination, of the birth of Toleration, of the great original masters of science? The frenzied 
sectarianism of the Civil War and Interregnum was the result of exorbitant individualism. 
Something, perhaps, might be worked out on these lines.  
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[203] 
Thursday, February 25th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 47°. A heavy white mist covers all. 
 
I received the following from Sir Sir [sic] Arthur Eddington in reply to mine (p. 199). 
 

Observatory, Cambridge. 
Feb. 23rd, 1943. 
 

Dear Bishop Henson. 
 
I think your recollection is probably right except that it would be an astrological 
journal (I think the Astrological Monthly) that I saw on the table at the Observatory, 
not an astrolobe [sic]. 
 
I have an atrociously bad memory and do not definitely recall this incident. But I 
remember the shock of seeing this astrological journal side by side with the 
proceedings of the Royal Society on the table where the current periodicals were laid 
out in the University Library at Bombay. Also on two occasions Vice-Chancellors of 
the Universities I visited spoke to me of Astrology as an important science which 
[204] ought to be encouraged. It was evidently rife among the Arts professors in the 
university; but the Science staff whom I met were free from it. (I expect that in the 
lesser universities the science staff may believe in it). 
 
There are a few very competent astronomers in Indian Observatories, and (apart 
from the Observatories) there are four or five Indians, who are men of the very 
highest distinction and international repute. 
 

Yours sincerely 

A.S. Eddington 
 

The rest of the morning was wasted in answering Alington’s request that I would criticize or 
amend the inscription which he desires to place on a tablet in the cloisters of Durham 
Cathedral; which boldly describes the prior as “John Washington of this country” and 
assumes that his family was that from which the famous President who couldn’t lie was 
descended. I rather suspect that the modern village has been called after the said President 
(of Toronto). 
 
[205] 
 
I returned the “Life of Smuts” to Sir Gerald Ryan, and walked the longer road through 
Hintlesham. On my return to the house, I wrote to Grant Robertson. 
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Beaverbrook and Strabolgi in the House of Lords, and Stokes in the House of Commons 
make themselves mischievous with their questions. I suppose these men must be accepted 
as inevitable conditions of our political liberty. 
 
On the whole, the news from Tunisia has improved. Rommel, though still formidable, has 
certainly met with a decided check. 
 
Sir James Grigg, as Minister of War, has made a heartening statement about the 
performance of the Army during the past year. There still appears to be some anxiety as to 
the fighting effect of the new monster Tank, which the Germans have brought into action. 
 
Gandhi’s Fast continues, but his condition after 15 days of it, is said to be “critical”. There is 
plainly a volume of sentimental opinion both in America & in Britain which presses for his 
release unconditionally, but Amery* announces the Government’s decision to support the 
firm attitude, hitherto maintained by the Government of India. 
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<!260243> 
[206] 
Friday, February 26th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48°. Another fine day. 
 
My only letter was a long & interesting one from E. H. Blakeney. He writes:- 
 

I have just finished reading vol. I of your book: previously I had merely dipped into it. 
I cannot refrain from saying how deeply interesting I have found this record, which 
will take its place among the (few) outstanding autobiographies of our time. Besides 
its other interesting sidelights on the ecclesiastical movements of the last half 
century, it possesses for me several points of personal concern, in the fact that it 
gives sketches of some men whom I have known personally. Glazebrook was one: he 
was my intimate friend during all my days in Ely, where I was H. M. of the King’s 
School. To him I owed much, & it gave me a melancholy satisfaction when the Editor 
of the Times asked me to write his Obituary which I did. His controversy with Chase 
was, in many ways, unfortunate; in certain broad aspects he was right enough [207] 
(I think) but, from the purely academic point of view, he was no match for the 
bishop. Both their volumes are now forgotten, but they raised some dust at the 
moment. Chase was a man of the highest integrity, but he had little sense of 
humour, and (as his friend and colleague at Queens, Prof. Kennett told me) grew 
curiously suspicious and aloof after his appointment to Ely. I had some walks & talks 
with him at Zermatt, but did not find him particularly sympathetic in outlook.  
 
I wish you had been able to say more about H. C. G. Moule, whom I knew very well 
indeed: I lived in his house for 15 months, seeing him everyday. He was a saint in his 
inner life, but no great figure in the practical concerns of existence, and I cd but 
regret his elevation to the Episcopate. I always had a fancy that the dominating 
influence, in the mundane sphere, was Mrs Moule, about whom various opinions 
may be held. The sharp severance that took [208] place, at Ridley, between him and 
his Vice-Principal (Schneider) was Mrs Fallor, largely oweing to her influence. The 
breach was never healed. Schneider, not long before his death, wrote me a long - 
perhaps prejudiced, - account of the whole sorry business, but I steadfastly ignored 
the information when, about a year ago, I wrote a few columns of reminiscences of 
Moule for the “Record”. Gore I never met: he was idolised by some on what 
appeared to me hardly adequate grounds. He always struck me as rather like a very 
active watch-dog on a rather short chain: like the Ideas of Plato, he never moved 
after 1889, though his Lux M.[undi] essay gave hopes that he might. Your occasional 
references to the Evangelicals of course arrested my attention. I may be wrong but it 
always seems to me that their rigid Fundamentalism, with its accompanying 
Bibliolatry, (I am speaking of the old “Standard”-bearers) has proved a constant 
obstacle to their influence. The neo-Evangelicals [209] have broken loose from their 
former mentors, in considerable degree: today many of them wd welcome your 
fortright words on p. 103. 
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Here is a problem: is it right that the unexpurgated O. T. should be circulated by 
missionaries and Bible societies among uneducated heathen? I have recently read 
with particular care (and in masses) the whole O. T. from Genesis to the end of Kings: 
and, quite frankly, I find much there that is not only unedifying but positively harmful 
- in places, even shocking. What then ought to be done? Much of our Lectionary, 
too, is unsuitable to uninstructed congregations. Old Tom Paine, 150 years ago, 
made a savage attack, on all this sort of thing, with vast exaggeration and plenty of 
scurrility, yet he did put his coarse finger on certain pages so that we must now 
admit he had some justification for his iconoclastic methods of attacking. I had a 
Muslim up here to see me recently, and he remarked: “What [210] right have 
Christian missionaries to abuse our Korân while they circulate your Old Testament? 
 
I saw you mention our late Dean, Hutton. As you probably know, for some time he 
was under a cloud, and people here were not very charitable in their judgements. I 
refused, steadily, to believe all that was hinted at: and the last walk he ever had at 
Winchester, before his death not long afterwards, was with me. 
 
You have probably see Inge’s latest book: very attractive, in some ways, without any 
diminution of power (so it seemed to me when I read it last week). His last letter to 
me was a sad one: the loss of his son has evidently hit him hard. No wonder. Do you 
know our new bishop Haigh? He appears to me most approachable, & people like 
him much. 
 
The unspeakable Huns visited us a week ago smashing up some houses, killing about 
[211] eight people, and wounding fifteen. 
 
These wanton doings are being duly entered in the book of the nation’s 
remembrance, and the guilty contrivers of such barbarities will have to pay to the 
uttermost farthing. If we shrink from the just task, Russia assuredly will not. 
 
You question the word ‘avene’ in my lines to Stalin. Anything you say would be 
received by me with respect, indeed: but perhaps, the word might be defended, as it 
is not quite the same as ‘revenge’, which I purposely omitted. There are two N. T. 
passages that might be quoted: James ii.13 and the tremendous passage in Rev. xviii. 
4-8. Germany has been guilty of such unparalleled atrocities that the word “yard-
stick” is totally, inexplicable to measure her guilt. 
 
Since I wrote to you about Astrological books, I have noted two more authors, who 
might be worth attention. Franz Cumont’s ‘Astr. and Religion’ Augustine de Civ. D. bk 
V. Whether you would care [212] to look at the ‘“Centuries” of Nostrodamus’ as 
given in J. Lavers recent volume (1942) I do not presume to say. Anyhow, I do 
earnestly hope you will write that address and publish it: it is really needed. 
 
This letter was intended to be a ‘Note’, it has become something much worse: I hope 
to be forgiven, but yr letters are so full of interest that I have been led astray from 
my original purpose. 
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With respectful & affectionate greetings. 
Yours 
E. H. Blakeney 

 
Ella and Fearne went to Ipswich and visited the cinema, dropping me at Abbey Oaks on the 
way. I had some pleasant talk with Woodbridge, in the course of which he told me that he 
had travelled from S. Africa in the same ship as carried Mrs Millins, the author of the Life of 
general Smuts: that she was a Jewess; and had not impressed him favourably. But he 
admitted her remarkable ability. I walked home, being “given a lift” in the Hospital car for 
the last half mile.  
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[213] 
Saturday, February 27th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 46°. A fine, still, cold day. 
 
I received an affectionate letter from Frank Capon, acknowledging a letter which I wrote to 
him on Christmas Day telling him that vol. I of my ‘Retrospect’ was unobtainable. His family 
had connexion with this part of Suffolk, where he spent “happy school holidays” at 
Tattingstone. 
 

“Two Sundays ago I was reading your lectures ‘Dissent in England’, a copy of which 
you gave me before you left for Westminster, and it took my mind back over the 
years (I was 59 this year) and reminded me so much of my happy association with 
you and the excellent advice you gave me upon so many occasions. 
 
By the same mail as your note, I received a letter from an old Ilford friend who tells 
me that the Hospital Chapel was not damaged, and that Dr Sparrow Simpson is still in 
charge. The Lych Gate for some reason has been removed.” 

 
[214] 
 
I frittered away the morning in making notes for the Astrological paper about some of the 
17th century astrologists, who are included in the D. N. B. e.g. William Lilley 1602-1681. 
 

John Heydon fl. 1667 
Rhys Evans b. 1607 
William Bedwell d. 1632 

“father of Arabic studies in England”. 
John Harvey ?1563-1592 
John Booker 1603-1667 
John Case fl. 1680-1700 

 
In Bailey’s Life of Fuller p. 271 there is a very informing note about Lilly, which does not give 
an attractive account of the astrologer. 
 

“Lilly uttered prophecies in favour of the King till the royal cause declined. He was 
consulted by Royalists with the King’s privity, on questions of policy, and he was well 
paid for his opinions. He predicted a battle for the King in 1645, but Naseby was the 
result! He afterwards gave his services to the Parliament, engaging his “body & soul” 
in their case… He foretold their victories, getting [good] pay here too for his pains.” 
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[215] 
Sexagesima, February 28th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48°. Another fine, calm day. 
 
The appointed lesson for Sexagesima is the narrative of the Fall of Man in Genesis iii. How 
can it edify a congregation of village folk? How may they be reasonably supposed to 
understand it? Probably, they are crudely “Fundamentalist”, and will take the story as 
record of fact: and their reverence for the Bible will make them blind to the glaring 
absurdities which, (literally understood) it so plainly contains. If there be any among them 
capable of so much independence of mind as to consider what they hear, they must needs 
be moved to doubt, or scorn, or flat unbelief. Of course, a thoughtful and well-educated 
parson, whose sympathy could perceive, & whose pastoral obligation could lead him to seek 
to relieve, the difficulties of his rustic congregation might help them much by emphasising 
the obviously crudity of the thought, theological, ethical, and social which finds expression 
in the story; and by pointing out the terrible problem which suggested it to primitive 
thinkers: but even so, the story has so coloured the Catholic tradition, & stamped itself on 
the New Testament that more questions will be raised by this method than can be 
answered.  
 
[216] 
 
Yesterday I sent a letter to the Times suggesting the lines in which Satan is pictured in 
Paradise Lost in the hour of his defeat, as applicable to Hitler now, when his disasters in 
Russia have led him to still more atrocious violences against his victims:- 
 
So stretch’d out huge in length the arch-fiend lay 
Chain’d on the burning lake; nor even thence 
Had risen or heaved his head, but that the Will 
And high permission of all-ruling Heaven 
Left him at large to his own dark designs; 
That with reiterated crimes he might 
Heap on himself damnation, while he sought 
Evil to others: and enraged might see 
How all his malice served but to bring forth 
Infinite goodness grace and mercy shown 
On man by him seduced: but on himself 
Treble confusion, wrath, & vengeance pour’d. 
 
Perhaps only the sledge-hammer of Hitler’s “Total War” could clear away the mighty fabric 
of what we called “Civilization”, & thus provide the conditions of a new and better effort in 
social construction to replace it. This is the dream, and faith, of Socialists and Communists. 
“Veritas temporis filia”. We must wait.  
 
[217] 
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We all attended Mattins, and I read the lessons but with apparent difficulty through my 
failing sight. The cross-lights in the church, the windows being on 3 sides, cooperates with 
my physical defect to confuse me. The Rector’s sermon was from the text “As in Adam, all 
die; even so, in Christ shall all be made alive”, and his subject was “The Fall of Man”. He 
referred to the lesson as “symbolical”, but his doctrine was in essence demurely “Catholic”. I 
do not pretend to be an expert in “orthodoxy”, but it seemed to me difficult to bring some 
of his dogmatic pronouncements within the boundaries of exact orthodox teaching. 
However, his general position, and evident intention was to be equally definite, sound, and 
before all things, “Catholic”. I do not think his little flock could have understood what he 
said, and I am sure that, if they did, they could hardly have been edified. If such teaching, 
delivered with such assumption of unquestionable authority, is what we must understand 
by the “definite Church teaching”, which our ecclesiastical leaders press for as indispensable 
in the elementary schools, it is not hard to understand the determined opposition which 
they arouse among teachers and “intelligentsia”. 
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[218] 
Monday, March 1st, 1943. 
 
Temperature 50°. A brilliant morning. 
 
I slept indifferently, probably because my normal “constitutional” had been omitted: but I 
thought much about the paper for the “Society of Literature”, which with inexplicable 
complaisance I undertook to write. It seems hardly possible to bring “Astrology in 
Christendom” within the ambit of “Literature”, thought it may fitly, perhaps usefully, be 
treated in an independent essay, such as Blakeney desires. But it might, perhaps, be 
possible to put together some reflections on the effect of War on Literature. Might it not be 
fairly maintained that 2 kinds of War are extremely unfavourable to the output of literature 
viz: barbarian War the violence of a lower type of culture on a higher, and “total War”, 
which adds to the normal and inevitable destruction, the calculated ruthlessness of hatred 
(ideological and religious wars). The Dark Ages superimposed upon Imperial Civilization by 
the Barbarian (Teutonic) wars. The Mohammedan Conquests were both barbarian and 
religious in the East. The Religious [219] Wars of the XVIth century and the “Thirty years 
War” in the XVIIth were “total Wars”. How did literature fare under these calamities? 
The Reigns of Louis XIV and Queen Anne were filled with War, yet both were eminent in 
literature: But in both cases the Wars were fought out in foreign lands, leaving the home 
countries in peace. 
 
The case of Italy in the XVIIth and XVIIIth centuries = a permanent intellectual and aesthetic 
injury, definitely destroying Italian primacy in Europe. 
 
War involves some obviously injurious factors e. g. the destruction of literary potency, since 
 

young men whose natural quality has been largely undisclosed are destroyed.  
the wastage of material resources, which would normally have assisted art and 
science 
the division of human interest from the higher to the lower level of human concern 
the exaltation of physical force. (Militarism) 

 
[220] 
Monday, March 1st (continued) 
 
I occupied, or rather frittered away, the morning in “browsing”, with an eye on my literary 
paper, and made a few notes. Also, I wrote to Betty Bruce Steer, expressing a very 
chastened satisfaction at Sir Richard Acland’s* donation of his Devonshire properties to the 
National Trust (17.000 acres). Holnicote House is included. My cousin Arthur Rawle would 
have been distressed. The donor accompanies his benefaction with a declaration of his 
Socialistic principles. Neither these nor his Christian profession are compatible with his 
tenure of a large landed estate. I am reminded of the fatuous altruistic fervour which 
dominated the French nobles and clergy in 1789. 
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Ella took me for a pleasant walk over the fields to Burnstall, where we visited the parish 
church, and returned by way of the garden gate to Hyntle Place. This little church pleases 
me. It has a quiet dignity of its own, combined with an unusual elaboration. The arcades 
between the nave & the aisles is said to be a reduced copy of Milan Cathedral, and gives a 
certain richness of effect. Some old benches in the north aisle clearly belong to an earlier 
date than that of the main fabric.  
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[221] 
Tuesday, March 2nd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 52°. Bright, but a cold north wind. 
 
Timoshenko has re-appeared again, & effectively as directing a new offensive in the 
Leningrad area, where a promising start has been made. In the Donetz area, the Russians 
are almost immobilised by the thaw, which enables the Nazis to bring up considerable 
reserves, of men & material. Repeated and costly offensives are making the situation 
doubtful, but it is too soon to be sure of anything. 
 
In Tunisia, the villainous weather plays into Rommel’s hands, & gains the time which we can 
ill afford to lose. 
 
Ella and Fearne betook themselves to Ipswich. 
 
A man came to offer some more wood from the Park. I agreed to take 4 loads at 30/- per 
load, with a reduction of 5/- on the whole, i. e. £5:15:0. 
 
I occupied myself in preparing notes for a “Talk” in the Hospital about India: I found the 
official notes for the “Talkers” very serviceable. They bring together the essential facts with 
remarkable skill and lucidity, & demonstrate the hopelessness of the policy of democratising 
India! 
 
[222] 
 
About 40 men, mostly new arrivals, attended my “talk”; and were, I think, interested. 
Several were sailors. Some questions were asked, which indicated rather more intelligence 
than commonly marks such interrogation. I walked home by the fields. 
 
I started reading Holland Rose’s book, which has been on my shelves, “William Pitt & 
National Revival” [London, 1911]. The Introduction has many wise obiter dicta, of which the 
following is a sample: 
 

“Only those can read aright the riddle of the modern sphynx who have ears for both 
her tones, who hearken not only to the shouts of leaders and the roar of mobs, but 
also to the multitudinous hum of the workshop, the factory, and the mine”. 

 
Pitt’s reply to an Irish peer, who, in Sept 1709, applied for a British peerage, is worth 
reading: 
 

“There is a passage in the conclusion of your Lordship’s letter on which it is 
impossible for me not to remark that it appears to convey an intimation with respect 
to what may be your political conduct, which would at all events induce me to 
decline being the chance of bringing your application before His Majesty”. 
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[223] 
Wednesday, March 3rd, 1943. 
 

 Dear Mr Hollis, 
 
Your letter, wh. I recd this morning, startled & distressed me exceedingly, for it was 
the first indication that had come to me that M. K. [Martin Kiddle*] was in any 
trouble, & now I must needs conclude from what you have written that he is in the 
worst kind of trouble. 
 
It is obvious that I cannot usefully offer him advice until I am acquainted with the 
facts which are relevant to an understanding of his present situation. 
 
It needs no saying that I shd be, not often willing, but also eager, to give him any 
assistance in my power, but I can do nothing without knowing the truth of which I 
am at present completely ignorant. Your letter startled me with the shock of a most 
unwelcome surprise. 
 
Believe me, Yours v. faithfully, 
H. Hensley Henson 
Bp 
 
Arthur Hollis Esq. 
6 Foxglove Avenue 
Roundhay, Leeds, [?8]. 

 
[224] 
 
From Sir Arthur Eddington I received the following. 
 

Observatory 
Cambridge 
 
March 1st, 1943 
 
Dear Bishop Henson,  
I fully agree with what you propose to write, & am quite willing that my name should 
be mentioned. 
 
Yours most sincerely. 
A. S. Eddington 

 
Mr W. Hedges of 9 Portman Road, Ipswich, brought oak wood sawn up into suitable lengths 
for use, & received in payment £11:10:0. The cost of warming this house is not negligible. 
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My letter, suggesting that Milton’s description of Satan was applicable to Adolf Hitler, 
appeared in the Times under the heading (for which I am not responsible) “The Arch-Fiend”. 
The temperature at 7.30 a.m. was [55], but the wind was so cold that I was reluctant to walk 
in the afternoon, & kept in my study.  
 
[225] 
 

These ennobling efforts [to remedy the most glaring abuses of the 18th century] 
failed to make any impression on what is termed “Society”. 
 
The highest and the lowest strata are, as a rule the last to feel the thrill of new 
movements; for surfeit and starvation alike stunt the better instincts. Consequently 
Georgian England became strangely differentiated. The new impulses were quickly 
permeating the middle classes: but there the influence ceased. The flinty hardness of 
the upper crust, and the clayey sediment at the bottom, defied all efforts of an 
ordinary kind. The old order of things was not to be changed save by the explosive 
forces let loose in France in 1789. That year forms a dividing line in European history, 
as it does in the career of William Pitt. 
 
Though ominous signs of the approaching storm might already be seen, the noble 
and wealthy wasted their substance in the usual rundown of riotous living. 
 
Holland Rose “William Pitt and National Revival”. 
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[226] 
Thursday, March 4th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 43֯. Dull and depressing. This day made an ill start. The newspapers did not 
arrive, & I failed to hear the wireless at 8 a.m. My only letter was from Mrs Elliott. She 
enclosed a photograph of Dick, which she had received from Dick, & assumed to be intended 
for me, as it was one of 3. He looks better than I had feared, but photographs are deceptive. 
 
A great victory is reported from the S.W. Pacific – the greatest yet gained by aircraft acting 
without support from surface ships. The large Japanese force has been almost, if not 
completely, destroyed. 12 escorting warships, 10 transports with 15,000 Japanese troops on 
board, and 55 air-planes have been sunk, drowned & shot down. From Russia the reports 
are almost entirely favourable.  
 
It is quite evident that the Nazi reports are almost completely false, and had best be 
understood in senses contradictory of their statements. It is a curious question why, how 
long, & how effectively this policy of falsification can be maintained. The number of persons 
who cannot but know the truth must be very large, and rapidly increasing. 
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[227] 
Friday, March 5th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 44°. Weather fine and cold.  
 
More letters about M.K’s [Martin Kiddle*] lamentable case; & somebody sends me 
newspaper cuttings, from which I learn that, in last February, he was sentenced at Bow-
street on a charge of importuning soldiers in Piccadilly underground subway: that he was to 
have 3 months hard labour: that he appealed, when the imprisonment was cancelled, & 
instead he was bound over to be of good behaviour for two years. 
 

 “Announcing the Committee’s decision, Mr A.W. Cockburn K.C. said: “The committee 
have struggled against the pressure of the evidence against the appellant. It is with 
the deepest regret that we feel obliged in our conscience to disallow this appeal.” 

 
I wrote to the Dean of Westminster, who gave evidence as to his character. “The charge 
appeared to him to be fantastic.” I have heard eminent lawyers express the opinion that in 
cases implying sexual abnormality, testimonials to character, & reiterated protestations of 
innocence are quite worthless. What can I do? What ought I to attempt? 
 
[228] 
 
A cutting from “The English Churchman” runs thus:-  
 

“An evangelical contemporary records that “when Dr Hensley Henson was Bishop of 
Durham he revived the old custom of holding every year a service in commemoration 
of the Founders and Benefactors of the Cathedral & University”. 
…The commemoration was revived years before Dr Hensley Henson went to Durham 
by Handley Moule, after years of disuse, & the sermon which he preached on that 
occasion is included in “Cathedral & University sermons”. It was preached on 27th 
Jan. 1914.” 

 
It would appear that the anonymous evangelical Churchman’s zeal for Bishop Moule was 
greater than his knowledge of Bishop Henson, for while he credits the former with an action 
that was certainly the latter’s, he credits the latter with a position which he certainly did not 
hold. In 1914, I was not Bishop of Durham, but Dean. ? Six years later (1920) I did become 
Bishop. 
 
Herford walked with me, & had tea. 
 
Miss [Isobel] Headlam* arrived for a weekend visit. The train was much delayed by a crater 
in the line. 
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[229] 
Saturday, March 6th, 1943. 
Temperature 46°. A dark morning. 
 
Miss Headlam, who had a tremendous cold, enough to prostrate a continent with influenza, 
kept her room. Papers were delayed, presumably by the crater in the line; there were no 
letters for me; and the wireless reported nothing of interest. Under the heading; “Personal 
Tribute” there appeared in the Times of yesterday some poetry written by Captain H.A. 
Haggard:- 
 
E.C.U. writes from Haileybury College: 
 

When Stephen Haggard was only just 14 but well up the School at Haileybury, I 
told him as a result of his forgetting to bring in some of his books, to write a 
poem on forgetfulness. This is what he brought me… His death on active service 
has robbed the stage of an actor of distinction, but his charming eager 
personality will not fade from the memory. 
 
[The poem written by so young a poet deserves to be remembered as very 
remarkable. I insert it overleaf: p. 231. 

[230] 
  He, above the rest 
In shape & gesture proudly eminent, 
Stood like a tower; his form had not yet lost 
All her original brightness, nor appear’d 
Less than archangel ruin’d, & the excess 
Of Glory obscured; as when the sun new-risen 
Looks through the horizontal misty air, 
Shorn of his beams; or from behind the moon, 
In dim eclipse, disastrous twilight sheds 
On half the nations, & with fear of change 
Perplexes monarchs; darkened so, yet shone 
Above them all the archangel; but his face 
Deep scars of thunder had entrenched, & care 
Sat on his faded cheek; but under brows  
Of dauntless courage, & considerate pride 
Waiting revenge: cruel his eye, but cast 
Signs of remorse & passion, to behold 
The fellows of his crime, the followers rather, 
(Far other once beheld in bliss) condemn’d 
For ever now to have their lot in pain: 
Millions of spirits for his fault amerced 
Of heaven, & from eternal splendours flung. 
For his revolt: yet faithful how they stood, 
Their glory wither’d _____________ 
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[231] 
Forgetfulness 

Forgetfulness, who bringest bliss 
To those whose minds are sore oppressed 

Who often hast with tender kiss 
The souls of injured man caressed, 

Let me forget my earthly cares, 
My worldly pleasures and my rights, 
That I may climb the Golden Stairs 

And dwell among the starry heights. 
But when with any kindly deed 

Someone has tried my life to bless, 
Or helped me in my hour of need, 

Begone! O base forgetfulness, 
Thou to the thankless bringest strife, 

But to the injured, brighter life. 
 

It is deeply depressing to know that all the potencies of that boy’s service to his generation 
have been blasted by the indiscriminating violence of this hateful War. Monstrous as the 
material havock [sic] of total War is seen to be, that material havock [sic] is the least 
considerable part of the malediction which has been brought on the world.  
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[232] 
Quinquagesima, March 7th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48°. A brilliant morning. Before I was called, I read Ralph’s [Inge*] Introductory 
lecture on “The Philosophy of Plotinus” 
 

“When I observe what popular subjectivism has made of religion and philosophy: 
when I see that it has broken down the barriers which divide fact from fancy, 
knowledge from superstition: when I find that the belief in magic and occultism 
which rationalism had driven underground is again invading both our religion and our 
popular conceptions of the world, I am confirmed in my conviction that when the 
philosophy of religion forsakes “its old loving nurse, the Platonic philosophy” (to 
quote one of the Cambridge Platonists of the seventeenth century) it is in danger of 
falling from its high estate , & playing into the hands of those who are willing to 
exploit the superstitions of the vulgar. Pragmatism is defenceless against 
obscurantism, the “Gospel for human needs” rehabilitates those half-suppressed 
thought-habits which [233] are older and more tenacious than civilization.” 
(p.4) 

 
It is along this line of alarmed repugnance that some extremely able men, e.g. Christopher 
Dawson,* are carried into Papistry. Ralph arrives at a Plotinian philosophy of “values”, which 
goes along with a rather crude anti-Papalism. The last “saves his credit[”], with our 
Protestant fanatics, the first gains him the patronizing society of our “intelligentzia” [sic], & 
the embarrassing approbation of Bernard Shaw! But is Ralph’s position really Christian? 
 
We all attended Mattins. I read the Lessons, but had to use the hand glass to reinforce my 
spectacles! I dispensed with the glass when I celebrated, for I could then depend on the help 
of my familiarity with the Liturgy. 
 
Peter, the Cross-bearer, affirms that he has heard the cuckoo several times recently. I doubt 
his assertion, but everything is so out of order, that he may be right. 
 
Miss Headlam brought much up-to-date gossip about Durham cronies, and recalled 
memories of that perished Durham which was still surviving though nearly moribund, when I 
was Dean. 
 
[234] 
 
The War news from N. Africa and from Russia is good. Rommel has attacked the 8th Army, 
and been repulsed with heavy loss. The 1st Army has “regained the initiative”; and the 
Russians have captured another great fortress, and, in spite of extreme difficulties owing to 
the premature thaw, have generally improved their position. 
 
Stalin has been created a Field Marshall. All this has a heartening effect. When we add the 
heavy defeat of the Japanese in the South West Pacific, we cannot be accused of excessive 
optimism if we maintain that the outlook for the Allies has definitely brightened. 



 
158 

 

I wrote to Charlie Pattison, who gives a cheerful account of his own health, & assures me 
that the adopted infant Christopher “thrives mightily, and is a great joy”. 
 
Cardinal Hinsley has rallied, but his condition still causes anxiety because though he is no 
longer in pain, his strength has lessened. It is a sign of the times, a good sign, that, at the 
recent meeting of the Church Assembly, the President (Archbishop Temple) called to 
members to offer prayers for His Eminence’s recovery.  
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[235] 
Monday, March 8th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 46°.  Bright sun and white frost. 
 
The Thurlows and the Maxwell-Gumbletons came to tea, & to renew acquaintance with Miss 
Headlam. Lady T. brought a packet of letters, which had been received from their sons. The 
three eldest of them are serving in N. Africa, and the youngest in Palestine. They all write in 
high spirits, and are excellent correspondents. It is delightful to note the frankness and 
affection with which these young men express themselves towards their parents: and the 
acuteness and humour of their accounts of their own experiences. I must needs envy the 
Thurlows the possession of children who can thus lighten and enrich the bleakness of their 
old age. “Happy is the man that hath his quiver full of them”, writes the psalmist. In these 
cold, cruel days full quivers are not frequent. Perhaps the coldness and the cruelty are not 
unconnected with the fact. Men resist the statutes of Nature at their peril, and break the 
moulds of her tradition to their loss. 
 
The War news continues to be favourable, though the extraordinary thaw in Russia holds up 
the Soviet offensive in the Donetz [sic] region. 
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[Page numbers jump 235 to 256] 
 
<!090343> 
[256]  
Tuesday, March 8 9th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48°. A brilliant spring day. 
 
The Dean of Westminster writes ambiguously about M. K. – 
 

“though I have sat through his trial both at Bow Street and at the London Sessions to 
which K. appealed, I still hardly know what I believe about it. I certainly am not 
convinced of his guilt – neither can I say with complete conviction that I am certain 
that there has been a miscarriage of justice. The really disturbing thing is that the 
only evidence brought against him was that of two detectives – men who are 
deliberately sent out to watch the public lavatories, whose minds are probably filled 
with suspicion, & who, I imagine, are likely to find what they expect to find. I think 
that the evidence of such men, wholly uncorroberated [sic], does at least leave room 
for doubt, & that, therefore, K. ought to be given the benefit of the doubt. I had a 
few words with the Archbishop. He tells me that he believes K. to be innocent - & so 
does the Bp. of Rochester, who, I believe, has invited [257] K. to become his domestic 
chaplain. In any case even if his innocence were fully established, I hardly think that it 
wd be expedient for him to return to Harrogate. 
 

On the other hand, Mr Hollis replying to my letter (v. p. 223) states specifically that the 
evidence of the soldiers confirmed that of the detectives. 
 
I wrote to the D. of W. telling him this, and asking for more information. 
 
Miss Headlam took her departure after lunch.  
 
I walked to the Hall, and talked with the patients for half an hour about India. The men 
listened with attention, but asked few questions, rather to my disappointment. 
 
At 6 p.m. the wireless reported that another attack by Rommel has been repulsed, & that no 
less than 50 of his tanks have been captured, including some of his largest and newest. 
Colonel Clifton Brown was chosen Speaker of the house of Commons in succession to 
Captain Fitz-Roy, whose ashes were yesterday interred in the Chancel of S. Margaret’s 
Church. This was the right burying place for him. 
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[258] 
Wednesday, March 9 10th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 45°. Bright day but white Frost. 
 
Milford returns the MS. of Retrospect, vol. II with a sinister, almost minatory, note! 
 

“The Sleuth (Mr Page) is very tender-hearted, much more than I am, which is on [sic] 
of the reasons why I asked him to go through the typescript, and I know that he 
would leave in nothing likely to offend our contemporaries. But I don’t ask you to cut 
out all the criticisms even of the living, especially in view of the remarks in your letter 
of 18 February (v. p. 188). But alas! even if you adopted, which you won’t, all Mr 
Page’s suggestions, & omitted the two Appendices (which I hope you will) only about 
11,000 words would be saved, & this still leaves the book nearly 190.000 words 
against 150.000 of vol. I. So if there is anything else that you think might without too 
great damage be omitted when you are undertaking the distasteful task of going 
through your typescript, please be ruthless. Otherwise [259] I shall have to reduce 
the number of copies of vol. II below the 2000 of vol. I.” 
 

Fearne and I spent the morning in going though the “sleuth’s” suggested “Bowdlerisations”. 
They may be charitable, or judicious, or both: they will certainly tend to render the book less 
readable, and less historically useful. Between the restraints of morality and the chains of 
convention, on the one hand, and the dread of libel actions on the other, there is small room 
left for candour in biographies, hardly any at all in autobiographies! 
 
In the afternoon, I walked for an hour & a half. On the way, I encountered Gray, the farmer, 
and had some speech with him. He told me that he farmed no less than 1600 acres: that he 
made much use of artificial manures: that he was always experimenting with his land in 
order to match the specific manure to its requirement. It was his practice to send samples of 
land to the agricultural pundits in Cambridge, who gave him gratuitously scientific advice, 
which he found most valuable. He seemed rather contemptuous of the old-time farmers 
who followed “use and wont”.  
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[260] 
Thursday, March 11th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 50°. Another brilliant day. 
 
The post brought me another letter from the Dean of Westr, about the baffling enigma of M. 
K.’s disaster. He is quite positive that no evidence against him except that of the two 
detectives was presented: 
 

I am in a position to say quite definitely that none of the four soldiers to whom 
Martin is alleged to have spoken appeared as a witness. Their absence was of course 
commented upon, & the answer given was that, as is said to be usual in such cases, 
they were reluctant to give their names and addresses to the detectives. I repeat, 
therefore, that to me the most sinister feature of the case is that the word of two 
detectives is apparently all that is needed to blast a man’s career. If this really so, 
nobody is safe….. 
 
I confess that I was amazed when I heard for the first time in court that M. K. was 
engaged to be married to Mrs Taylor. She is a wealthy widow with a grown-up 
daughter. 
 

[261] 
 

She is a thoroughly nice, kind, sensible woman: she looks far younger than she is, and 
would in many ways make an admirable wife for M. K. – but she is not, or at least was 
not, anything more than a nominal Churchwoman. 
 
If I may summarize my own judgement, for what it is worth, it is this: 
 

1. The issue seems to be to be doubtful, & therefore, I think M. K. should be given 
the benefit of the doubt. 
 

2. I cannot help thinking that, if Mrs Taylor really believes in M. K.’s innocence, as 
she undoubtedly does, there is no reason why they should not marry if they wish 
to. 
 

P. S. Christopher Charvasse’s* action, is, I think, prompted merely by Christian 
Charity, & has no relation to either his, or M. K.s attitude to that fundamentally 
dishonest movement which calls itself “The Oxford Groups”. 
 

I took my “constitutional” through Chattisham. 
 
[262] 
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While I was listening to the 9 p.m. wireless, a message came from Glasgow with grievous 
tidings that my dear Dick had died in his prison camp. It came from his mother, who had 
received the official notice of the fact, but gave no particulars. 
I find it hard to realize that he is gone, and that all the fabric of hopes which I had erected on 
the assumption that he would survive the War, & resume his ministry in England, has 
crashed. I had vainly trusted that he would have been my consolation and interest in the 
bleakness of my last phase: and I had designed to leave him so many of my books as would 
provide him with a good working clergyman’s library. As I review the years since first I 
became interested in him, when Ernest, then an assistant master in Sedburgh school, 
brought him, a shy little lad, to spend some part of a vacation in Auckland Castle, I do not 
recall a single instance in which he caused me anxiety. As he moved from school, to Oxford, 
Westcott House, & Ordination, my confidence in him steadily grew stronger, until our 
relation became not merely what it was nominally, that of Guardian & Ward, but something 
deeper still.  
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[263] 
Friday, March 12th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48°. A brilliant day. White frost. 
 
I wrote the sincerest letter of condolence to Dick’s mother that ever I composed, and also, to 
Cecil Ferens giving him the woeful news of Dick’s death. 
 
Then Fearne and I returned to the abominable task of bowdlerizing & cutting down the 
“Retrospect”! The whole process of Autobiography becomes almost insufferably wearisome 
as my life grows ever emptier, and there are no longer surviving any to whom my thoughts 
and experiences can have any interest, none who could understand the one or sympathise 
with the other. Why should I go on working at a task, which is apparently & irrecoverably 
destitute of value? The old story of the prophet, deserted and defeated, sitting alone in the 
desert under a juniper tree, came to my mind: 
 

“He requested for himself that he might die; and said, It is enough; now, O Lord, take 
away my life, for I am not better than my fathers.” 
 

But where for me is the kindly angel, with the sustaining nourishment, and the authentic 
word from the Lord, sending him back to the Task? 
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[264] 
Saturday, March 13th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48°. A misty morning with frost. 
 
My only letters were one from Clarence dated Jan. 19th and presumably written from N. 
Africa for he has the sea about him and plenty of sand. 
 

On all sides, as far as the eye can see, there is nothing but sand, broken here and 
there by an odd clump of palm trees and the track of a railway line ….. Entertainment 
is very poor here, and we have to go six miles if we want to see a film. Anyway, we 
still go, for it helps to break the monotony. 
 

He gives the following address: 
 

1098607 L. A. C. Ward H. C. 
178 Squadron 
Att. To 5 (M. E.) A. R.J. 
R. A. F.  M. E. F. 
 

The numerous initials in capital letters are more impressive than informing. The letter is 
certainly better expressed than its predecessors; but, for the first time, there is no reference 
to chaplains, and religious services. Clarence also is “getting on”, but to what? 
 
[265] 
 
The Times announces the death of poor, old, martyred, yet unconquered and unconquerable 
Lady Limerick.* She will hardly have lived long enough to receive the letter which I wrote to 
her acknowledging her latest gift – Richard Hillary’s “The Last Enemy”, which I finished 
reading in bed last night, and found strangely interesting. 
 
Lady Limerick, even in the double decrepitude of age and pain, and shadowed by heavy 
trials in her personal life, was wonderfully attractive, and still beautiful. 
 

her form had not yet lost 
All her original brightness, nor appeard 
Less than archangel ruind.” 
 

She was saturated and possessed by religion, the consequence of her experience as the wife 
of a Roman Catholic husband, cunningly and unceasingly beset by the Jesuits, but too 
resolutely attached to her ancestral Protestantism to be easily secured, and too intelligent 
and humorous not to see through their proselytizing approaches, & interested flattery.  
 
[266] 
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We formed acquaintance with her in Westminster when she was accustomed to attend S. 
Margaret’s and became personally attached to me, first as a preacher and then as a friend. 
She visited us at Auckland Castle, and delighted us with her superb playing on the piano in 
the State Room, as her vivacious and humorous conversation. She became terribly afflicted, 
and was disabled from practising her beloved musical art: but her brave spirit could not be 
broken or cast down. We saw her in Hall Place, and I admired her courage and the vivid 
interest which she expressed in public affairs. It argued no ordinary firmness to persist, as 
she did, in living in a house, which though alluringly beautiful and interesting, was frequently 
beset by the German raiders, who cast their bombs freely in the Thames estuary. Her 
patience under the strain of cruel and continuous bodily suffering attested both her natural 
dignity and her Christian resignation. I conceived a genuine admiration and affection for this 
afflicted and high-hearted Lady, and I feel that her death has created yet another and not 
inconsiderable gap in the narrowing circle of my friends.  
 
[267] 
 
I wrote to Canon Lanchester undertaking to read a paper on “Astrology in Christendom” to 
the clergy in Ipswich, at the Diocesan House, on April 20th. But to do this is indeed 
temerarious, for apart from some references to books which deal with the treatment of 
astrologists & other diviners by the authorities, civil & ecclesiastical, and with the opinions of 
eminent individuals, I have nothing in hand, from which to construct a paper. And in view of 
my failing eyesight, the task of writing a paper is rather alarming. 
 
I walked for an hour and a half during the afternoon. 
 
The 6 p.m. wireless announces the death of the famous millionaire banker, Piermont 
Morgan, at the age of 75. He is understood to be the personal friend of the late Archbishop 
of Canterbury (Lord Lang) who travelled with him in his yacht when recoverin from his 
severe illness after his preferment to the Primacy. He is generally believed to be the source 
from which the not inconsiderable expenditure on garden at Lambeth was provided. The 
result was greatly admired, and not universally approved. 
  



 
167 

 

<!140343> 
[268] 
1st Sunday in Lent, March 14th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48° 80֯. A brilliant spring day. 
 
I went to the parish church, and received the Holy Communion. There was no gong; and the 
Rector pronounced the full formula when he ministered the consecrated Elements to me, 
but abbreviated it for the rest! 
 
I did not attend Mattins, but remained in my study, & wrote letters to 
 
1. Sir Humphrey Milford 
2. The Dean of Westminster 
3. Canon Clayton 
4. Frank Capon 
5. Alexander 
 
At Ella’s insistence, I “glanced through” the typescript of Mrs Twinning’s account of S. 
Stephen’s Westminster, of which her husband was Vicar. It was founded & endowed by the 
Baroness Burdett Coutts, & the rather gossiping & disconnected parochial story expands into 
some rather doubtfully speculative battle about the famous philanthropist, whose marriage 
with Burdett-Coutts was highly resented by the Vicar & his parishioners. All this is hardly 
suitable for publication in a book: it might be acceptable in a [269] parish magazine. Private 
benevolence of the rather archaic kind which the Baroness represented is out of accord with 
the ideas of a generation which is heading for Socialism, and I doubt whether there would 
be many readers of such a record as this good lady has produced. Moreover, the last generat 
half century has so transformed Westminster, that there are not likely to be many who are 
interested in the early days of parish which has fallen into unimportance and obscurity. It is 
difficult to cast a wet-blanket on the good lady’s literary ambitions without seeming 
unsympathetic and even heartless, but it ought to be done. 
 
It is pitiful to reflect on the tragedy of so good and promising a young man’s career arrested, 
and ended just at the point when opportunity seemed to be awaiting the active exercise of 
the powers which had disclosed themselves sufficient to justify high expectations. I think 
Dick’s outlook was exceptionally bright. He had the qualities which would, so far as we can 
for an opinion, have made him honourable, and notably benefited his generation. And now 
it is ended “by a pitiless arrow of Death”.  
  



 
168 

 

<!150343> 
[270] 
Monday, March 15th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 47°. A brilliant spring day. 
 
I received a base letter from Malcolm Ross, almost exulting in M. K.’s catastrophe, & 
suggesting that it demonstrates the wrongness of my decision in favour of M. K. when, as 
arbitrator, I decided the contention between him & M. K., as to the extent & character of his 
share & Malcolm’s in the Commentary on the Apocalypse in which they collaborated. 
 

“I cannot think that, when you made your judgement in that dispute between Kiddle 
and myself, you had felt the possibility of these recent events. It seems a pity that 
you trusted me so little.” 
 

Does he mean me to infer from his words that his knowledge of M. K., based on a close 
friendship and long continued association created in his mind such a view of his character, as 
makes him yield prompt and decisive belief that he is justly condemned of a specially 
infamous offence? 
 
I think he was base to write to me at all, but if he did not intend me to understand his words 
in that sinister sense, he was an unintelligent as he was unworthy. 
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[271] 
Tuesday, March 16th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 46°. A warm, sunny day. 
 
I caused a message to be sent to the Hospital, stating that I had a cold, and should give my 
usual “Talk” to the convalescent soldiers [sic]. Remaining in my study, I continued the horrid 
task of mutilating and bowdlerising The Retrospect, and, with Fearne’s assistance, 
succeeded in getting through 170 fols. in the course of the day. 
 
The news from Russia is depressing. In spite of much fierce fighting, the Soviet forces have 
had to evacuate Kharkoff, the conquest of which they so recently achieved. The Nazis have 
been able to accumulate overwhelming forces, being comparatively unhampered by the 
precocious Thaw, which has almost immobilized the Red Army. 
 
“The Prince of the Power of the Air” is certainly coming effectively to the assistance of his 
servants. Had the weather not been so consistently hostile both in North Africa and in 
Russia, the back of the Axis might by this time have been broken, and the victory of the 
Allies clearly in sight. As it is, we seem doomed to another two years of War. 
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[272] 
Wednesday, March 17th, 1943. 
 
I received several letters condoling with me over Poor Dick’s death. Canon Sturt, the Vicar of 
Norton, his first Vicar, conjectures that his health (never his strong point) must have broken 
down under the rigours of prison life. 
 

“the drill shirt and shorts, which were all he was wearing in his most recent 
photograph would be altogether insufficient for winter wear….. 
 
It is certainly sad beyond measure that he should have survived the ordeal of two 
crushing rearguard actions only to succumb to sickness in captivity….. 
 
I remember when you stood with me beside the grave of that other very dear lad 
you sent me, you said “Alas! for the vanity of human hopes & ambition”. They have 
both left us, & we shall never see their like again. Sunt lacrimae rerum”. 

 
He refers to Xan Wynne-Willson,* whom also I ordained on a title from his parish, who 
became his son in law, & was killed by colliding with a telegraph pole when motoring on 
Easter Day Monday.  
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[273] 
Thursday, March 18th, 1943. 
 

March 18th, 1943. 
 
Dear Miss Collet, 
 
Your letter carries my thought over many years, and my memory is not very 
trustworthy as I decline into the shadows of senectitude. 
 
With respect to the question of so relaxing the doctrinal requirements for those who 
seek Ordination in the Church of England as to make it possible for Unitarians to be 
Ordained, I have clearly and publicly made known my own opinion that such a 
measure of relaxation is excessive, since the issue involved goes to the very root of 
historic Christianity & cannot rightly or reasonably be treated as of secondary 
importance. 
 
I take leave to send you the enclosed pamphlet, which I caused to be published 9 
years ago. It states very clearly the position which I hold, and which not even the 
respect & admiration for such eminent Unitarians as [274] Dr James Martineau 
which I have ever felt, can lead me to abandon. 
 
Believe me, with much regard. 
Sincerely Yours, 
H. Hensley Henson 
Bishop 
Miss Clara E. Collet 
Clifton 
Cliff Road 
Sidmouth 
 

The above letter was written in reply to a request from Miss Collet that I would give “serious 
attention” to some “proposals of Dr James Martineau for Church Federation brought up to 
date by a retired civil servant R. C. S.”. She gives an account of herself which is interesting: 
 

I am the 6th - generation of Anti-Trinitarians still excluded by Act of Parliament from 
the Ministry of the Estd Church, the first being that of Samuel Collet (1667-
1752/1683-1773) the great friend of William Whiston (1667-1752). In 1918 I received 
2 votes & became aware of the responsibility of Parlt for the Established Church of 
England. 

 
[275] 
 
Cecil Ferens writes with much feeling about Dick, whom he knew well, and he adds 
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but I grieve much more deeply on your account, as I know what a sad and heavy 
blow this must be to you after all that you had done for him, and hoped of him. 

 
Dick must himself have told Ferens of what I have done for him. 
 

<!190343> 
[275] 
Friday, March 19th, 1943. 
 
I felt too dilapidated by my cold to do anything, but continued in my study immersed in the 
debasement and discomfort of inaction. Fearne warned off Phillip Tallents, who had 
covenanted to walk and have tea with me, & cancelled my arrangement with a chiropodist 
in Ipswich. I wrote a long letter to Linetta, thanking her for a copious & learned response to 
my request for information as to Dante’s view of astrology, and, beyond reading the papers, 
did little else. In the afternoon, Fearne went through with me some more of the typescript, 
and I did some more rather savage bowdlerisation. Voila tout! 
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[276] 
Saturday, March 20th, 1943. 
 
I felt strangely indisposed this morning, and my cold still clings to me with the cloying 
pertinacity of a club bore. However, I got up, and saw off Ella and Fearne who went to 
London to attend the wedding of Miss Gurdon. Then, after sitting in my chair for the best 
part of 2 hours, reading the papers, I took seat at my table. 
 
Charlie Lillingston writes to me about Dick: 
 

The announcement of Dick Elliott’s death in yesterday’s Times came as a 
considerable shock to me, and as I knew how much you will feel it. I am constrained 
to write a few lines of sympathy. 
 
I got to know him pretty well at Westcott [House] and the more I saw of him the 
more I liked him. He was quite outstanding in a very fine House, and B. K. 
[Cunningham] thought the world of him. I know also how much he was liked at 
Norton & how much he will be missed.  

 
[277] 
 
The “Modern Churchman” (March 1943) describes Dr Angus as “the most learned of 
Christian theologians south of the equator” and “the most persecuted, having endured 
seven trials for heresy in Presbyterian Church Courts”. I remember reading the most 
outstanding” of Dr Angus’s “many contributions to the true understanding of the Christian 
Religion”, and concluding that the author had definitely moved outside the boundaries of 
any recognisable version of the Christian Religion. But this fact, if such it be, would be 
sufficient ground for the rapturous approbation of Dr Major and his brand of Modernists. 
 
The same issue includes a very careful & informing Article, headed “Touching for the King’s 
Evil”. It states that “whilst on his way to Scotland for his coronation in 1633, the king stayed 
at Durham, where he touched for the evil in the hall of the Castle”. It is odd that I do not 
seem to have been acquainted with this very interesting incident. 
 
Elle and Fearne returned successfully from the London marriage, though the crowd was 
such that they could not share the wedding cake! 
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[278] 
2nd Sunday in Lent, March 21st, 1943. 
 
Temperature 47°. Calm, misty morning. 
 
I determined to continue in the house, as my cold still hangs heavily on me, & I want to be 
able to get rid of the Retrospect this week. 
 
I read through an Article on “A century of Anglican Social Thought” in the Modern 
Churchman by the Rev. Ronald Preston. It is well-written, and contains some acute 
criticisms, and, though clearly Socialistic in temper & tendency, is not very confident as to 
the present situation. Crockford states that the Author was a St Cath. [Catherine’s College] 
Student at Oxford, & took a 1st Class in Theol., having previously taken the B. Sc. degree (2nd 
Cl. Econ.) in London. He was at Ripon Hall in 1938 and in 1940 was ordained by the Bishop of 
Ripon Sheffield ([Leslie]Hunter)*. In 1939 he published “Christians in Society”. 
 
I wrote to Bishop Hunter inquiring about Mr Preston: and I indicated my surprise that, in his 
article, he had made no mention of the Oxford House & Jimmy Adderley, while including 
Toynbee Hall and Samuel Bennett as examples of the Anglican essays in “Social” activity. 
 
[279] 
 
Ella and Fearne returned early from church, there having been no celebration of the Holy 
Communion, since in my absence, the Rector would have been driven to the dreadful 
necessity of breaking his fast before Celebrating! The ladies, more intelligently charitable 
than the parish priest, preferred to excommunicate themselves by coming away before the 
Celebration! Moulsdale had been informed beforehand that he could not depend on my 
officiating in his place. The incident is, of course, of no great importance save as throwing 
light on the Rector’s point of view, on his estimate of spiritual values, and on his conception 
of pastoral duty. When our Divine Master rebuked the Pharisees for “straining out the 
gnat[”], and swallowing the camel, was He not describing the distinctive procedure of our 
modern Anglo-Catholics? Is it not the same temper as that which will probably succeed in 
wrecking the well-intentioned to effect some measure of Christian unity in Southern India? 
Will it not probably defeat the honest effort to save the State Schools from naked 
Secularism? 
 
[280] 
 
I wrote to Clarence Ward, telling him about Dick’s death. He will remember him as a 
frequent visitor to Auckland Castle, when he lived there as one of the household. Such 
letters are almost the only way left to me now for still “fulfilling my ministry”. 
 
At 9 p.m. on the wireless, we listened to a remarkably vigorous, eloquent, & carefully 
calculated oration by the Prime Minister. The traces of his recent illness were clearly 
discernible in his hoarseness, and a certain suggestion of physical effort, but, on the whole, 
the speech was a welcome demonstration of physical and mental power. The tone was 
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authoritative, and decisive. Winston spoke as a leader, who felt that his authority need 
emphatic assertion. He seemed to be closing the ranks of his Army as for a decisive conflict, 
and he would not tolerate any superfluous commitments of promises made under political 
pressure. Everything must give place to the primary task winning the War: then, we must 
devote our undivided energies to the prodigious task of re-construction. 
  



 
176 

 

<!220343> 
[281] 
Monday, March 22nd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 47°. A misty morning passed into a fine warm day, more suggestive of summer 
than of spring. Ella and I walked to Washbrook, where again I found the church door locked. 
On returning to Hyntle Place, I wrote to the Vicar, the Rev. George Kirkpatrick, expressing 
my regret that the church was inaccessible, & my hope that the locking of the chancel door 
was not the result of a law unalterable as that which sent the pious Daniel to the lions of 
Darius! 
 
Fearne and I continued the abominable process of bowdlerising the “Retrospect”. 
 
I wrote to Prebendary Wynne-Willson telling him of Dick’s death, which will certainly renew 
in his mind the sorrow which his son Xan’s tragical death brought him. Both these excellent 
young clergymen had been ordained by me on titles to Norton: both were exceptionally 
promising young men, in whome [sic] development I was very closely concerned: and now 
both have been carried away, the one by an inexplicable accident in England, the other - in a 
prisoners’ camp in Italy. Fiat Voluntas Tua.  
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[282] 
Tuesday, March 23rd, 1943. 
 
Temperature [47]. Another glorious day. 
 
I received a letter from Wynne Willson (crossing mine to him) sympathising with me on 
Dick’s death. 
 
Also, a letter from Grey Turner: 
 

Did I tell you I had read the first volume of your Autobiography with interest, profit, 
and pleasure, and am much looking forward to its successor. 

 
I walked to the Hospital after lunch, and gave a “talk” on the connexion of Britain and Africa, 
for which I had employed the morning in making notes. There were, I suppose, no more 
than 30 men present. They were fairly attentive, & asked some questions. I announced as 
my subject for next Tuesday, “The Dominion of South Africa”. I gathered that most of the 
company would have left the Hospital in the interval. Talking to such a changing audience is 
rather farcical, &, indeed, it is difficult to think that it is really worth while.  
 
The fineness of the weather made staying indoors almost ridiculous! 
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[283] 
Wednesday, March 24th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 54°. Misty, fine, and warm. 
 
The battle in Tunisia seems to be going well, though it is apparent that the casualty lists will 
be lengthy. In Russia also the outlook seems to be improving, but the drain of men is, even 
in that vast nation, beginning to be severely felt. 
 
The Times gives great prominence to the great funeral function for the late Cardinal 
Hinsley* in Westminster Cathedral. That function was utilized to the full as a magnificent 
opportunity for “boosting” the Papal Church, & concealing the double dealing opportunism 
of the Supreme Pontiff by the sufficiently unrepresentative & non-authoritative patriotism 
of the Cardinal. It is a queer side-light on history that, once more, as in the last War, the 
Papacy, which is confessedly the unsleeping foe of Freedom, as well intellectual as political, 
will emerge as the conspicuous supporter of the winning side! Why will everybody consent 
to cooperate with this impudent humbug? Can nobody meet the hypocritical & belated 
approaches of Rome with a manly “Non tali auxilis”? 
 
[284] 
 
Headlam has on the front page of the Times a forcible, effective, and question-begging 
letter on the Indian Church Scheme, which I would dearly like to answer. But “there is a time 
to be silent”, and such is the present. My name is sufficiently prominent in the Times today, 
though it is not mine, but that of the inventor of an airplane a century ago. There is a 
leading article headed “An Aerial Centenary”, in which I read that “Henson was some eighty 
years in front of his age”. Perhaps, that may be the case with more than one holder of the 
surname. 
 
I went into Ipswich, and visited a newly-established chiropodist in 18 Museum Street, a 
youngish woman named [sic], who practiced her art on my “understanding”. After a fruitless 
attempt to get my hair cut, (the hair-cutting being crowded out with waiting Phrygians) I 
returned to Hyntle Place. Fearne and I resumed labour on the mutilating and bowdlerisation 
of the typescript. 
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[285] 
Thursday, March 25th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 56°. An uncertain day. 
 
There has been a set-back in Tunisia, which warns us not to be too confident that we have 
even yet got to the bottom of Rommel. I am afraid that the waxing ardour with which on 
both sides of the Atlantic “Labour” assisted by the facile sentimentalism of the “religious” 
public is pursuing its preparations for a “golden age” after the War, is really endangering the 
indispensable preliminary achievement of “winning the War”. 
 
Fearne and I devoted ourselves with single-minded enthusiasm to the process of curtailing 
and Bowdlerising the Typescript, and succeeded in reaching some kind of conclusion to the 
disgusting process. 
 
The Vicar of Copdock accompanies his civil response to my request that his annexed church 
of Washbrook shall not be permanently closed, by a request that I would preach in 
Chopdock on April 11th: & Durham Reporters [sic] begs me to wrote something for his 
paper! 
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[284] [sic] 
Friday, March 26th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 56°. A wet morning. 
 
I wrote to Milford, announcing that, coincidently with my letter, he would receive the 
mutilated carcase of the Typescript in a separate parcel. 
 
Then Fearne made a list of contents, and included it in the 2 parcels, which were duly 
registered and despatched from the local post-office. 
 
I also wrote to the Rector of Copdock (Kirkpatrick) promising to address his congregation in 
an improvised discourse “off the surface of my mind”, if he would condone that alternative 
for a “sermon”, on April 11th, Passion Sunday, but stipulating that he should extend his 
hospitality at lunch to both my appendant ladies. 
 
Then I wrote to Rushford, the Editor of the Durham County Advertiser declining his proposal 
that I should contribute to the “short series of Articles by experts on the subject of 
“reconstruction” as it should affect the City of Durham. 
 
[285] 
 
(copy) 
 
March 26th, 1943. 
 

Today, under in two separate registered parcels, there is sent to you the final edition 
of the typescript of vol. II. I have gone through it with the Draconian ruthlessness of 
a Jansenist director, and the accommodating humility of a Catholic devotee, and 
have cut out (so far as I can discover) about 28.000 words, which, when added to the 
excisions of your own “sleuth” will, I apprehend, bring it into line with your 
requirement. 
 
In a composition of the kind, in which the author pursues a double objective, self-
disclosure and a readable narrative, it is difficult to secure in his achievement 
anything which entirely satisfies either, but such as it is, I cannot see how to improve 
on it, and, like Luther at Worms, “Ich kann nicht anders”. 
 
I have been increasingly [286] handicapped  by my failure of sight, which makes the 
processes of reading, writing, and typing ever more gradual and inefficient. After the 
War (but when will that be?) I assume that something may be done on the eyes, but 
until then I have to get along as best I can. The chill or (as I suspect) essay in 
influenza which interfered with my work last week, hangs about me, and makes me 
desire to obey the Evangelical command (which, however, was originally issued to 
the Traitor) “That thou doest do quickly”. 
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I shall be glad to know when proofs may be expected, and the fashioning of the 
Index taken in hand. 
 
Always sincerely, & something more than seasonably penitently 
 
H. Hensley Henson 
Bp 
 
Sir Humphrey Milford 

 
[287] 
 
I wrote to Grey Turner in reply to the letter on Carcassonne hotel note-paper which he sent 
me two days ago. 
 
Phillip Tallents came to see me. We walked to Washbrook, where we found the door of the 
parish church unlocked, and were able to enter the little church. We returned to Hyntle 
Place in time for tea, before he had to join the bus for his return to Beelings. I walked with 
him to the George, & so parted with him. 
 
Incidentally, he told me that a female relation had left him a house at Torquay (or was it 
Weymouth?), but he doubted whether he would succeed in finding a suitable tenant while 
the War continued & made residence on the South coast rather specially dangerous. He has 
recently visited Oxford, and been rather unfavourably impressed by the change in the tone, 
temper, habit, & aspect of the academic residents, which the War had effected. 
 
Ella and Fearne carried to Hadleigh the typescript of vol II, and there registered it for 
delivery to Sir H. Milford in Oxford.  
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[288] 
Saturday, March 27th, 1943. 
 
50° Temp: A dull morning becoming ever brighter. 
 
I went into Ipswich, and was dealt with by the hair-dresser after waiting for half an hour, 
while a number of khaki-clad clients were satisfied. Then, I was dropped at Abbey Oaks, 
where I lunched pleasantly with Ld Woodbridge with whom were Miss Brown, Miss 
Cunningham, and his Irish nurse. Before lunch we walked in the garden, which is enchanting 
in its sprint-tide beauty of bud and blossom. The daffodils are abundant & make a 
heartening show. We noted the rich promise of fruit blossom, and wondered whether May 
with its untimely frost would disallow the promise of March with its unseasonable warmth.  
 
After lunch, Lord W. motored me bak [sic] to Hyntle Place. 
 
Some unknown person is at the pains of sending me a parcel of leaflets issued from some 
preposterous Anglican, “Father Clement”, who appears to advocate re-union with Rome on 
Roman terms. It quotes me {“the most courageous, independent, & accurate member of the 
English Episcopal bench”) as attesting the “gradual evaporation” of the C. of E.!!! 
 
[289] 
 
Yet another letter from Clarence arrived. It is dated “Christmas Day” 1942. He excuses 
himself for not writing “because I have been busy out on a job in the Western Dessert”. He 
has seen the Pyramids, but had not been able to see the Sphinx:- 
 

“People comment on the blueness of the Mediterranean, but what I saw was not 
very blue. It was more of a green than any (other) colour.” 

 
I think a suitable text for an “extemporaneous” sermon at Copdock on April 11th will be S. 
John XIV.I. “Ye believe in God: believe also in Me”. The famous division between “Natural”, 
and “Revealed” Religion is indicated, and also the order in which these are appropriated. 
They are presented in the distinctive testimonies of the 2 testaments:- the Old teaches the 
one; the New teaches the Other. All Religion is “supernatural”, and “revealed” for the Spirit 
of Man is the Candle of the Lord”: but since the Incarnation, the Theism of the Prophets has 
been fulfilled in Christ. 
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[290] 
3rd Sunday in Lent, March 28th, 1943. 
 
Temperature [46]. A brilliant morning. 
 
I went to church, and received the Blessed Sacrament at 8 a.m. The slumbering village, 
illumined by the sun shining from a cloudless sky, in Sabbatic stillness, was inexpressibly 
consoling. The church, dark save for the Crucifixion-window through which the sun shone 
brightly, and the two lights on the Altar, was entirely congruous. There was no gong to 
trouble my spirit, and I thought much of Dick and wondered how & where he too was 
worshipping. 
 
“The twin partition of thin earth between The living and the dead” becomes thin even to 
vanishing in His Presence, Who fills all things yet Wills, in His Charity to make Himself 
consciously present where, in obedience to Him summons, His servant keep tryst with Him 
in “the breaking of the Bread”. I remembered also, with a troubled mind, Martin Kiddle in 
his shame, and Malcolm Ross in his malice. Where else is for either of them hope of 
recovery & restoration save in the Pardoning Mercy of the Redeemer? 
 
[291] 
 
We all went to church for Mattins, and I read the lessons with the assistance of the hand-
glass.  The Rector preached a medieval sermon from the Gospel of the Day eked out by the 
Screwtape Papers, thus combining obsolete divinity with up-to-date journalism, and 
delivered with oracular dogmatism distinctive of the “Catholick” priest, & emphasized by his 
posture, Rabbi-like, in a chair! 
 
Before the service, the choir-boys made so much noise in the end of the Church that I rose 
from my seat, & went down to them.  My sharp rebuke abashed them for a while. 
Moulsdale’s deafness annihilates whatever disciplinary authority has survived his boy-
petting habit, for he does not hear what he ought to restrain. 
 
Mr Sidgwick, who has re-occupied the bungalow, which he rented last summer, was in 
church, and walked most of the way home with me afterwards.  He spoke of the local M.P., 
and said that he had small chance of being re-elected, as his “vendetta” against the Prime 
Minister was too shamelessly & persistently questionable!    
 
[292] 
 

The last hundred years have changed human life more completely than any period in 
the history of the world ….. 
 
The old landmarks of good and evil and truth and falsehood have been swept away 
and civilization is driving before the storm of destruction like a dismasted & helmless 
ship.  The evils which the 19th century thought that it had banished for ever – 
proscription and persecution, torture and slavery and the fear of sudden death – 



 
184 

 

have returned and with them new terrors which the past did not know.  We have 
discovered that evil too is a progressive force and that the modern world provides 
unlimited prospects for its development.  Thus it is no accident that the period which 
has seen the culmination of the modern development of scientific & economic 
power should have brought Western civilization to the brink of ruin. 
 
   Christopher Dawson.*  “The Judgement of the Nations”. 
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[293] 
Monday, March 29th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 48o.  Another fine day. 
 
I received a letter from the Rev. W. J. Hopkins, Vicar of St Luke’s, Bath, which interested me.  
He must be something of a ‘character’, and, since he was ordained as long ago as 1911, he 
must be ‘getting on’ in age, nearing sixty.  It runs thus:- 
 
 My Lord Bishop, 
 
 I trust that you will pardon a question from a stranger: 
 

The Industrial Christian Fellowship has asked permission to address the Bath Rotary 
Club on the ground that it (the Fellowship) “is responsible for all the recent meetings 
addressed by the two Archbishops.” 
 

 The letter has been passed on to me as Chairman of the Speakers’ Committee. 
 You probably know that Rotary debars politics and sectarian Religion. 
 

I remember a letter of yours in the Times some years ago which charged the I. C. F. 
with being tied to one political party – but the letter is now [294] but a vague 
memory.  The purpose of this letter is to know whether you still consider the 
fellowship to be so tinged. 
 
I personally have a grudge against Prebendary Kirk because of a letter which he 
wrote to the Press when he was a chaplain in Egypt in 1916.  I knew it to be wrong in 
its implications and false in its facts.  I do not wish personal prejudice, however, to 
deny publicity to his movement if it be in the public interest for them to address our 
Club. 
 
If you would wish your reply to be regarded as confidential, I shall gladly acquiesce, 
but I can scarcely imagine the writer of “Recollections” [? Retrospect] to fear 
publicity!  I do not mean that I should desire to use any reply that you may be good 
enough to send me by sending it to the I. C. F. as our reason for not inviting them. 
                           

 [295] 
 

It is only that our Rotary Council desired me to get some information about the 
Fellowship. 
 
You may be gratified to know that the waiting list at our City Library for your latest 
book is so long that I had to wait several months for my turn, and was then not 
allowed to renew it for a further fortnight.  My little girl who went straight from 
school into the A. T. S. gave mey [me] your “Ch. of E.” and “Sermons in Westminster 
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Abbey” with her first earnings.  So you can see that your opinions matter to me – 
even if I do happen to be a Simeonite Churchman. 
     Yours faithfully, 
 
      W. J. Hopkins. 
 

It is difficult to justify the description of the I. C. S. [sic] as a “party” organization since both 
the Primates accept its services in the interest of their own “Christian Socialist” agitation.  
But “Copec” & “Malvern” are as unsound as ever. 
 
[296]  
        March 29th, 1943. 
 Dear Mr Hopkins, 
 
 I have to thank you for a very interesting letter expressed in very kind words. 
 

I do not recall the letter in the Times above my signature which you remember as 
including the charge against the Industrial Christian Fellowship that it was ‘tied to 
one political party’, but I am well advanced in my 80th year, and have no reason to 
place confidence in my memory where it is uncorroborated by more trustworthy 
testimony. 
 
I have been in conflict with the theory & procedure of what is called ‘Christian 
Socialism’ ever since my Ordination more than 55 years ago, but, though my opinion 
remains unaltered both with respect to the economic doctrine of the Socialists and 
to the conception of Christian duty which its Christian advocates propound, I cannot 
ignore the dramatic change  [297]  in the “climate of opinion” which has taken place 
within the last generation.  I do not approve the change, but its reality and its 
implications cannot reasonably be ignored.  It would be difficult to justify the 
attribution of partisan character to a society which has been accepted by the two 
Primates as the exponent of their own opinions and the effective organizer of their 
own activities.  I admire the ability and energy of Archbishop Temple, but I 
disapprove his version of Christian duty, and I lament the precipitate fervour with 
which he has advocated it.  In this respect I do not think that he is quite fair to the 
Church of England, which has certainly not authorized him to speak in its name 
within the arena of controversial politics, and which probably is far out of accord 
with his Socialistic opinions. 
 
If the Rotarians invite the [298] Industrial Christian Fellowship to address them, I 
think they ought to vindicate their non-partisan character by inviting Sir Ernest 
Benn’s* Individualist Association to address them, for it also claims to be 
unconnected with party. 
 
You may possibly remember that in 1924 I devoted my Primary Charge to a careful 
and hostile criticism of the Conference organized by the Christian Social Union in the 
summer of that year, & generally known as ‘Copec’.  This morning I read through 
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again what I then said, and I do not feel disposed to alter anything.  “Malvern” is only 
a new edition of “Copec”, and lies open to the same objections. 
But our new Primates are “running before the wind” which blows strongly from the 
Russian steppes in the direction of Communism-Socialism, and for the time carries all 
before it.  There will, of course, be re-action in [299] due time, & then the ardour of 
present fervour will give place to the chill of future disillusionment. 
 
The concluding volume of my ‘Retrospect’ has been sent to the Press: but when it 
will appear is uncertain, for the difficulties of paper and labour shortage do not grow 
less as the War goes on. 
 
You may tell Miss Hopkins from me that I am grateful for her kind interest in my 
books, & could wish that they better merited her good opinion.    
 
   Believe me, 
    Yours sincerely, 
     H. Hensley Henson, Bp.   
 
P.S.  The Primary Charge of 1924 was published by Hodder & Stoughton under the 
title ‘Quo tendimus?’, & ran into a second edition. 
 
There is nothing private about this letter, & you are free to shew it to anybody. 
 

[300]   
  
The news at 1 a.m. [sic] was heartening.  Rommel has been forced to abandon the Mareth, 
& is making a fighting retreat after ploughing up his air-fields.  As many as 6000 prisoners are 
reported to have been taken, and the R. A. F. has exceeded even their own amazing 
precedents. 
 
We walked to Chattisham Hall, and had tea with Sir Gerald Ryan and his ladies.  In 
conversation he told me as a fact for which he could confidently vouch, that the great 
battleship, “Queen Elizabeth”, had brought over from America as many as 17,000 troops on 
a single voyage.  The men had 2 meals a day, which was served to successive batches of 
men, so that the work of feeding the troops on board went on continuously all day long. 
He said that, so far as he knew, the nearest badger was at Langham, where the farmer had 
the grace and good sense to protect it. 
 
He gave rather a doubtful account of the Italian prisoners who are working on the land.  He 
has none in his own service: but Tom Elliot Reid has a number, & finds them prompt to 
abandon work when rain falls!  They can do this under the Genevan rules which control 
them. 
  



 
188 

 

<!300343> 
[301] 
Tuesday, March 30th, 1943.    
 
Temperature 56o.  An uncertain day. 
 
Walter Buchanan-Smith wrote a kind letter of sympathy about Dick. 
 
I frittered away the morning in preparing notes for my Talk at the Hospital. 
 
More heartening news form Tunisia at 1 p.m. 
 
I walked to the Hospital, and gave a “talk” to about 30 of the convalescent soldiers about the 
Union of South Africa.  They were dull, uninterested, and asked no questions.  Indeed, they 
gave me the impression that, having but just finished their principal meal, they were more 
disposed for the physical comfort of slumber than for any form of intellectual exertion!  
Indeed, it is hard to see that any worth-while effect can be looked for from “talks”, however 
luminous, which must be delivered to a shifting audience in these circumstances! 
 
I finished reading Christopher Dawson’s little book, ‘The Judgement of the Nations’.  It is, of 
course, well written, & scintillates with suggestive dicta; but his papal obsession damages his 
argument irreparably.  It is illustrated by his frequent & reverential quotations of recent 
papal encyclicals, which carry little weight with those who must needs read them with the 
commentary of Papal History. 
 
[302] 
 

This is the great tragedy of our time: that the aggressive [aggression?] and 
propaganda of amoral powers appeals to deeper elements in the mass consciousness 
than does the moral idealism of international justice and universal peace.  And 
therefore it is only by the recovery of a dynamic spiritual force which moves the 
conscience of society more deeply than the material will to power that mankind can 
be saved from its peril. 

     [p. 151.].    
 
Is this a true account of the actual situation of Christendom locked in the mystery and 
misery of “Total War”?  Would it not be a juster and more satisfactory judgment to say that 
the “great tragedy of our time” is both interpreted and relieved by the actual character of 
the conflict as a mighty uprising of the human spirit against the armed assault of its cruel 
and cynical oppressors?  It has all the grandeur of a [inserted above  religious] crusade, as 
well as the calculated atrocity of dehumanized ambition.  Hitler has the strength of science 
made ancillary to destruction, and deliberately directed to the perversion of the human 
spirit, but he has waked against himself the irresistible revolt of the human spirit itself.  
Finem respice.  The end is not yet. 
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[303] 
Wednesday, March 31st, 1943. 
 
Temperature, 52o.  An uncomfortable day. 
 
Milford writes to acknowledge receipt of the mutilated and bowdlerized typescript of vol. ii.  
He writes 
 

We will put the composition in hand at once, and will do our very best to accelerate 
production.  But I hesitate to make any promises nowadays, as printers are not only 
wilful creatures, as always, but are now liable to be commandeered or swept clean of 
necessary hands by the Government at a moment’s notice. 
 
Thank Heaven we retained in stock enough paper for this second volume, as 
otherwise I should not be able to produce any copies, but there it is, such as it is, safe 
and sound. 
 

We went to Ipswich, where I visited the dentist, but to no purpose: and, then, after looking 
at Wolsey’s Gate, which was a very poor little relic of the great Churchman, we called on the 
Bishop to ask how he & his wife were recovering from their motor collision.  Mrs Brook was 
down with influenza. 
 
[304]       
  
The death of Judge Lindsey has been reported as having taken place in Los Angeles on March 
26th.  An obituary notice appears in the Times.  He is described as “a keen advocate of any 
progressive measure that was mooted”: 
 

‘As the years went on Lindsey was always being captured by some new theory or 
reform.’ 
 

Two of his books, “Companionate Marriage”, and “The Revolt of Youth”, I read by way of 
preparing myself for the Lambeth Conference of 1930, when “Sex problems” were under 
discussion.  I was more shocked by the facts which they disclosed, than by the opinions they 
expressed: for, while the latter had no more than individual authority, which did not appear 
to me impressive, the former attested a moral degradation in the American Republic which 
surprized & startled me.  He was evidently obsessed by the sex-problems of adolescence as 
he encountered them in Denver, where for 20 years he was Judge of the Juvenile Court: but 
that obsession is easily acquired, & extremely unbalancing to mind & conscience.  I must 
needs regard its effect with suspicion. 
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[305] 
Thursday, April 1st, 1943.   
 
Temperature 56o.  Damp and depressing. 
 
Mrs Elliott sends me an account of the circumstances in which Dick died in Italy:- 
 

“On Saturday I had a letter from the Senior Medical Officer at Campo 5 in Italy, telling 
me about our boy.  It just breaks my heart when I think of the cruelty of it all.   Dick 
ate food out of a tin which had been opened the week before on the 26th of January.  
The next day he was ill, and the following day he was so very ill that they had to call 
in the Italian authorities and have him removed to a military hospital.  By that time 
he was gravely ill & the Italian doctors had to operate because he had developed 
Peritonitis.  But they said Dicky never really rallied though they gave him 3 blood 
transfusions, & our beloved boy passed quietly away on the 1st of February in the 
early morning.      
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[306] 
Friday, April 2nd, 1943. 
 
Temperature, 52o.  A fine but uncertain day. 
 
I received a long letter from an unknown clergyman, who says that he has met me in the 
distant past, the Rev. Herbert M. Braithwaite, Hon. Canon of Gloucester Cathedral (The 
Laurels, Arnside, Carnforth, Lancs.).  He has been reading “Last Words from Westminster 
Abbey”, and “The Retrospect”, and desires to express his “pleasure and interest”.  He speaks 
of Arthur Headlam* with much respect and affection, “if he errs, he errs in gentleness and 
kindness and forbearance with the clergy – whatever idea superficial people may get of 
him.”  Of Dean Gee,* his opinion is evidently by no means exalted, but there was no love lost 
between the Dean and his Bishop, and my correspondent is clearly an ardent advocate of 
the Bishop in that conflict.        
 
He describes a ludicrous incident which destroyed the devout silence of a ‘Retreat’ 
organized for the clergy of Gloucester in connection with the so-called ‘National Mission’.  
He shares with me a suspicion as to the spiritual value of the “silence” which is insisted upon 
in such exercises:- 
 
[307] 
 

One incident in this retreat is vividly printed on my mind.  A large number of us were 
sitting in a smoking room after lunch, in solemn silence, when an enormous  
clergyman came in.  He sate down on a chair which immediately collapsed and 
flattened out, and he rolled on the floor.  This was too much for the most ascetic 
parson present.  Laughter & conversation, and I had a pleasant talk with a friend 
which I think was more helpful than sitting stiffly in silence. 
 

In the afternoon I walked by way of the fields to Borstall, and visited the church, returning 
home by the road.  I noticed with disgust that the church-yard was disfigured by a number of 
glass globes, covering sham flowers. 
 
Ella and Fearne went to Ipswich, and there joined Lord & Lady Thurlow in a visit to the film 
of the South North African campaign. 
 
A blackbird is nesting in the front garden.      
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[308] 
Saturday, April 3rd, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 55o.  A brilliant day. 
 
I received a long and interesting letter from a stranger – the Revd Canon Wright, now Vicar of 
Nayland, near Colchester – who has been led to write to me by receiving notice of the 
meeting of R.D. Chapter at which I promised Canon Lanchester [inserted above in pencil  
Dean Downes] that I would give an address on August 10th.  He remembers my preaching at 
S. Mary’s Oxford, when he was at the University: 
 

“The matter has escaped me, but not the manner: you were the Church MIILITANT, 
with many sharp swords in your armoury. 
 
After Oxford I became one of Allen Edwards’ men as we were called in All Saints’ 
Lambeth, then a small living – afterwards nearly twenty years in Kenya, where the 
difficulties were fascinating ……     This really obscure ministry has been marked by 
one thing – a passion for Unity.   This has led me to practice quietly but persistently a 
free ministry  [309]  for a quarter of a century.  United Communion, invitations to 
other ministers to preach on occasions, going to preach, baptize, and marry for them, 
all done as something normal & natural, & not calling for notice, & having no news 
value. 
 

After some account of his unifying essays in Kenya, he continues: 
 

My great disappointment in Kenya was that the Fundamentalists, though willing to 
co-operate with Presbyterians & Methodists will not so much as touch the fringe of 
the Anglo-Catholics.  Sometimes I feel that Rome is the only Church which has a 
passion for Unity.  If only she had an equal passion for Truth! 
 
I should be grateful if from your wide experience you could tell how best an obscure 
priest in the serene retirement of a country living can further the cause of unity (a) 
by action, (b) by financial support. 
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[310] 
4th Sunday in Lent, April 5th ,1943. 
 
The clocks had overnight been put forward an hour to mark the arrival of [inserted above in 
pencil  Double] summertime.  The thermometer registered 52o at 7.30 a.m.   The day was 
mild and brilliant. 
 
The Rector being indisposed, I volunteered to take his place at Mattins.  There was a very 
small gathering of the faithful, which, however, included a party from the Hospital, three 
nurses & as many patients.  I was much handicapped by failure of sight, but succeeded in 
getting through Mattins, preaching, and celebrating, though in conscious & apparent 
inefficiency.  My sermon was a woeful performance, “raw, fresh from the spit” as Tom Fuller 
would say!   I had hastily put together a few notes on S. John xiv.1, but, as I was unable to 
read what I had written, the notes were practically useless.  It is humblingly apparent that 
whatever success can be attributed to my preaching in the past, was really due to a relatively 
easy delivery from typescript which my good sight made possible.  With the failing of my 
eyes, I have lost the main constituent of my preaching power.  Should I have not acted more 
wisely if, like my contemporaries, I also had “preached extempore”? 

[311] 
 
Neville Talbot’s death is announced in the Sunday papers. They emphasise his unusual 
stature - six feet seven inches, his “[musculinity]”, and his association with “[Toc H.]” and his 
family. I only came into personal contact with him in the Lambeth Conference of 1930, 
when he attended as Bishop of Pretoria, & I as Bishop of Durham. The plenitude of his 
loquacity & the confusion of his speeches, amazed and exasperated the Assembly. My 
record included some severe comments on his behaviour, but these were removed in the 
process of abbreviating and bowdlerising the typescript! On the whole, I am glad that my 
severities will not appear in print, though they were neither excessive nor unmerited. He 
will, no doubt, be “written up” into something like greatness by the Church papers. 
 
Mr and Mrs Sidgwick came to tea. They seem to be connected with important ecclesiastics, 
he with Archbishop Benson,* she with Bishop Mackarness.* I learned from her with real 
distress that George Mackarness, whose acquaintance I made in Westminster, [312] ended 
his erratic, ill-ordered career by committing suicide. I recall him as an attractive young man 
in the early twenties, already married & not very wisely. He faded out of my knowledge 
rather unaccountably, & I ever regretted losing touch with him. But what can one do? 
Almost always these youngsters, who drift into one’s acquaintance, sooner or later are in 
sore straits for want of money, & then they appeal for assistance, that is, for the very thing 
it is not possible for one to give. Hence disappointment, &, perhaps, alienation on their side, 
&, on one’s own side, a painful sense of unworthiness, as if one had acted basely. Yet, claims 
must be satisfied in the order of their intrinsic strength: & the primacy among them must be 
recognised as properly belonging to the claims which are specifically described as “natural”. 
“If any man provideth not for his own, and specially for them of his own household: he hath 
denied the faith, and is worse than an unbeliever” writes an Apostle. Moreover, mendicants 
rarely speak the truth, & never speak the whole truth. “Let thine alms sweat into thy hands 
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until thou knowest to whom thou givest them” was a sinister dictum which obtained among 
the primitive Christians. 
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[313] 
Monday, April 5th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 52°. Bright day but gusty. 
 
I occupied myself in writing letters which could not rightly be longer postponed viz.: to 
Walter, Ernest, Canon Wright, & Canon Braithwaite. 
 
To my consternation, Dade reported that a rabbit had been seen in the garden. It was a 
young one, & it is permissible to hope that it may be no more than an individual wanderer. 
But the voracity of the beast, and its enormous fertility constitute a formidable menace to 
every growing crop. In a flower garden their destructiveness is terrible. 
 
In the afternoon I walked to Washbrook, and was pleased to find the little church open. 
After a short stay therein, I returned to Hyntle Place. The distance from the church to my 
house is about 1800 paces, and I took 45 minutes in walking that distance - a pace more 
suggestive of senile feebleness than of virile vigour! 
 
I wrote to Denis Elliott, who is now in Nigeria, condoling with him in this sore stroke of his 
brother’s death - a difficult letter to write, since my knowledge of the young man’s 
character & opinions is but slight.  
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[314] 
Tuesday, April 6th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 52°. An uncomfortable, gusty day. 
 
I prepared notes for a “Talk” on Canada, & gave it to a company of about 35 sated & 
somnolent convalescent soldiers. They asked but few questions, and probably gained more 
from their slumbers, than from my speech! However, we parted amicably. 
 
The 6 p.m. wireless included a lucid and interesting statement about the [role] of air-power 
in this war; the remarkable success which has been secured by the Allies in the air; and by 
the great value of the desert which extends from Egypt to Tunisia, as providing an amplitude 
of convenient bases from which air-forces can operate against the Northern shores of the 
Mediterranean. The speaker coined an effective phrase for describing the diplomacy by 
which Italy had gained possession of Tunis from France - “stiletto diplomacy”. It had 
previously been employed successfully against Turkey, when Tripoli was gained. 
 
It is announced from Moscow that the Soviet Govt has published the names of a score of 
prominent German officers, who have been identified as personally responsible for ordering 
infamous cruelties in occupied Russia.  
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[315] 
Wednesday, April 7th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 49°. Violent westerly wind, and by consequence a persistently smoking 
chimney in my study, to my extreme annoyance, for I had hoped and planned to get on with 
the Astrology lecture. I suffered the fire to go out, & when the smoke had been mainly 
excluded by an open window, which conditioned its achievement by lowering the 
temperature; I turned on the electric heater, and proceeded to read Lea’s History of the 
Spanish Inqn. It opens with an arresting sketch of the destruction of tolerance in Spain by 
the twin influences of orthodox Christian victory over Visigothic Arianism, and the unceasing 
pressure of the Church. I had not realized that the policy of “ghettos" was begun with the 
Moors, and extended to the Jews. In the development of Christian Intolerance it is difficult 
to overstate the evil influence of the Lateran Council of 1216, and the Council of Vienne in 
1312 - the one bound Transubstantiation on the Church, & the other destroyed the Order of 
the Temple (“the blackest crime of the Middle Ages”, as Stubbs called it). 
 
The tempest continued all day with great violence, & occasional spates of rain.  
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[316] 
Thursday, April 8th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 47°. A relatively calm morning. The sweep being expected, my study was 
rendered unusable, and I was transferred to the drawing room, where I made shift with 
Fearne’s tireless benevolence, to get on with my Astrological lecture. 
 
My only letter was from Canon Wright, acknowledging my gift of “Abyssinia”, & giving me 
more information about himself. He appears to be something of an eccentric, with sufficient 
“horse sense” to balance his eccentricity sufficiently to carry him into the relatively 
respectable category of a “character”. He ends his letter thus: - 
 

After you have filtered the 60° of pride & prejudice from the Church of England, the 
residue is the salt of the earth, but sometimes one’s doubts about her are greater 
than one’s faith in her. Once again, thank you for your wise & welcome letter. To be 
a burning & shining light at 80 is wonderful. We trust you will be spared for many 
years to put fire into words, & into the souls of men. 

 
I don’t feel much like “a burning & shining light”, for Milton’s “darkness visible” suggests 
itself as a better description of my present state. 


