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<!080443> 
[1] 
Thursday, April 8th, 1943. 
 
I occupied the morning mainly in essaying a kind of introduction to the Astrology lecture, 
which it seems not unlikely will have to serve for the paper which (with my usual precipitate 
complaisance) I so rashly promised to read to the Royal Society of Literature in the autumn. 
It will be apparently and grossly inappropriate for the purpose since the relation of astrology 
to Literature is not precisely intimate: but I cannot hope to produce anything better. 
 
In the afternoon I walked round Chattisham, and on the way fell in with Tom Reid, engaged 
in sowing barley. I was interested to learn that chemical manure was mixed in the sowing 
machine with the seed, and discharged, through tubes from the trough containing the 
mixture, into the soil. Beside Tom stood a British soldier in khaki with his rifle. He was in 
charge of a party of Italian prisoners of war who were working on Tom’s farm. I never 
imagined that I should live to see foreigners so employed in this island. The men are lodged 
in Colchester, and transported in an omnibus to & from the farm, to which they have been 
allotted. 
 
The victorious 8th Army has effected a junction with the American forces. 
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[2] 
Friday, April 9th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 52°. A calm, misty morning. 
 
The post brought me nothing but an unintelligible bundle of papers about employer’s 
payments of their employees’ proportion of income tax! and the melancholy return of 2 of 
my letters to Dick, written a year ago, & never delivered. I can no longer maintain the 
comforting belief that I had been able to mitigate in some small measure the bitterness of 
his exile & confinement. 
 
In the afternoon, Ella & Fearne motored to Hadleigh in order to fetch a patient, & transfer 
her to the Hospital in Ipswich.  
 
I walked by the road to Burnstall, & came back by the fields. On my way through the Park 
adjoining Burnstall Church, I got into speech with a civil spoken man, who told me that he 
was churchwarden. I seized the opportunity for directing his attention to the disfiguring 
effect of the glass globes covering sham flowers which have been placed on many of the 
graves. He was too polite to indicate disagreement, but he could not wholly conceal his 
astonishment. I perceived, rather to my alarm, a distinct note of anti-Semitism in his 
comments on Hitler. I did my best to make him realize the unreason & meanness of that 
attitude of mind.  
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[3] 
Saturday, April 10th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 43°. A dull, uncertain day. 
 
I had no letters, & busied myself, partly, in revising the notes for tomorrow’s “sermon”, and, 
partly, in clearing my table of superfluous papers. Then I resumed work on the Astrological 
paper, but effected little. 
 
I walked for nearly an hour and a half during the afternoon, and on my return had tea, and 
then dictated for a short time to Fearne. The 6 p.m. wireless report the conquest of Sfax, 
and general progress in Tunisia. The Russians are still repelling German attacks on the 
Donetz, & in the Kuban, but the ground is hardening quickly, and it is thought probable that 
they will have to meet another tremendous offensive.  
 
I glanced through the publisher’s catalogue of ‘Occult and Psychic’ publications. No less than 
120 compositions are described in the “Occult Book Society” ^List^ and are presumably able 
to find readers prepared to purchase them. They disclose a perverted world in which 
disordered fancy & undisciplined sentiment work without check of religion or socialistic 
knowledge to create the fatuous, or bizarre, or morally debased systems of neo-Gnostic 
speculation. Need we wonder that our lunatick asylums are overfilled? 
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[4] 
5th Sunday in Lent, April 11th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 53°. A fine but uncertain day. 
 
We motored to Copdock, and attended Mattins in S. Peter’s Church. This is a small building 
in the perpendicular style, nave & north aisle, lofty. The font is coeval with ^the^ church. 
There is a Western gallery which is adorned with a wooden carving of Edward VI on 
horseback, said to be the original. The Church is dedicated to S. Peter. I preached at Mattins, 
but the pulpit light was unhelpful, & my notes could with difficulty be read. However 
according to Fearne, I held on for 18 minutes. The congregation was very small, considering 
that there is a population of about 700 people. Perhaps the absence of many on war-work 
may partially account for the fewness. This was certainly a better attendance than in 
Hintlesham. But in Chopdock there is not the handicap of an unreal & pretentious parade of 
so-styled “Catholicism”. The Rector (Kirkpatrick) is a youngish-looking middle-aged man who 
has been a schoolmaster in China. He has an alert, intelligent look, reads the service well, 
and has a pleasant voice. I was displeased to note that the lessons were prefaced by a brief 
explanation. In conversation he allowed that this innovation was not welcome to the 
congregation, but he thought that it might assist them to understand the sense and the 
selection of the lessons. On the whole, I liked him.  
 
[5] 
 
We lunched pleasantly after the service with the Vicar, his wife, ^his daughter^ & a pretty 
young woman with her infant, whose husband was serving in Africa. He spoke with much 
appreciation of the Chinese, & emphasised the excellence of Chinese cooking. Birds’ nest 
soup and immemorial eggs were, he assured me, really delicious. He gave me the 
impression of a man who was honestly endeavouring to do his duty, but was much 
perplexed what precisely it was, & how he ought to set about ^doing^ it. I could not but 
acknowledge that the problem of pastorate in a small Suffolk parish must be hard to solve. I 
was unpleasantly impressed by the pinched scale of his study, & the fewness & slightness of 
the books on its shelves: but no doubt the last is fairly explicable by the circumstances of a 
missionary’s life, and the smallness of a rural incumbent’s income. Mr Kirkpatrick 
complained of the absence of mental stimulus in Suffolk, the normal isolation of the clergy, 
and the lack of encouragement to pastoral enterprise. The parish hall, administered by a 
Committee for nakedly secular purposes, & providing a ceaseless succession of 
entertainments did not facilitate the parson’s efforts to raise & maintain spiritual interest 
among the villagers. I cannot doubt that this is the case. Religion is throughout England 
being silently and steadily excluded from popular concern.  
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[6] 
Monday, April 12th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 56°. Misty and warm. 
 
There were no letters, so that I could devote myself to the Astrology paper without delay. I 
made some progress, being thereto assisted by Fearne’s success in finding among my books 
both the horrible description of the Black Death in the XIVth century, in which every form of 
divination, including Astrology, grew rankly like weeds on a dunghill, and the volume of 
Hibbert Lectures on Zoroastrianism, which has some useful information about the Magi, and 
a serviceable note on the Star in the East, mentioned by the first Evangelist.  
 
In the afternoon, I walked again to Burnstall, visiting the church, & returning through the 
fields. 
 
The Budget was introduced today. There is no addition to the Income Tax, which is 
consoling, and the new indirect taxes are all imposed on “luxuries”, for which I personally 
have no use – beer, wine spirits, tobacco, entertainments, & clothes. So (if Heaven spares us 
any extraordinary calamities upsetting all calculations) we may dare to hope that in the tiny 
insistent sphere of private life, we may be able to worry through another year.  
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[7] 
Tuesday, April 13th, 1943 
 
Thermometer 62°. Calm and warm. 
 
I received a letter from Canon Braithwaite thanking me for the pamphlet entitled 
“Unitarianism or Historic Christianity”, which I wrote at the time of the incident in Liverpool 
Cathedral, which ^had^ caused a flutter. He makes some observations about the 
ecclesiastical situation in the Liverpool diocese (in which he worked for 18 years) which 
indicate his unfavourable estimate of the present Dean (Dwelly): and he dissents from my 
view that labour bestowed on the composition of sermons is in present circumstances 
probably misdirected. He may be right, and my personal experience may be unfortunate 
and unrepresentative. 
 
I prepared notes for a talk on “Australia" at the Hospital. There were about 30 men present, 
and they did not appear more bored than heretofore, but the fineness of the weather must 
have increased the natural repugnance to confinement indoors. A few questions were 
asked, and these to some slight extent mitigated the bleak suspicion of failure which fell 
over me. I walked back to Hyntle Place by way of the fields.  
 
Rommel is still retreating, but he is thought still to have as many as 120.000 Germans.  
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[8] 
Wednesday, April 14th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 58°. Calm but misty. 
 
Ella and Fearne having (as they imagined) some obligation to attend a Council meeting of 
the G. F. S. in St Edmundsbury, whereto access is only possible by rail, and the only 
convenient train leaving Ipswich at 8.50 a.m., we had to breakfast at 8 a.m. The usual hustle 
of departure, and temperamental fluttering having been traversed, my ladies vanished from 
the scene, and I betook myself to the familiar but futile labours of the Astrology paper! 
 
I looked up S. Thomas Aquinas’ views on Astrology; and other forms of Divination. He is not 
so nakedly hostile as might have been expected, but he is much influenced by the medieval 
belief in the omnipresence & activity of demons  He concludes his discussion by quoting S. 
Augustine to this effect: - 
 

“Thus a good Christian should beware of astrologers, and of all impious diviners, 
especially of those who tell the truth, lest his soul become the dupe of the demons 
and by making a compact of partnership with them enmesh itself in there 
fellowship”. 

 
I walked to Washbrook, & visited the church; but found the exertion unusually fatiguing, 
mainly because of the warmth of the day.  
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[9] 
Thursday, April 15th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 57°. Dull, misty morning. 
 
Mrs Elliott writes sadly, enclosing letters which she has received from poor Dick. His death 
was evidently due to the fact that his enfeebled physique was unable to sustain the shocks 
of poisoning by tinned food, & operations. 
 
Also, I had a letter from Jack Clayton,* who is now 60, and beginning to show (I think) some 
signs of “wear and tear”, though he persists in his unceasing activities. 
 
There was a raid in the Thames Estuary & over East Anglia last night, shortly after midnight. 
3 raiders were destroyed: & some casualties & damage are reported. 
 
The electric light has been cut off in order that repairs may effected in the distributing 
mechanism. 
 
Ella and Fearne went to Ipswich, where they lunched with General & Lady Kenyon, and 
attended a meeting. I remained in my study, and tried to work at the Astrology paper: but 
the warmth & brilliance of the day were not favourable to any form of exertion. After lunch I 
loafed in the garden for an hour, & then resumed the effort, but with the poorest result. 
When my ladies returned, I abandoned even the attempt. The collapse of the electrical 
system had the effect of cutting off the wireless, which was provoking.  
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[10] 
Friday, April 16th, 1943.  
 
Thermometer 64°. A fine warm day. 
 
I put together notes on the 13th century and the Black Death, with a view to a paragraph in 
the Astrology paper. 
 
In turning over the pages of a book, which happened to be on my table - “The later Non-
jurors” by Broxap, M. A. (Cambridge, At the University Press, 1924) [sic], I noted the 
following suggestions for a sermon before Queen Anne: they were given by Dr Pratt, Dean of 
Rochester to Thomas Brett, afterwards a Non-juring Bishop: 
 

“The more you preach without book the better… a cloth gown, a silk tippet, a short 
bobb [sic] wig, a band of lesser rise, small cuffs. A short syllable without one syllable 
of politics.” 
[v. 7. c. 20] 

 
Evidently good Queen Anne shared her uncle’s (Charles II) dislike of long sermons, read from 
manuscript. 
 
Ella and Fearne motored to Hadleigh after lunch, and on their return, we played croquet for 
an hour, though the ground was still rough, and our performance, more impressive than 
distinguished! However, it was something to the good that a start should be made in our 
summer-time athletics! 
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[11] 
Saturday, April 17th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 64°. Another very warm day. 
 
I received a letter from a stranger (^Venables)^ who wrote from Birkenhead, having been 
led to do so by his reading of my “Retrospect”. There he had been “delighted to come across 
the section relating to Birkenhead, his native town”. He names several persons who co-
existed with me in that town, and profess still to remember me, though nearly 60 years 
have passed since my brief residence. Miss Aspinall (now Mrs Moore) had advised him to 
write to me, & send me some newspaper cuttings, for which he was responsible. She is now 
an octogenarian. I remember her, and her family. Her father was (if I mistake not) the 
County Court Judge, and I used to call on them. They were friendly folk, well-regarded by 
there neighbours.1 
 
Mr Venables describes my book as “your most fascinating autobiography”: but I surmise that 
its fascination was solely due to the local reference, which, in the book itself, has a very 
small place. He himself was a child of six when I stayed in Birkenhead, Mrs Moore (neé 
Aspinall) is quoted in the Birkenhead News ^describing me^ as “a brilliant & lively young 
man who always used to sit either on the floor or the wrong way on a chair”!! 
 

 
1 See J. Stapleton (ed.), The Early Journals of Hensley Henson: Birkenhead and All Souls, 1885-
1887 (Woodbridge, 2025). 
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[12] 
Palm Sunday, April 18th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 60°. Still no rain. 
 
The iris in the garden has bloomed in richness of its imperial purple. 
 
Before going to church I wrote to Mrs Elliott, returning the letters about Dick which she had 
received, & sent on to me. 
 
We went to Mattins, when I read the lessons, and celebrated the Holy Communicants. The 
narrative of the Lord’s Passion, read from the 1st Synoptic Gospel in the 2nd lesson and the 
Gospel for Palm Sunday, is very moving; and the bathos of the Banns of Marriage which 
immediately followed the lesson, was painful. If only disregard of rubricks could be ordered 
more intelligently, how much exasperation would be avoided, and how little provoked by 
our clerical anarchists! But there seems to be no principle in what they do, always excepting 
their apparent, but generally repudiated, intention of getting themselves into accord with 
“our Roman mother”! 
 
I noted with melancholy amusement the emphasis placed on the Celebration on Maundy 
Thursday, and the announcement that there would be none on Good Friday. The one is an 
approach to “Corpus Christi”, and the other a breach with Protestant custom in the C. of E.  
 
[13] 
 
In the afternoon I wrote letters to the Bishop of S. E. and I. about M. K.; Brayley, Jack 
Clayton, and Charles Pattison.  
 
After dinner Ella finished reading aloud so much of the Astrology ^lecture^ as I have written. 
Fearne timed the reading, & reported that it filled 41 minutes. This (allowing for the slower 
pace of public reading) would be as much as would suffice, but the story is only carried to 
the XIVth century, and my project extends it to the XXth! Probably, I had best adopt a brazen 
attitude, and draw rein at the Reformation, as if that had really been my intention! A brief 
sketch of the XVth century, emphasising the effect of the Fall of Constantinople in 1453, in 
paganizing the West, and incidentally strengthening the hold of the pagan pseudo-science 
on the intelligentsia, which carried its cult of classical paganism to lengths of extravagance 
which insulted orthodoxy, and outraged common sense. This would provide a key to the 
surprizing fact that the age of intellectual enfranchisement, both intellectual and religious, 
was also the age in which astrologers commanded the greatest deference.  
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[14] 
Monday, April 19th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 56°. A misty morning. 
 
I made a “spurt”, and brought the Lecture to some kind of a coherent conclusion, but very 
flimsy and ragged. 
 
By lunch-time a drizzling rain had set in. None the less, I walked round Chattisham by way of 
exercise. The blossom on the fruit trees is everywhere magnificent, and if we escape frost in 
May there may be a crop which will fulfil the promise. 
 
I wrote to the Director of Lectures cancelling my undertaking to read a paper to the Royal 
Society of Literature and inserted a copy in this journal. After much hesitation, I decided 
that I ought to withdraw from a false situation, into which I had drifted. But I shall develope 
[sic] and complete the paper on Astrology, with the prospect of publishing it as an Essay.…. 
 
Freed from the worrying obligation to compose a paper which, while sufficiently within the 
narrow limits of my powers, would not be too fragrantly unsuitable for reading to a Literary 
society, by one of its “Fellows”, I may utilise the waning resources of my eyesight by filling 
out with suitable references and illustrations a sketch of the position which the pseudo-
science has held in Christendom.  
 
[15] 

April 19th, 1943. 
My dear Sir, 
 
 Some months ago I undertook to read a paper to the Royal Society of Literature on 
some suitable subject and at some convenient date in the course of next autumn. No subject 
was chosen and no specific date was appointed, but a promise was given which now, to my 
great regret, I am compelled to confess that I cannot fulfil.  
 

For some while past my eyesight has been causing me anxiety and embarrassment, 
and, since the beginning of this year it has worsened more rapidly than I had expected. It is 
necessary for me to avoid all uses of my eyes which I can avoid, and, therefore, I must beg to 
be allowed to cancel my engagement to prepare a paper, as I had hoped and promised to do. 
The numerous difficulties created by the War add considerations which must needs increase 
the labour of preparing such a paper, but these would not be sufficient if my eyesight were 
normal. In the actual circumstances, however, I find myself compelled to invoke the 
generosity of the Council. 

 
   Believe me &c. H. Hensley Henson Bp. 
 
The Director of Lectures 
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[16] 
Tuesday, April 20th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 56°. Dull day but improving. 
 
We motored to Ipswich, where I read my lecture to a mixed company of parsons and 
women. I was somewhat surprized at the smallness of the audience, but I was assured that 
the obligations of Holy Week had made the attendance of the clergy practically impossible. 
Canon Lanchester was in the chair. The Bishop of Dunwich pronounced the Benediction at 
the end of the proceedings. Fearne assured me that my reading of the paper occupied 50 
minutes. There were some questions, & I took the impression that my hearers were 
interested. 
 
In the afternoon we played croquet in the garden. 
 
I wrote to Mr Venables of Birkenhead thanking him for his kind and interesting letter, & for 
the newspaper cuttings with references to my residence there, before I was ordained. It is, 
perhaps, legitimate to acknowledge a certain satisfaction in learning that after an interval of 
nearly sixty years there are still surviving persons who can recall with kindness that for a few 
months I lived in their neighbourhood. I remember well the Aspinalls, whose acquaintance I 
made, and with whom I enjoyed some pleasant familiarity. 
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[17] 
Wednesday, April 21st, 1943. 
 
Temperature 54° A fine day, colder.  
 
I received from the Secretary of the Royal Society of Literature (F.L.R. Brown) the secretary a 
civilly expressed reply to my letter cancelling the engagement to read a paper in the autumn. 
He interjects a personal note:- 
 

The last time the writer of this letter had the pleasure and advantage of listening 
to you was at St Margaret’s, Westminster, and consequently your correspondent 
is one of the disappointed. 
 

Perhaps the civility and the reference to St Margaret’s are explicable by the fact that the 
Society’s present Secretary is a lady (Miss F. L. Radston Brown). 
 
Before settling to work in my study, I allowed myself the refreshment of an hour in the 
garden, which is now glorious with the blossom of the fruit trees, and the flowers in the 
borders; and I fetched Ella to share the enjoyment. She availed herself of the opportunity for 
rebuking my cowardice in cancelling the lecture engagement! I told her that she might be 
placed in the same category with Xantippa and Milton’s daughter! 
 
[18] 
 
I turned up the passage in Dante which describes the torture of Diviness (Canto XX) in 
Vernon’s volume, ‘Readings of the Inferno’ edited by with Moore’s ‘Introduction’. The notes 
quote a parallel in Milton’s Paradise lost bk. XI, and I inserted the passage on Old Age in this 
journal. 
 
It is suggested that Milton may have been inspired by Shakespeare, in “Measure for 
Measure”. This led me to read that play after lunch.  
 
The 8th Army has renewed the offensive in Tunisia by a frontal attack on Rommell’s 
position. At 6 p.m. the wireless reported that an advance had been made of 2½ miles, that 
several German attacks had been repulsed ; that the fighting was extremely bitter, and that 
the British losses very severe, and that we must expected a prolonged conflict in very 
difficult country, heavily fortified, and defended with the utmost determination.  
Eden informed the House of Commons that the Germans still continue to shackle the British 
prisoners of war. 
 
Hitler is celebrating his 54th birthday! 
 
[19] 
 
Milton’s picture of death when it comes to the aged includes a disconcerting description of 
Old Age 
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I yield it just, said Adam, and submit, 
But is there yet no other way, besides 
These painful passages, how we may come  
To death, & mix with our connatural dust? 
There is, said Michael, if thou well observe 
The rule of – Not too much: by temperance taught, 
In what thou eat’st & drink’st; seeking from thence 
Due nourishment, not gluttonous delight; 
Till many years over thy head return, 
So may’st thou live; till, like ripe fruit, thou drop 
Into thy mother’s lap; or be with ease 
Gather’d, not harshly pluck’d; for death mature; 
This is OLD AGE: but then, thou must outlive 
Thy youth, thy strength, thy beauty; which will change 
To wither’d, weak, and gray; thy senses then, 
Obtuse, all taste of pleasure must forego, 
To what thou hast; and, for the air of youth, 
Hopeful & cheerful, in thy blood will reign 
A melancholy damp of cold and dry 
To weigh thy spirits down, & last consume 
The balm of life. To whom our ancestor:- 
Henceforth I fly not death. __________ 
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[20] 
Thursday, April 22nd, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 58°. Rain last night, but little. 
 
Yet another letter from Dick, dated December 22nd, censored, and reaching me today – 4 
months. It is distressing to know that the closing weeks of his life in the prison camp were 
not lightened by such comfort as my letters might have brought to him. 
 
The death of [Arthur] Lillingston* is reported as having taken place in Durham on Monday 
last. He arrived in Durham as canon a few months later than I myself arrived as Dean in the 
closing months of 1912 – 31 years ago, and, though opposed in temperament, training, and 
habit, we were always good friends together. He was a ‘hard-shell’ Protestant, formed in the 
narrow fanatical school of Webb-Peploe,* whose curate he had been. He was not without 
intellectual capacity, and might have gained distinction both as a preacher and as a parish 
clergyman, if he could have been set free from the conditions under which he was shaped. 
As it was, his life seemed to me a very sad one. He married three times, and had 2 sons by 
his first wife. 
 
[21] 

Improvisation in oratory, generalisation in history, impressionism in painting – all 
are short cuts to desired effects, and they are successful only at heavy cost to the 
man who employs them. And yet they cannot be altogether neglected, and may 
even, in some circumstances and for some purposes, be indispensable. Yet, like 
drinking neat brandy, if the necessity of a crisis become the habit of a life, they 
are ruinous. 
 

[These sage reflections were suggested by the needs of my Astrology lecture, and are too 
good to be scrapped. So they are here preserved. H.H.H.] 

 
I wrote a letter of condolence to Charlie Lillingston, addressing my letter to Durham, where I 
assumed he would have joined his step-mother for his father’s funeral. 
 
The Bishop of Jarrow (Owen) is now the sole survivor of the canons of Durham whom I 
appointed. 
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[22] 
Good Friday, April 23rd, 1943. 
 
From the Times (Maundy Thursday, 1943) 
 
Written after Dunkirk. 
 
Commander H. M. Darell Brown R. N., who lost his life when in command of H. M. S. Ibis off 
Algiers, wrote the following lines after taking part in the evacuation from Dunkirk:- 
 

A hundred thousand heroes 
With banners flying high 
Are marching down the ages 
To show us how to die. 
One Man, disgraced and lonely 
Yet whispering still “FORGIVE”, 
Cross-hung and dying slowly 
Still shows us how to live. 

 
______________________________________________________ 
 
[23] 
 
From Shakespeare (1564-1616 Apr. 23) 
(Measure for Measure. Act II. Sc. iii) 
 

Alas, alas! 
Why, all the souls that were were [sic] 
 

forfeit once; 
 

And He that might the vantage best 
have took 
 

Found out the remedy. How would 
you be, 
 

If He, which is the top of judgement, 
Should 
 

But judge you as you are? O, 
think on that; 
 

And mercy then will breathe within 
your lips, 
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Like man new made.  
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[24] 
Good Friday, April 23rd, 1943.  
 
We went to Church for Mattins, and I started to read the lessons, but found the light so bad 
that I could not finish the first lesson. I had to give over, and allow the Rector to take up, & 
conclude. This public exhibition of senile impotence was very humiliating – a suitable 
penance. The Sermon was largely an expansion of a characteristically extravagant 
declaration in one of Newman’s heresy on our Lord’s Passion, which came perilously near to 
heresy [sic]. We were bidden [to?] understand the Words from the Cross as the utterances of 
God, not of a fellow man. It may, perhaps, be possible to evolve a justification for such 
exegesis from the orthodox doctrine of the Quicunque Vult: but it hardly accords with a 
genuine belief in the true humanity of the Incarnate. It immerses those who accept this 
crude teaching in considerable perplexity when they seriously attempt to apply it to the cry 
of the Crucified – “My God, My God: Why hast Thou forsaken me?”. 
 
[25] 
 
The wireless reports the safe arrival in England of 450 wounded prisoners of war re-
patriated from Italy by an arrangement between the British and Italian governments. The 
men are described as singing enthusiastically. Dick’s mother and sister will not grudge the 
delight of their homefolk, and yet it is hardly possible that their own cruel disappointment 
should not be renewed and sharpened. If only Dick had been, as they so ardently hoped, 
included in the number of home-returning exiles! And yet we still talk vainly about “equality 
of sacrifice” in the War! The sinister fact is more truly pictured in the Gospel: - “Two men 
shall be together on one bed. One shall be taken, and another left”. Yet Christ said; and He is 
the Truth Incarnate and also “the Man of Sorrows and acquainted with grief”, “Fear not, 
little flock, it is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom”. The fearful conflict in 
Tunisia now raging, in which “no quarter is asked, and none is given”, will desolate many 
homes, and break many hearts. Fiat Voluntas Tua.  
 
[26] 
 
The Secretary of the Royal Society of Literature to whom I had sent “with my compliments” a 
copy of “Last Words in Westminster Abbey” sends me an almost ardently expressed letter of 
acknowledgement. She gives me the impression of being sincere, sorrow-tested and 
devout:- 
 

“I can see already that the sermon which will be the most often re-read is “The 
Perfection of Jesus”. In my long life I worked for 12 years in southern Spain, in the city 
of Cordoba, and there, though a Protestant myself, I could not but recognize that the 
worship of Jesus as Infant, Boy, and Man was a tremendous reality in the lives of 
Spanish children. At Christmas, which is there still an entirely religious festival, gifts & 
parties being reserved for the Day of the Three Kings, the children went from church 
to church to say their prayer and light their taper before the life-size crèches, while 
the elder lads paid their devotion before the altar to the Boy of Nazareth or in the 
Temple, [27] and I realized that the thought of Jesus accompanied their lives like 
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afresh brook beside a rough and dusty path. The few “dips” I have made this morning 
into that chapter brought me a flood of such memory.” 
 

How is this potent and permanent impression of Jesus on the mind of Spanish childhood 
accord with the evil reputation for cruelty and perfidy which attaches to Spanish manhood? 
The Spanish Inquisition and the Jesuit Order together have provided the greatest of all the 
scandals of historic Christianity. Wha is the key to the paradox? 
 
The Bishop sends me a very civilly expressed letter explaining his absence from my lecture 
on Astrology in Christendom: he adds: 
 

I am glad to hear there was a good attendance, & some of those who were present 
have told me how much they enjoyed it, & thus increased my regret at missing it. 
 

I myself thought the attendance surprisingly small.  
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[28] 
Easter Eve, April 24th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 56°. Uncertain & blustering. 
 
That wonderful Linneta* sends me an Easter gift of the Temple Classics edition of Dante, text 
and translation, 6 neat little volumes: and accompanies it with a characteristically 
affectionate letter. 
 
I am distressed, and yet pleased, distressed because I should have inflicted on the generous 
lady trouble by asking help for the paper on Astrology, which I have cancelled, and pleasure 
because such constant friendship as hers must needs be precious in such a world as this, and 
most of all precious since it is expressed a the time of personal eclipse, when a cold sense of 
dereliction clouds the end of one’s life. But, her gift takes shape in my mind as yet another 
reason why I must persist in my purpose of developing the Astrological lecture into an essay 
which might be published independently. 
 
Also, I received from Evelyn Brayley a letter in which he described Jane’s confirmation in the 
school at Cheltenham. The Bishop of Gloucester confirmed her with about 100 other girls, 
giving 2 addresses, the first 15 minutes, the last 25! 
 
[29] 
 
I finished reading Prof. Hugh Watt’s book, which has just been published in connexion with 
the centenary of the Disruption in Scotland. 
 
“Thomas Chalmers and the Disruption, incorporating the Chalmers Lectures for 1940-44” [T. 
Nelson & Sons Ld]. 
 
 I found it extremely interesting, and (in spite of an ardent and apparent admiration for the 
great leader & organizer of the movement which rent the Church of Scotland in twain) 
written in an admirable temper, and with considerable ability. It astonished me to note that 
no allusion to the parallel movement of the Tractarians in England is made, nor anything to 
suggest that save for his Establishmentarian zeal, which he outgrew, there was any contact 
between Chalmers & the Church of England. 
 
It is, indeed, stated that two of the three “textbooks” of his class in Edinburgh were Anglican 
– Butler’s Analogy, and Paley’s Evidences: but the writer says rather surprisingly that the 
teaching of these books “is the orthodox Calvinism of his (Chalmer’s) day, though not 
expressed in the orthodox vocabulary nor tied down to the orthodox scheme”.  
 
[30] 
 
Ella and I walked to Chattisham, and returned the empty milk-bottles to the ladies who 
privily gave us some of the wonderful milk from Sir Gerald Ryan’s Jersey cows. As we 
returned we fell in with the sisters, and stopped to converse. Now such conversation has its 
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perils, for while my incomparable Wife is friendly & conversational, she is also dreadfully 
deaf. Thus the talk is apt to become more animated than intelligible. While one party is 
interested and polite, and the other, though both interested and polite, is unable to hear 
anything, she is apt to attempt the rather venturous process of eking out the infirmity of her 
ears by the inventive courage of her imagination, until (as when two travellers start out on 
divergent roads) the longer the talk, the more unintelligible it becomes, until at length it dies 
down into a blend of dismay and distress. Meanwhile, I stand by, and observe with growing 
apprehension the accumulating confusion until, with the courage of despair, I interrupt the 
intercourse of confused & confusing speech; and, in a voice of thunder, summon my wife to 
continue our walk without longer interruption!  
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[31] 
Easter Day, April 25th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 56°. Damp. Intermittently bright. 
 
This is the 54th Easter on which I shall be permitted entitled to celebrate the Holy 
Communion at an English Altar, for I was ordained to the priesthood on Trinity Sunday (May 
27th) and I do not recall having failed in this duty, save on one occasion, when, after breaking 
my ankle, I was “confined to my bedroom”, and received the Blessed Sacrament from my 
chaplain, Charlie Patterson,* who celebrated in the room. 
 
We all went to Church. I read the lessons, and celebrated. The Rector’s sermon was the 
jarring note, for he was in his most dogmatic mood, & quoted the [Saviour’s] method. “He 
taught them as one having authority and not as their scribes” as if it justified his own, 
whereas his own method is precisely that of “the scribes” which the hearers of Jesus 
perceived to be wholly other than that of the scribes. It is the method of tradition, “the 
tradition of the elders”, as opposed to the method of the Spirit, i. e the method of the 
prophets. “Thus saith the Lord”, but exalted to a supra-prophetic level. “But I say unto you”, 
this pitiful about maundering about the Catholic [32] Church leads inexorably to the 
supreme scandal of Christian History – PERSECUTION. 
 
With an almost insolent perversity, Moulsdale selects the least historically trustworthy 
elements in the Dominical tradition as the subjects of his dogmatic assertions. This morning 
he dilated on the incident of the Sealing of the Tomb by the Jewish authorities, and, of 
course, assumed that it was unquestionable fact, & on that assumption built his fabric of 
rhetorical dogma! Such preaching appears to me nothing less than manufacturing 
unbelievers. The 20th century cannot be instructed or edified by the mentality of 13th 
century friars! 
 
McNeile’s note on S. Matt: xxvii 62f. 
 

“The historicity of the verses is very questionable, the high priests & Pharisees would 
not, on a Sabbath and a high festival, take any such action, especially if it brought 
them into contact with a pagan.” 
 

Plunmer, after his manner, is demurely orthodox, but the incredible character of the 
narrative in Matt. discloses itself unmistakably through his careful language.  
 
[33] 
 
Charlie Lillingston, having asked me to write an appreciation of his father for the Times, I 
could not refuse his request, though its satisfaction was an extraordinarily difficult business, 
for I could not in kindness say what I really thought about a man, whose career appeared to 
me in many important respects a badly mishandled one. The responsibility for his failure was 
not wholly his own, for he was placed by others in positions for which he was deeply 
unsuitable. He ought never to have ^been^ appointed to a Residentiary Canonry, for his 
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temperament, gifts, and habits marked him out for a strenuously active life, and a 
residentiary canon is a lost man unless he is a student or a philosopher, or a divine, or a 
saint, descriptions of men from which Lillingston must needs be excluded. The association of 
the functions of a “diocesan missioner” added a touch of absurdity to an act of unwisdom: 
for Lillingston was temperamentally disqualified for those functions, being neither 
sympathetic, nor devout, nor trained in the difficult business of spiritual direction. In short, 
he was ill-used by his friends.  
 
[34] 
 
That he ^should^ deteriorate in Durham was in the circumstances, a foregone conclusion. 
There was no scope for his energies, an[d] every encouragement to his faults. He became 
the mere echo of his own phrases, & the slave of his own prejudices, illustrating the 
melancholy fact, to which Archbishop Whateley alludes in his Autobiography, that popular 
Evangelical preachers, being dependent for their success on the facile flow of their 
impromptu speech, degenerate quality into more “windbags”, maintaining their unlessening 
loquacity in the pulpit by a quickly wasting re-inforcement [sic] from the study. Then, 
Lillingston’s personal habit declined as his employment diminished, & he came under the 
debilitating influence of chronic indolence. His second marriage was deplorable, and his 
third was undignified. Yet, if he had been more wisely guided, & brought under the 
steadying power of regular, sufficient, and congruous work, Lillingston might have fulfilled a 
ministry of great value, and perhaps, also of unusual distinction.  
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[35] 
Monday, April 26th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 52° Rain-storms and Sun. High Wind.  
 
I received letters from Grant Robertson, Martin Ellinger, Mary Radford, and Canon Salter. 
 
In the course of the morning, I was visited (not professionally) by Dr Everett. He says the 
American soldiers are definitely improving in their manners by contact with the British Army. 
He spoke about the unpleasant matter which has been raised in the House of Commons, of 
inspecting the soldiers by female nurses. It is, of course, almost always venereal disease, and 
the process involves actual handling of the pudenda. The men dislike the employment of 
female doctors, sometimes quite young women, for this truly repulsive purpose, and no 
wonder. It is abominable and ought immediately to be stopped. The Government gave some 
undertaking to this effect, but pleaded that the necessity for inspection was urgent, & the 
supply of male doctors quite insufficient. When it is remembered that practically the entire 
manhood of the nation is now in the Army, & subject to inspection; can it be doubted that 
the moral injury involved in such a contact with women must be enormously degrading to 
the men, &, perhaps, hardly less degrading to the doctors? 
 
[36] 
 
I read through the 74 pages in which Bryce* discusses New Zealand in the 2nd vol. of 
“Modern Democracy”. He was evidently much impressed by what he observed in that 
Dominion, but, while describing very favourably the political, social, & economic conditions 
under which the New Zealanders are living, he does not hesitate to point out some very 
sinister features of their life. Yet he concludes on the note of confidence:- 
 

“The New Zealanders, after having gone a good way towards State Socialism, shewed 
[sic] that they cd pause to consider whether they shd go farther. They have never 
attempted a general levelling down, have never lost that reasonable temper which 
the practice of self-government is fitted to foster. And so, far from being enervated 
by their seclusion in the midst of a vast ocean, they displayed, when a crisis arrived, 
their willingness to make every sacrifice needed to meet it. They raised a War Loan 
immense in proportion to their resources. They sent their youth freely to scale the 
heights that look across the Hellespont over the plains of windy Troy, and their youth 
gave proof on the battlefield of unsurpassable patriotism and valour”. 
 
v. Modern Democracy vol. ii p. 364 
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[37] 
Tuesday, April 27th, 1943. 

 
Thermometer 50°. A dull, uncertain day. Ruth Spooner writes to me again after an 
inexplicably long interval. 
 
The Times gives prominence to the Soviet decision to break off diplomatic relations with the 
Polish Government, and publishes Molotof’s [sic] statement, which is both trenchant and 
effective. The episode is extremely unfortunate, and probably constitutes a considerable 
triumph for Hitlerite policy to succeed by sowing dissension between the Allies to outweigh 
military failures in Russia and Africa. The behaviour of the Nazis has been so atrocious, and 
their perfidy in propaganda so extravagant, that there seems far more likelihood that the 
^alleged^ abominable massacre of Poles at Smolensk was an achievement of their own, and 
its belated exploitation as a Soviet performance nothing more than a clever diplomatic ruse. 
The rooted suspicion & hatred of the Poles, when Russians are concerned, have provided a 
receptive soil for the seed of anti-Russian propaganda, however false. The three “problem 
peoples” – Jews, Irish, and Poles – are adding their distinctive contributions to the general 
confusion.  
 
[38] 
 
I occupied the morning in preparing notes on New Zealand for the talk at the Hospital: and 
this I gave at 2.30 p.m. to a fairly attentive company of about 50 convalescent soldiers. They 
asked some questions after some goading from me, &, I think, were moderately interested. 
At least, they were less shamelessly somnolent than usual! Before leaving the house, I wrote 
to Grant Robertson, making no delay in answering his letter that he might have no shred of 
excuse for ceasing to maintain his share of our correspondence. 
 
Bryce and the Dictionary of N. B. on the two men who were largely responsible for the 
discerning wisdom which determined the method of colonising New Zealand – Edward 
Gibbon Wakefield (1796-1879 [sic]), and Robert Stephen Rintoul (July 1787-1858)  provided 
me with sufficient provender for the “Talk”. I had not realized that Rentoul [sic] was the first 
editor of the “Spectator”, and held the editorship for 30 years. Those were the golden years 
of political “Liberalism”, when its reforming [role] was apparent and supported by the 
general conscience. “Labour”, sinister & menacing, had not yet emerged.  
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[39] 
Wednesday, April 28th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 52°. Sunshine, clouds, cold wind. 
 
I received from the Colonial Office a series of enquiries about Aleck Cumming Bruce’s fitness 
for an appointment. As I have known him from his childhood, and have no reason to think 
other than well of him, I was able without hesitation or delay to return satisfactory answers 
to all the questions, though qualifying my affirmations by the cautious “so far as I know”. For 
who can know anything about anybody, that is really worth declaring? 
 
This woeful breach between the Russians and the Poles has first place in the newspapers. 
Both the Times and the Daily Herald have very well-written and well-balanced articles. Both 
agree in regarding the matter as very serious in itself, a considerable triumph for German 
methods of propaganda, and potentially of formidable peril to the Allied Cause. On the 
whole the Russian case appears to be irresistible, but both Poland’s neighbours have such an 
evil record for fraud and ferocity, that nothing which implies these disgusting characteristics 
can be dismissed as whole unbelievable. But Cui bono? seems decisive against the Nazis. 
 
[40] 
 
I frittered away the morning, reading & noting but with a vague notion of my purpose & 
method. After lunch we played croquet, & then I was called upon by an officer in khaki, who 
came from Felixstowe in order to persuade me to go there, & give an address to the soldiers 
about the obligations of Citizenship. It was part of this precious educational scheme, in 
connexion with which I give a weekly talk to the convalescents at the local Hospital. I did not 
feel free to refuse, since I had no sufficient reason for doing so. So I undertook to talk for 25 
minutes on the general subject of “The responsible Citizen”. After which I gathered that I 
should be a kind of “Aunt-Sally” against which the cocoa-nuts of questions might be hurled. 
He produced one of the official pamphlets, which gave a sketch of the course by way of 
general guidance to lecturers. 
 
So I must for the second time postpone my “talk” to the convalescents at the Hospital here, 
a performance which will not strengthen their belief – it is weak enough already – that these 
“talks” are seriously intended, and that I at least take them seriously even if they don’t.  
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[41] 
Thursday, April 29th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 50°.  A brilliant day. 
 
I received a letter with some corrections of various errors in vol. I. of my “Retrospect” from 
Mr F. Wallace Hadrill, addressed from 
 

Bromsgrove School 
At Llanwrtyd wells 
Breconshire 
 

He adds a kindly reference to the book:- 
 

It is many a year since I have found myself so absorbed, so enthrallingly absorbed, by 
an Autobiography. I am extremely grateful for the hours of pleasure and instruction it 
has given me. 
 

The vacant bishoprick of Bath and Wells has been filled by the appointment of a colonial 
archbishop – Archbishop of Wade of Brisbane. It will be interesting to see whether, after 
translation, he will continue to be “Most Reverend”! 
 
It is, perhaps, rather unfortunate that he should leave his Australian diocese just at a time 
when Australia, and therein especially Brisbane, is threatened by a Japanese invasion. Men 
will draw inferences.  
 
[42] 
 
I sent the letter ^with corrections of Vol. I^ to Sir Humphrey Milford, taking occasion to ask 
when I might expect to receive proofs of vol. ii, and indicating a certain restlessness as to the 
continued “hold-up” in the production of the volume – a fact which cannot but be harmful 
[to] its chance of “success”, when at length it shall emerge. But I am uniformly unlucky in 
authorship, and I think there is little likelihood that the luck will “turn” now. 
 
The Polish Government, incited thereto by the Prime Minister and Eden, have issued a 
statement on the crisis with the Soviet. It repudiates the suggestion that it has any 
disposition to get into touch with Hitler, re-affirms its assurances of amity to Russia, & 
disclaims any weakening of its loyalty to the Allies, but it offers no explanation of its appeal 
for an inquiry, and provides no basis for healing the breach. The Poles in Russia are 
expressing the utmost hostility to Skistorski’s [sic] ministry, which they denounce as utterly 
unrepresentative of Poland. It is the old, old story of bickering & domestic strife – Poland’s 
worst foes are “they of her own household”.  
 
[43] 
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Miss Briscoe Wray came to tea, and afterwards played croquet. She is not a brilliant 
performer, but she is considerably better than I. She is a Papist, a comparatively reasonable 
specimen, but even in her case, I could not escape a certain embarrassment when the crisis 
in Poland came into our conversation at the tea-table. The Russians are ^to the good Papist^ 
schismaticks at best, and, (since the Communist Revolution) blasphemous and brutal 
atheists. The Poles are devoted “Catholicks”, the pride and prize of the Jesuit-led “Counter-
Reformation”. There can be no doubt about the quarter towards which the sympathy of 
Papists is naturally directed. It is impossible not to suspect that the influence of the Vatican – 
always well-disposed towards dictatorships, and incurably bound to dislike & obstruct 
democracy – has been co-operating, more or less deliberately, with Goebbell’s shameless 
propaganda in fomenting the latent feud between Russia and Poland. The large Polish 
population in the U. S. A. will be encouraged to cast its weight on the side of “isolationism” 
& is probably no inconsiderable factor in the deplorable strike of miners wh. now confronts 
the President.  
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[44] 
Friday, April 30th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 58°. A dull rather warm day. 
 
I received a somewhat disconcerting letter about my well-beloved friend, Frank Pember.* 
The writer described herself as a “cousin of Frank Pember’s”, who “was brought to see you 
at Bishop Auckland by Canon Lillingston of whom you must have been thinking sadly the last 
few days”, and signs herself “Winifred Macnabb, née Pember”. I do not recall this lady, but 
she writes from Broncroft Castle, and seems to be more or less looking after Frank, whose 
condition evidently causes her some anxiety. 
 

He is very lonely in this remote place, and he is recovering with difficulty from a third 
illness since November, a slight congestion of one lung, which the doctor fears may 
return whenever he gets a chill. He was so well till November, that I am hoping he 
may be much better in the summer, but he talks of closthing this house in the 
autumn. 

 
[45] 
 

Frank is brave & high-spirited, & it seemed before his illness first began, & even on 
Jan 7th again, that he would be strong & happy but I feel doubtful of that now.  

 
I wrote at once to Mrs Macnabb explaining that I could not in present circumstances travel 
into Shropshire even to visit my old friend. 
 
Also, I wrote to Frank, making no reference to Mrs M’s letter about his illness. 
 
Dashwood writes, suggesting that I should lunch with him at the United University Club at 
12.55, when I come to London to see the oculist, and bidding me “avoid May 10th, 11th, and, 
if possible, 12th[”],when his son will be at home “on what probably will be his final leave”. 
In the afternoon I accompanied my ladies in the car to Ipswich, and there, after an 
exasperating wait, for the crowd of clients was great, I was able to get my hair cut and 
washed. On the way back to Hintlesham, the ladies called on Mrs Turner, a connexion of Mrs 
Hempson, who now owns the old house which belonged to her father, Sir William Burton, 
lately deceased.  
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[46] 
Saturday, May 1st, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 56°. A fine morning, unsettled. 
 
The news this morning is distinctly uncomfortable. It appears probable that the strike of 
miners in U. S. A. will proceed in a worsening atmosphere and on a more extended scale. 
Thie woeful dispute between the Poles and the Soviets shows no sign of growing less 
serious. In Tunisia the German defence is more stubborn than ever. The situation in Burma is 
perceived to be a grave set-back for the Allies. It becomes daily more apparent that the 
disintegrating factors – racial, political, economic –, always present in the Grand Alliance 
against Hitler, are recovering strength, & beginning to assert themselves.  
 
“Magnum est mendacium et praevalebit” is the slogan of “the Doctor” [Goebbels], and it 
never had a more plausible sound than now, when the 4th year of the War is drawing to a 
close. It is difficult not to sink into a depression which might easily, in the case of timid & 
short-sighted persons, degenerate into defeatism. “In the Lord put I my trust, how say ye 
then to my soul, that she should flee as a bird into the hill? For the righteous Lord loveth 
righteousness. His countenance will behold the thing that is just.” Therefore, EXIT HITLER! 
 
[47] 
 
Jack Clayton, who is now 60, writes to tell me of his amazing activity in preaching & lecturing 
– “five sermons on Easter day” – and adds:– 
 

Meanwhile the growth of immorality, especially of dishonesty and of superstition 
(astrology etc.) is as distressing as it is to be expected. I hope your book on astrology 
will soon be out, & at a low price (I wish that I cd have collected more information but 
I have failed to get any”. 
 

The liklihood [sic] of the Astrology essay reaching the stage of publication grows daily 
smaller. Anyway, vol. II of the Retrospect must precede it: and the probability of its 
appearance does not seem great. 
 
By lunch time rain had begun to fall, and it continue [sic] to fall for the rest of the afternoon. 
I walked round Chattisham, and on my way visited two sick neighbours – Sir Gerald Ryan, 
who has superimposed gout on congestion of the lungs, and Sir William Brass, who limps 
about with the erratic gait of a victim of lumbago! I found him playing billiards with one of 
the boys from the naval school of Holbrook.  
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[[48] 
Low Sunday, May 2nd, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 50°. A dull, misty morning. 
 
Ought I to read the “Three Witnesses” verse, which is included in the Gospel Epistle for this 
Sunday? The Revisers omitted it, as admittedly an interpolation, and they could not think it 
right deliberately to perpetuate an error. But I have not felt myself free to use the Revised 
Prayer Book, because I am legally required, and personally pledged, to use the unrevised 
Prayer Book of 1662. Can I, therefore, depart from my general position in this particular 
instance? But ought not a distinction to be made between “the form in the said Book 
prescribed”, and the version of passages from the Bible which it orders to be read? And has 
not the law’s requirement been sufficiently satisfied when the appointed portion has been 
read, though a confessed error in it has been omitted? Was it the intention of the Law, 
incidentally to clothe with perpetual validity an error in the version of which the legislators 
at the time were ignorant? Ought not obedience to the statute to be conditioned by a 
reasonable understanding of its purpose? And was that purpose quite clearly inconsistent 
with the reading of into the appointed “Gospel” Epistle a verse which does not belong to it? 
 
[49] 
 
But since the interpolated verse is certainly orthodox in itself, and has become familiar to 
the people, who know nothing (and care nothing) about textual criticism, would not its 
omission be more likely to disturb, than to instruct them? Would it not, therefore, be more 
charitable to leave them in their present ignorance? This raises a large and difficult question, 
the answering of which affects both the essential spiritual interest both of the layman who 
hears, and the pastor who reads the “Gospel” Epistle in the Eucharist. Does not the 
“understating” of the first, and the integrity of the last, require that there should be no 
tampering with the sacred text? On the whole, I conclude that my duty as the Minister of 
the Word is best served by my omitting a verse which, I can have no reasonable doubt, forms 
no part of the Scripture chosen for this day’s “Gospel “Epistle”. 
 
We attended Mattins, where I read the lessons, and afterwards celebrated the Holy 
Communion. There were but six communicants, including myself. The congregation was 
pitiably small, not far more than a score of adults, almost all women, & about as many 
children.  
 
[50] 
 
The situation in the American minefields shows no improvement. It is stated that a personal 
conflict between Lewes [sic] the Labour Leader & President Roosevelt complicates the public 
issue. The men will take no orders from the Head of the State, but only from Lewis, and he 
appears to be an unscrupulous & embittered demagogue. The whole controversy is inflamed 
and obscured by the prospect of the Presidential Election next year. Every element of 
debased partisanship is waking into familiar & shameless activity. Isolationism is again 
rearing its head. The powerful foreign factions – Poles, Italians, Germans, Irish – are eagerly 
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seeking the golden opportunity to obstruct and enfeeble the War effort. The diffused and 
powerful influence of the Roman priesthood is widening the rift between the Allies which 
the cynical craft of Nazi propaganda as succeeded in creating. Finally the discomforts and 
sacrifices imposed on the population by the prodigious cost of the War is creating an 
atmosphere which helps forward every disruptive factor, and predisposes all sorts & 
conditions of the people to lend a credulous ear to the suggestions of envy, discontent, 
suspicion, and defeatism. It is a discouraging outlook.  
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[51] 
Monday, May 3rd, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 54°. Bright but uncertain. 
 
Proofs of vol. ii of the “Retrospect” began to come in. They must have crossed the letter to 
Milford in which I clamoured for them. His accompanying letter expresses a hope that the 
book may be published in September (“that, at any rate, is our present plan”). It proceeds:- 
 

“A further plan I have is to print an extra number of vol. II on rather thinner paper, 
and, when the first edition of vol. II is exhausted, to issue vols. I and II together as 
one volume at, say, a guinea. This is what I did with Bell’s Life of Davidson.” 
 

This seems to be a reasonable plan, &, in any case, I shall accord on such a matter, with the 
publisher’s suggestion. 
 
I received an Air mail letter from George N. [Nimmins]* dated 23rd Feb. 1943 addressed from 
Sydney N. S. W. He gives a painfully interesting account of his experiences since the Japanese 
swept down upon Java. He reached Australia, & recovered touch with his wife and children 
after a protracted & perilous voyage, & seems to be now fairly established.  
 
[52] 
 
George adds a postscript which has a certain significance as illustrating the tenacity of the 
affections of the young: 
 

“I have kept all your letters to me since 1917 and have some 200 letters. I was 
fortunate in being able to get them out of Macassar when I escaped”. 
 

The coal strike in U. S. A. has been postponed for 15 days, during which negotiations 
between the miners and the American Government are to proceed. This arrangement will at 
least make it possible for saner counsels to prevail. 
 
We played croquet during the afternoon, but there was a cold north wind which went far to 
destroy our comfort. 
 
I wrote to McHoul, the oculist, inquiring whether he could give me an interview on Thursday, 
May 12th. 
 
Fearne and I corrected the proofs. They need little correction, but the type is very faint. 
 
The 9 p. m. wireless reported the capture of Mateur in Northern Tunisia. This brings the 
Allies nearer to Bezirta [sic] but leaves the problem of Bizerta practically unchanged.  
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[53] 
Tuesday, May 4th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 54°. A bright morning. 
 
I received from Captain John Pitcher, the officer who called on me last Wednesday, giving 
me an agenda of the proceedings, and a letter of good advice (!) as to my performance 
therein. I was amused by the following. 
 

I believe you knew Lord Salisbury, and you received one of your high appointments 
from him. It was his personal character that made him outstanding as a Victorian 
statesman… 
 
In the programme I have put down “The House of Lords” against your name to make 
it join up with the film on Local Government, and the talk on the House of Commons. 
As a forward to a talk on “The responsible Citizen”, a few words on the House of 
Lords & its procedure. 
 

The car arrived in good time. It was a [sic] driven by a pleasant young man in khaki, with 
whom I had some friendly conversation. He told me that he was a Yorkshire man from 
Leeds, was married, & had 2 daughters. He was 27 years old, & as a civilian had been a 
“traveller”. 
 
[54] 
 
I lunched pleasantly in the Ordinance Hotel, with a number of officers, among whom was 
Colonel Ropner. The “talk” was given to about 40 officers and four “Wrens”! who was 
followed by the “Brains Trust”. The Chairman was flanked by Ropner and a General on one 
side, and by a Bishop and a lawyer on the other. Questions were invited, & answered. Then 
we had tea, and parted amicably. Then the Yorkshireman drove me back to Hyntle Place. I 
was accompanied by a pleasant-looking and intelligent young officer of the Educational 
Service, Lieutenant Flower. He had been a schoolmaster and, when the War had ended, 
hope to take up again the work of teaching. We talked together in friendly fashion, and 
parted at Hyntle Place with expressions of mutual regard. I was interested to notice his 
dislike of co-education, and his disbelief in the popular policy of opening the “public 
schools” to the children of the working class. They cannot be assimilated socially, except at a 
ruinous price which intensifies the severance of classes which it is designed to mitigate, & 
they do not often benefit by the higher instruction. 
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[55] 
Wednesday, May 5th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 56°. A calm & brilliant morning. 
 
I received a short letter from Grant Robertson. His comment on the Polish crisis is that of a 
well-informed and thoughtful historian: - 
 

The Polish business is most unfortunate. But you can’t, even in the strain of such a 
War as this, obliterate 800 years of antagonism. The Poles cling to their ‘historic 
boundaries’, their culture is of the Central and West, their religion that of Latin 
Christendom. They have been the anvil of German and Russian “Lebensraum”; & 
they have no true geographical frontiers to East or West: and today they are worse 
off than even after their carving up between 1772 & 1795. France, their best ally, has 
gone: and we can’t save an insoluble problem - Alas! 

 
That is true history and sound sense, but it leads to a gesture of despair. Poles, like Jews and 
Irish, combine intense racial consciousness with irrepressible & irrational individualism. 
 
[56] 
 
I wasted most of the morning in writing a few letters and in clearing up my tables. 
I made some extracts from Holmes Dudden’s account of Gregory the Great’s treatment of 
the Jews, and inserted them in my notes on the fact and problem of Anti-Semitism. 
 
In the afternoon we again played croquet. As we were so employed there were sounds from 
above the clouds which suggested a “dog-fight” of aeroplanes, but we could see nothing. 
 
The Lords have been discussing the effect of the country on the “evacuees”. Everybody 
seems to have adopted a tone of extravagant optimism, and drawn the inference that an 
improvement of housing &c. would finally solve the problem of the slums.  
 
“Archbishop” Lord Lang made a speech in which he joined the chorus, but nobody from the 
episcopal Bench seems to have suggested that anything more was needed than an 
improvement of environment. Religion seems to have fallen so low in the general regard 
that it can be ignored even when it might seem obviously of very direct & crucial relevance.  
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[57] 
Thursday, May 6th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 58°. Dull morning but calm. 
 
I wrote to Milford, telling him that I should hope to see him at lunch in the Athenaeum next 
Thursday, after I had visited the oculist. 
 
Then I fell to Jew-baiting, i.e. reading about the Jews under the Emperors. The Cambridge 
Ancient History is both interesting & informing. 
 
I walked to Washbrook & visited the little church, after tea in my study by myself - Ella & 
Fearne having seceded to the Women’s Institute - & then I began to reflect on the possibility 
of a small book of disconnected papers, which might be called “Browsing” i.e. playing about 
with my own library. Such subjects as  
 
“Blood-Sports”  
“Euthanasia” 
“Suicide” 
Feminism 
“Killing no Murder” 
Christian Socialism 
A Puritan Satirist (Samuel Torshell) 
Labour 
B. B. C. 
Mass vs. Mattins 
“Undenominational Religion” 
“Characters” 
 
It would be of the substance, interest, and value of signed articles in the “Evening 
Standard”!!! 
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[58] 
Friday, May 7th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 54°. An uncertain day with cold wind. 
 
On the whole, the news both from Tunisia and from Russia continues to be good: but the 
quarrel between the Soviets and the Poles threatens to develope [sic], as both sides make 
statements which, even when seemingly placable, evoke replies which widen the area of 
potential conflict, and, of course, there are many sinister influences both in Russia and in U. 
S. A. (where Poles are numerous) which are quick to make the most of every divisive factor. 
The whole episode is most regrettable. 
 
Some more proofs arrived, and these I corrected. Then I frittered away the time in 
“browsing”, and gained more interest than profit. 
 
Ella and Fearne visited Hadleigh, and on their return, Miss Brisco Wray joined us at tea, and 
then made a fourth at croquet. 
 
At 9 p.m. the news on the wireless was almost “too good to be true” - that both Tunis and 
Bizerta [sic] had been occupied by the Allied Forces - Tunis by the First Army (British) and 
Bizerta by the Americans. Beyond stating that numbers of prisoners were captured, no 
details were given.  
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[59] 
Saturday, May 8th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 50. High southerly wind, & chilly. 
 
Today I complete 79 years and 6 months of life on this strange planet. It brings confirmation 
of the wonderful news which came to us overnight. 
 
TUNIS and BIZERTA have been captured, though the fate of the Axis forces is still unknown. 
But their ultimate destruction or capture can hardly be doubtful. Non nobis Domine! 
 
I received a letter from Bishop Brilioth.* Dated from Växjö, Sweden, April 27th, 
acknowledging the Easter card which Ella had sent. He says: 
 

The retrospect of your most interesting life has given me great pleasure. I am eagerly 
looking forward to its continuation. The next volume ought, I suppose, to contain the 
impressions of your Swedish journey.  
 
Although we are not without our burdens in the way of taxation & a rather severe 
rationing, we are happy to have preserved both peace and liberty, and we hope to 
be able to take our share in the future rebuilding of the world.  

 
[60] 
 
“Both peace and liberty” - yes, but only at a price - the price of Honour. In the verdict of 
History, the Norwegians, and even the Danes, will have played worthier parts in the great 
Tragedy than the Swedes. “For what is a Nation profited if it gain the whole world, and lose 
or forfeit its Self”. The bitter sufferings of the Norwegians have relieved the gloom of this 
fearful crisis by a fortitude and a fidelity which add notably to the spiritual treasury of 
Mankind, aiding faith by yet another proof that “God hath not left Himself without witness 
even in the midnight hour of human crime and misery. The “neutrality” of the Swedes has 
but added one more precedent to the record of base complaisance, which distinguishes and 
disgraces the story of civilised man. I should like to tell all this to Bishop Brilioth, but I doubt 
whether he would understand my point of view, and I am sure that he would resent my 
frankness. It is still among Christians as it was when S. Paul mournfully declared in his 
desertion that “All seek their own, not the things that are Jesus Christ’s”. 
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[61] 
2nd Sunday after Easter, May 9th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 50°. Damp, dull, depressing. 
 

“L’astrogie, qui fut toujours 
combattre par l’Église, avait 
cependant preparé les esprits 
à recueillir les dogmes que 
celle-ci allait proclaimer 
 
Cumont, Les Religions Orientales 
dans le Paganisme Romain 
 
(Paris, 1909) p. 199 

 
The dictum of the French Savant is very suggestive. I read it in bed this morning before I was 
called, and it set me thinking. If Mithraism may be regarded as the product of Astrology, 
then Astrology was the last stage of the advance to Monotheism, and thus led its disciples 
to the grand pre-supposition of Christianity, a pre-supposition which Christianity had 
possessed in less compromising form. Astrology was, like philosophy, a John-the-Baptist for 
its votaries. It could, and often did, “bring them to Jesus”.  
 
[62] 
 
I decided not to go to church as the day was so unpleasant, and unanswered letters were 
accumulating. I wrote to the following: 
 

1. Godfrey (Lord Charnwood) 
2. George Nimmins (in Sydney N. S. W.) 
3. Canon Braley 
4. Canon Salter 

 
The news from Tunisia and Russia continues to be good. Congratulations are pouring in from 
all sides. The King’s message to Eisenhauer is expressed in very ample and confident terms. 
Prisoners taken already exceed 20.000, and are still stated to be coming in. 
 
The head of the Gestapo in Poland, a particularly brutal Nazi, has been successfully executed 
by Order of the underground organization of Polish patriots. This is an excellent example, 
which may be largely followed. 
 
The only exception to the favourable news is the announcement that in Burmah, the British 
have been again compelled to withdraw to new positions in view of considerable Japanese 
reinforcements.  
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[63] 
Monday, May 10th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 50°. A wet and stormy morning. 
 
I received letters from Mrs Elliott & Reg. Robson, Vicar of Haverton Hill, who is now married. 
In spite of the shadows & problems implicit in clerical marriage, our young parsons are as 
eager to get married as their medieval predecessors were to secure and conceal 
“concubines”! 
 
Before I was called, I read more about Astrology in Cumont’s book, but my failing eyes make 
reading a difficult business, and, of course, French is not such easy reading as English. 
 
Ella and Fearne motored to Ipswich, dropping me at Abbey Lodge as they went there, and 
picking me up on their return. I had some pleasant talk with Lord Woodbridge. His daughter 
and grandchildren, who had been visiting him, came in, as I was about to depart. They 
return to Scotland on Thursday, save the Wren who goes back to her duty. 
 
Lord W. asked me what was meant by “the abomination of desolation” mentioned by S. 
Matthew on the authority of Daniel, and I maundered unintelligibly about Antiochus 
Epiphanes and Caligula. But I suspect that his “understanding” was “unfruitful”! 
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[64] 
Tuesday, May 11th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 48°. A bright day after the rain. 
 
I received a letter from Mary Radford with my godson’s latest address. 
 
I wasted the morning in collecting from Lord Bailey’s “African Survey” sufficient material for 
my “talk” to the convalescents on “Africa”. 
 
There was an increased attendance, and the men were less somnolent than heretofore.  
Perhaps, the recent news from Tunisia has quickened their interest in the “Dark Continent”. 
Some of them hung about me questioning after the “talk” had ended, & we parted 
amicably. Next Tuesday I promised to speak on “Abyssinia”. 
 
We played a round of croquet after tea, but with divided interest, Ella being more 
concerned with removing sticks from the lawn, and Fearne collecting cones with the steady 
persistence of a note-collector, while I played even worse (if that were possible) than 
usually. However, we had a little exercise. 
 
The 6 p.m. wireless brought cheering news. The German forces have been cut in two, and 
are now surrendering with a facility which demonstrates that their morale is broken in 
Tunisia.  
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[65] 
Wednesday, May 12th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 58°. A warm and clouded day. 
 
I received a note from Capt. Pitcher enclosing an elaborate form for application to the 
Government for payment of my expenses in visiting Felixstowe on May 4th. Of course there 
were none. He added a rather excessive note:- 
 

Your talk and especially your quick replies on the Brains Trust on May 4 were greatly 
enjoyed. Those who asked the questions were delighted at the consideration you 
gave to them, at the same time the whole audience appreciated your ability to “bowl 
a fast ball”. 

 
This sees rather ludicrous. 
 
Frank Pember sends me a short, & ill written but affectionate reply to my letter. I fear that 
he is really ill. 
 
The Times announces the death of [Norman Powell] “Nippy" Williams,* the Margaret 
Professor of Divinity in Oxford, at the age of 59. He was a queer combination of erudition 
and absurdity, which was rendered the more striking by his youthful appearance. He spoke 
like a Rabbi and looked like an undergraduate.  
 
[66] 
 
Fearne and I corrected some more proofs, and sent them under registered cover to the 
Oxford Press. 
 
Davey came to see me, and had much talk. He is evidently a liberal-minded and scholarly 
man, who is moving in the right direction. He is a friend of Charles Smyth,* and has some 
regard for Raven,* with whom, however, on some points he cannot agree. I asked what 
work he had now in hand, and he replied that he hoped to resume his critical labour on the 
Gospels, but that he found the demands of his pastoral duty very disturbing, although his 
parish was so small. We discussed the question of Reunion, and I found that we were more 
nearly agreed than I had expected. He expressed considerable disagreement with the recent 
utterances of the Bishop of Oxford ([Kenneth] Kirk)* on the subject of intercommunion.  
Rather to my surprise, he spoke almost slightingly of Streeter’s* critical work, but confessed 
to regarding it with some suspicion as typically Oxonian, while he himself was Cambridge-
bred. 
 
The Prime Minister is reported to be in Washington, holding Conference with the President, 
and staying at the White House.  
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[67] 
Thursday, May 13th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 62°. A brilliant warm day. 
 
I went to London by the early train with a 3rd class ticket in a 1st class carriage, but I paid the 
difference on my ticket. I travelled by omnibus to Westminster, and walked to the 
Athenaeum. The Club is as gloomy as a cellar; and patriotic economies have abolished 
towels, soap, and hooks for hanging up coats. I drove in a taxi to Mr McHoul’s flat in front of 
Harrod’s, and had my eyes examined. He said that my left eye was practically out of use; 
and my right eye, which now did all the work, had worsened. He did not think that I could 
effect improvement by new spectacles, & advised that I should continue my present 
procedure until the situation had deteriorated to the point at which I could discern little 
beyond the difference between darkness and light. Then, the problem of an operation for 
cataract must be faced. If the cataract in both eyes was “ripe”, the operation might be safely 
entrusted to the Ipswich surgeons; but if only the left eye was fit for being dealt with, he 
advised me to have recourse to the surgeons in London, who were more in the habit of 
dealing with such work.  
 
[68] 
 
I came away with the understanding that I should continue in my present course: that when 
my case became definitely worse, I should again have recourse to him in order to determine 
what should be done about the operation. 
s 
I returned to the Athenaeum, & was joined by Milford, with whom I discussed the prospect 
of vol. ii’s publication. He thought it probable that it would appear in September. 
ss 
The little dark man, some kind of a Scandinavian diplomatist, whose acquaintance I formed 
when dining with Lady Struthers, spoke to me in the Club. He talked about eyesight failing, 
and recommended an unconventional specialist, to whom he had himself been indebted for 
considerable relief. He wrote his name on one of my visiting cards: 
 

Dr. Nerfield, 97 Harley Street 
 
recd [recommended] by Calvistierna [?] 
 

But I am doubtful whether I read what he wrote correctly. Then I had my hair professionally 
dealt with in Richard’s establishment: visited Hugh Rees, & returned to Ipswich. 
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[69] 
Friday, May 14th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 66°. A brilliant, warm day. 
 
About 2 a.m. we were wakened by an air raid, which sounded close and alarming enough. It 
continued for about an hour. We learned from the wireless at 8 a.m., that three raiders had 
been brought down, & that both casualties & damage had been reported from East Anglia. 
The fineness of the day, the beauty of the garden, and the reaction after the exertions of my 
London visit and the excitements of a bomb-disturbed night led me to dawdle for an hour in 
the open air before settling at my study table. Then I started to prepare myself for the 
“Talk” on Abyssinia which I have promised to give at the Hospital next Tuesday. 
The volume entitled “The Real Abyssinia by C. F. Rey” served my purpose excellently. He has 
personal knowledge of the country and the people, and writes with sympathy & intelligence 
about both. The book is undated but internal evidence suggests that it was written just 
before the “Rape of Abyssinia” by Mussolini. It contains a description of the present 
Emperor which is informed, intelligent & discriminating. 
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[70] 
Saturday, May 15th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 70°. Brilliant morning, cold wind. 
 
The Rector suggested last night that I should not preach, but “say a few words” tomorrow, 
when the morning service is appointed as an occasion for giving thanks for the Tunisian 
victory. Of course, I could not but consent, though it is hard to do even that little. There is a 
somewhat puzzling congestion of celebrations tomorrow. It is the 3rd anniversary of the 
“Home-Guard”, to be marked by special parades & services. It is also “Empire Youth” 
Sunday, to be similarly distinguished. It is in addition to be a day of Thanksgiving for the 
Tunisian Victory. I suspect that it will become mainly one more opportunity for self-
advertisement & self-glorification. There is a “Bus strike” actually proceeding, and 
interrupting the work of munition workers, who are hindered from getting to the factories: 
and there are ominous threatenings from railway workers, & other bodies of workmen, who 
desire to “make hay while the sun shines”, that is, to wring from the national necessity 
increases of payment which they could never secure in quieter times, & which are in fact 
excessive! And thanksgiving? 
 
[71] 
 
The King has addressed to the Prime Minister a letter expressed in warmly appreciative 
terms, & credited him, undoubtedly with good reason, for personal responsibility for the 
great victory in Tunisia: The Times has a leading article of unusual severity dealing with the 
lamentable situation into which Mussolini has brought his miserable country. There are 
rumours of a possible coup d’etat by the old general, Bradolgio [sic], whose conquest of 
Abyssinia is recalled with pride & gratitude by the Italians. It does seem probable that some 
considerable development in Italy may take place as the prospect of invasion becomes 
nearer. 
 
Some more proofs have arrived, and these I corrected in the forenoon: and after lunch I 
joined the ladies at croquet. Fearne’s corrections having been combined with mine, the 
proofs were returned to the publisher at Oxford in registered package. 
 
Having changed my garments into more summerlike form, and the wind being colder than I 
expected, I found myself unpleasantly reminded of the old proverb as to “not changing a 
clout before May is out”, for I was inconvenienced by lumbago pains.  
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[72] 
3rd Sunday after easter, May 16th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 58°. Bright, calm, rather cold. 
 
We all attended Mattins, which was designed to be a Thanksgiving service for the victory in 
Tunisia, but there was a very poor congregation, though (as Fearne maintains) larger than 
what is normal. I read the lessons, preached, & celebrated being hampered throughout by 
the lumbago pains. These may, perhaps, explain, the shocking episode which marked my 
ministry. I forgot the “Gospel”, and was advancing in the Nicene Creed, when my lawless 
course was arrested by the serving boy! “Out of the mouth of babes & sucklings” in these 
preposterous days, veteran bishops are recalled to their duty! I preached for about a 
quarter of an hour on the opening words of the 115th Psalm - “Not unto us, O Lord, not unto 
us, but unto Thy name give the praise”. It was a shambling extemporaneous performance, 
which was quite unworthy of the preacher, & could hardly have edified anybody. 
 
In the afternoon we attended the parade and demonstration of the Home Guard held in the 
Park of Hintlesham House by way of celebrating [73] the 3rd anniversary of its formation. 
The fineness of the weather, and the beauty of the Park as seen in the wealth of foliage ad 
blossom, made the scene animated and significant. It was an assembly of free citizens 
organising themselves in defence of their immemorial freedom. Hitler and Mussolini cannot 
understand the forces which their hateful egomaniacal violence has aroused. 
 
Sir William Brass and Sir Gerald Ryan were there, the one busy with his camera, the other 
coughing asthmatically. The convalescent soldiers from the Red Cross Hospital were 
conspicuous among the considerable gathering of onlookers. The Rector also was present. 
He can hardly have escaped a consciousness of pastoral failure, when he contrasted the 
tenuous congregation in the parish church this morning with the crowd of parishioners in 
the Park this afternoon. He is the only resident Christian minister in the parish, and he lives 
in a pleasant Rectory on an endowment of about £800 per annum. But for some years now 
he has been partially immobilized by ill-health. Our incomparable Establishment cuts a poor 
figure in Hintlesham.  
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[74] 
Monday, May 17th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 56°.  A bright, warm day. 
 
Another batch of proofs arrived. These were corrected by the combined activity of Fearne 
and myself. 
 
Milford wants a short blurb for vol. II. His request is more easily made than granted for it is 
different to write about one’s own work, impossible to “boost” it, and yet a “short blurb” 
which is neither relevant not “boosting” fails to satisfy the intention of “blurbs”! 
 
We played croquet in the afternoon, but were somewhat perturbed in the process by the 
fact that the newly-painted hoops and balls, which Fearne had made brilliant, were still 
sufficiently wet to cause alarm! 
 
At 6 p.m. the wireless reported an amazing achievement of our bombers, who have 
succeeded in blowing up the two vast dams which provide indispensable water-supplies to 
the armament works and industrial population of the Ruhr. The effect of letting loose the 
vast accumulations of water must be very great, nor can the damage be soon remedied.  
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[75] 
Tuesday, May 18th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 63°. A brilliant day. Wind. 
 
I wrote a “blurb” for Milford, & posted it. Also, I registered and posted the corrected proofs. 
Then, I prepared notes for the afternoon’s talk on Abyssinia, and gave it at the Hospital at 
2.30 p.m. There was a good attendance of the convalescents, and I think they were 
interested. I announced that the next “Talk” would deal with Egypt. 
 
I received a letter from an unknown correspondent which seemed to me to have a note of 
sincerity. It ran as follows 

53 Cornhill 
E. C. 3. 
17th April 1943. 

 
My dear Sir, 
 
I feel I must send you this letter to tell you how greatly I have enjoyed reading 
“Retrospect of an Unimportant Life”. I am eagerly looking forward to volume II. 
 
It is strange how often in times of spiritual “exploration” or uncertainty one is 
directed, almost unconsciously, to a [76] book or books which help towards 
clarification of one’s mind. I am in such a state at the moment, & have found your 
book helpful & suggestive. 
 
I am a Baptist (but not, I admit, much of a denominationalist) & was brought up in a 
very narrow, if earnest and sincere, school of thought. I hope (with humility) that I 
have travelled forward a little since then, but just now I feel most strongly that the 
Church, and its individual members, must do some hard thinking if they are going to 
play their part, their vital part, in the new world. We so often (or so it appears to me) 
“hold on” when we should “let go”, &, instead of pursuing truth, we fight shy of it if 
it has the appearance of upsetting some of our preconceived ideas. It is just here 
that your book helps not (with sincere respect) because I, necessarily, agree with all 
you write, [77] but because you have sought truth above everything else. 
 
Again, thank you. 
 
Yours very truly, 
 
Dudley W. A. Sommer. 
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[77] 
Wednesday, May 19th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 63°. Another warm & brilliant day. 
 
Ella and Fearne, carrying Mrs Fraser with them, went to Ipswich, and I remained at home, 
and wrote, first, to Lord Woodbridge, thanking him for a gift of asparagus, and, next, to the 
Warden of All Souls, declining a very kind proposal that Ella and I should stay with him over 
the College Metting on June 12th. 
 
I thought it important to make as clear as I can the disability under which my Wife and I now 
exist; and which imposes a veto on our acceptance of such invitations. We are repeating the 
experience of old Bishop Talbot of Winchester, and Mrs Talbot. Their advent as guests was 
invited with kindness, endured with difficulty, and remembered with regret. Only they 
proposed themselves for visits. We have not quite come to that.  
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[78] 
Thursday, May 20th, 1943. 
 

May 20th, 1943. 
Dear Mr Sommer, 
 
I am greatly obliged to you for sending me so kind a letter. You will readily 
understand that it cannot but be to me a real (and I must needs think) a legitimate 
satisfaction to be assured that my poor book has in any measure however slight 
been serviceable to another traveller on the difficult path by which both are moving, 
surely not without guidance ex umbris imaginibus in Veritatem. We have been called 
to make our pilgrimage in a very difficult time, and we may indeed thank God that at 
least we have been moved to attempt the journey. 
 
The 2nd vol is now passing through the Press, and I am assured tha [sic] (unless some 
as yet unexpected hindrance shall emerge) it will appear in September. 
Autobiography is a very humbling task but it leads to the conclusion [79] which 
pervades the Psalms, and gives them their mysterious hold on our minds, that God’s 
righteous and merciful Providence not only directs the march of History, but also 
deigns to guide the course of His humblest servants. 
 
Believe me,  
Sincerely and obliged 
H. Hensley Henson 
Bishop 
Dudley W. A. Sommers Esq. 
53 Cornill E. C. 3. 

__________________________________________________________________________ 
 

Our neighbour Sidgwick joined us at croquet, and then listened with us at 6.30 p.m. to the 
wireless report of the Prime Minister’s address to the American Congress. It was a vigorous 
and eloquent speech, obviously calculated to remove a certain restiveness which has 
appeared in some sections of the Americal Public with respect to the War with Japan.  
 
[80] 
 
Friday, May 21st, 1943. 
Temperature 64° Another fine warm day. 
 
More proofs. 
 
The Prime Minister’s great oration in Washington dominates the newspapers. Evidently he 
enjoyed a marvellous personal triumph which, it is universally agreed, he has well earned. 
Among his hearers were the Duke and Duchess of Windsor. What must have been the 
reflections of that unhappy Prince who “made the great refusal” in such discreditable 
circumstances six years ago. 
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I made a start on the Red Cross Sermon in the Cathedral at Bury S. Edmunds’s next Sunday. 
The text will be taken from S. Paul (Romans V. 21). “Where sin abounded, grace did abound 
more exceedingly, that, as sin reigned in death, ever so much grace reign through 
righteousness unto eternal life through Jesus Crist our Lord”. The paradox of human history 
illustrated by S. Paul by reference to the fall of Man, the [81] Apostasy of Israel, and his own 
career of suffering is also notably interest illustrated in the history of the Order of S. John, 
and the growth from it of the great organization of the Red Cross, which now relieves the 
gloom of “Total war”. I might, perhaps, introduce a few observations on the glorious record 
of the Order, first in Palestine, then in Rhodes, then in Malta, and finally in Clerkenwell, its 
official centre. I might refer to the peculiar infamy of the attacks on the Red Cross units 
made by our adversaries, and point out the light which those attacks on the quality and 
significance of Totalitarian order. And all might lead up to an appeal, as inevitable as it is 
certainly superfluous, for continued and increased support to the Work of the Red Cross. 
 
Miss Brisco-Ray, after attending the working party, joined us at croquet. 
 
I wrote to Gilbert, reminding him that my request for our nephew Albert’s address remained 
unanswered.  
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[82] 
Friday, May 21st, 1943. 
 
Temperature 68°. Another fine day. 
 
Some more proofs arrived, and these I corrected with Fearne’s assistance. 
 
Dr Everett called, and brought back Lin Yutang’s “The importance of living”, which he found 
very interesting, but rather long. He borrowed another book by the same author - “A Leaf in 
the Storm”.  
 
He told me some rather horrifying facts about the vermin in the houses in his 
neighbourhood (Hadleigh). He thought that not less than £150 had been expended in one 
house in order to make it habitable. This may be added to the recent report on the revolting 
conditions and behaviour of many of the “evacuee” children & mothers from the urban 
slums. It provides a depressing gloss on the brave assurances & prophesies of our Socialists 
as well hyphenated as naked. “It costs more to redeem their souls”, and the “kingdom of 
God on earth” may not be established by the prompt & facile method of “planning”. But as a 
General Election comes near, all the party tricksters in all the parties are regaining authority. 
America is more deeply immersed in this folly even than Great Britain.  
 
[83] 
 
In answer to my inquiry whether vol. II could include a “dedication”. 
 
“To the Clergy & Laity of “The Bishoprick”, Milford writes:- 
 
Present regulations will prevent us from devoting a whole page to your Dedication, but we 
will try to find a suitable place to insert it. 
 
After tea, I myself registered and posted the corrected proofs, and then played croquet for 
an hour until the 6 p.m. wireless claimed me. The news was mainly satisfactory, describing 
considerable destruction of Axis aeroplanes in the Mediterranean. 
 
Hugh Rees send me a consignment of copies of the substantial pamphlet which they 
published for me in 1909 - “Reunion & Intercommunion. Two lectures on the Report of the 
Lambeth Conference”. I had totally forgotten this composition, which ought to have found 
some place in vol. II of the Retrospect. As I read it now, I find myself entirely in agreement 
with what I wrote more than 35 years ago, and humblingly conscious that I wrote better 
then than I can write now.  
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[84] 
Saturday, May 22nd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 64°. A glorious summer morning. 
 
I received from the Cambridge Press a modest check for £16:14:11 on account of Royalties 
for the book “The Church of England”. This I sent into the Bank without delay. As I returned 
from the P. O. I encountered Tom Reid, and we had some talk. He told me that the Italian 
prisoners, whom he has employed on his farm, had now left him. They had not liked him at 
first, but at the end, they had parted in friendly manner. On the whole, they had left a good 
impression in the minds of the villagers. He repeated the poisonous canard (no doubt of 
German origin) about a Jewish refugee having been responsible for the project of blowing 
up the Ruhr dams, and I took occasion to speak to him with some earnestness about the 
unfairness and cruelty of contributing to the weight of anti-Semitic prejudice under which 
one of the most gifted & richly serviceable race of mankind is being again abominably 
oppressed. He promised not to forget this in future, and, I think he will be as good as his 
word.  
 
[85] 
 
The Crusade and the Red Cross emerge in Palestine simultaneously, when the little Hospital 
of St John in Jerusalem founded for the relief of Christian Pilgrims is transformed into the 
famous Order of the Hospital which was associated with the equally famous but less 
fortunate Order of the Temple in the defence of the Christian Kingdom of Jerusalem. The 
one Order, being purely military, lost its raison d’être when the Crusaders failed, but the 
other, being both benevolent & military was able to survive, and has in modern times 
developed into the mighty organization of Mercy which all the World acknowledges as the 
“Red Cross”. So long as there was fighting against the Mohammedans to be done, the Order 
fought on, at Rhodes and Malta: and, then, when at last Malta became a British Possession, 
it grew into its present state - cleansed from connexion with War & policy, and wholly 
devoted to the service of Humanity. “Now abideth Faith, Hope, Love - these three, and the 
greatest of these is Love”. 
 
[86] 
 
I wrote to Alington and to Lawrence Holt, to both of whom I owe letters, and from neither 
of whom I desire to be cut off. 
 
I also wrote to Cecil Ferens. 
 
Then I fell to reading the History of the Order of St John, which is the original root from 
which the “Red Cross” organization has grown. Tomorrow is “Red Cross Sunday”, and I must 
decorate my discourse by some suitable historical references, and bring it to a conclusion 
with some suitable application. 
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Is the see-saw of good and evil to persist always? Are we for ever bound in recurrent cycles 
of action and reaction? I remember a characteristic of Gore on these abominable 
suggestions of history and personal experience. He said that of all the prayers in the Prayer 
Book he himself found the General Thanksgiving the hardest to repeat with sincerity. The 
challenge which Nature and History prevent to the all-controlling Benevolence of the 
Creator is almost too much for the Reason & Heart of man to endure! I can understand this 
mood.  
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[87]  
4th Sunday after Easter, May 23rd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. Bright but uncertain. 
 
No bombs were poured on this country last night, and from all the battle-fronts there are 
few reports of activity. Everywhere such activity as is reported has been that of the air 
forces, and in this the Germans in Russia, and the Japanese in the Pacific seem to have been 
worsted. But, in this aerial warfare there I much that is difficult to understand, most of all, 
perhaps, its curious inconclusiveness. The same places are raided again and again, and yet 
are always able to sustain fresh raiding! 
 
Ella and Fearne went to Church. I remained at home, and worked at the Red Cross Sermon. I 
have abundant material for an hour’s speech in a Town Hall, and could, I think, acquit myself 
sufficiently well; but a sermon for 20 minutes is another matter. My eyes are no longer 
equal to my accustomed procedure, and my literary habit has gone far to disqualify me for 
improvisation. I could easily have become a windbag: I can no longer hope to become in any 
true sense, a Preacher.  
 
[88] 
 
We motored to Edmundsbury, & there attended a special service in the Cathedral arranged 
in connexion with “Red Cross Sunday”. The congregation was almost entirely composed of 
nurses & Hospital officials, perhaps as many as 60 persons. Of the general public there may 
have been about a score. The choir & clergy may have added about as many, thus the entire 
assembly did not exceed 100 persons. The empty appearance of the Cathedral was distinctly 
depressing. It is certainly a mortifying, but may be none the less a salutary experience, for 
me to be thus sharply reminded that my Suffolk neighbours have formed no very exalted 
estimate of my importance, & that in fact the dullest incumbent in the district would 
probably have “drawn” a larger congregation! 
 
After the service we had tea with a lady doctor named Corkram. There came there also Sir 
[…] Home, with whom I had some agreeable conversation. 
 
One of the Churchwardens asked me whether I remembered showing Westminster Abbey 
to a schoolboy named Pulleine, & putting him up for some days in my house. I did vaguely 
remember the lad. He said that the lad was his wife’s nephew, and had “gone down with his 
submarine” in this war.  
 
We got back to Hyntle Place about 7.15 p.m. 
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[89] 
Monday, May 24th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. A dull, mainly wet day. 
 
I received a characteristic letter from Ralph [Inge]*, very brilliantly expressed, & very 
perverse. He is, I must needs think, so tightly held by the chains of personal prejudice - 
domestic & social - as to be unable to take a just view of the actual situation, and the almost 
uncanny facility with which he gives expression to his prepossessions conceals from him 
their extravagance. His mental versatility & alertness are truly amazing, and his physical 
vigour hardly less so. He is concluding in a blaze of literary distinction, and wide popular 
influence a career of remarkable success, confessedly the most gifted and regarded 
clergyman of his generation - preacher, litterateur, philosopher. He has around him in his 
retirement an affectionate family, and a large circle of admiring neighbours. His children are 
faring well in the world, &, though by comparison with their wonderful father; almost 
commonplace, are respectable and well liked. He is a rich, probably a wealthy man, & his 
health is excellent. Yet he uses the language of an almost morbid pessimism, and a 
discontent which is both irrational & unchristian.  
 
[90] 
 
I dissipated the morning in reading the passages in the Cambridge Ancient History, which 
dealt with Egypt. They interested me so much that I allowed myself to “browse” with 
perilous disregard of my purpose, which was to arrange materials for my “Talk” to the 
convalescents tomorrow. It is difficult to determine what, in so vast and varied a mass of 
material, I can best select. Perhaps, it will suffice to speak about a few outstanding facts, 
which may not be wholly inaccessible to my hearers’ very narrow enclave of interest, e.g. 
 
The Nile - desert v. irrigation 
The Suez Canal - commercial and political importance 
The Monuments 
Alexandria 
The population - “Egypt as (to quote Flinders Petrie) “the blotting pad of civilization”. 
The Sahara & Abyssinia - their bearing on Egypt 
 
There was a thunder-storm about 7 p.m. 
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[91] 
Tuesday, May 25th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. Bright and uncertain. 
 
I received back the letter, dated as long ago as March 21st, 1942. It contained the pictures of 
me as a child and as Dean of Durham which had been introduced into vol. I of the 
Retrospect. It distresses me to know that so many of my letters to him never brought him 
their messages of my thought and love. 
 
Also, I received a letter from Wynne-Willson. 
 
In the column of marriages in the Times there is included the announcement that Martin 
Kiddle was married ^to^ Winifred Beatrice Taylor of Harrogate by the Bishop of Rochester. 
He is the 3rd husband of his wife; and the ambiguity of his situation remains unlessened. It 
cannot be thought a satisfactory solution of the problem, which his unhappy experience has 
presented to his friends. At least a determined effort to have the case reconsidered ought to 
have been made, and only when that had failed could his friends, (if they felt able to do so,) 
rightly affirm their conviction that there has been a miscarriage pf justice.  
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[92] 
Wednesday, May 26th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 61°. A calm bright morning. 
 
No letters. I read in bed before I was called Cowper’s “The Sofa”. It is amazingly good, and 
strikes in with the mood of a rustic solitary, such as I have now become, very pleasantly. If 
only my failing eyes did not impose a veto of the normal activities of my study, and the 
absence of quill pens did not make the act of writing toilsome & unfruitful, and the ban [sic] 
of Ella’s deafness could be lifted so that conversation could again be possible – but there. I 
am drifting into a catalogue of my distresses, instead with Cooper telling over the privileges 
of my life in the country. And I ought not to forget that much of my present discomfort, 
physical and mental, & most of all emotional, is derived from this fearful War which cannot 
last for ever. When by God’s mercy on mankind it ends, there will be terrible anxieties of 
another kind, but these will be different, & perhaps less torturing. Nor may I reasonably 
think that I shall have to face them. 
 
[93] 
 
The Times reports at considerable length Archbishop Temple’s* address to the Canterbury 
Convocation. His subject was “Reunion”, and he evidently designed an important 
pronouncement on the much discussed Scheme for uniting Churches in South India. He 
wound up with what the Times describes “a personal confession of faith concerning the 
ministry”. His language has plainly been chosen with care, and is as inoffensive as his 
argument permits, but the argument is nothing but a re-affirmation of that which was urged 
with characteristic vehemence by Gore,* and with crudity of temperamental extravagance 
by Weston* of Zanzibar. It is the old hard, exploded fiction of “apostolic succession”. I doubt 
not that it will be heartily acclaimed by Anglo-Catholics and applauded with their wonted 
stupidity by Evangelicals and sycophantic Sectaries, to whom the whole point of view is 
practically unintelligible. The South Indian scheme can hardly survive such advocacy. 
 
[94] 
 
Archbishop Temple’s personal faith as publicly declared to the Houses of the Convocation 
of Canterbury on Tuesday, May 25th, 1943. 
 

When I consecrate a godly & learned man to the office and work of a bishop in the 
Church of God, I do not act as a representative of the Church, if by that is meant the 
whole number of contemporary Christians: but I do act as the ministerial 
instrument of Christ in his Body the Church. The authority by which I act is his, 
transmitted to me through his Apostles, and those to whom they committed it; I 
hold it neither from the Church nor apart from the Church, but from Christ in the 
Church. I was myself admitted to the episcopate by the twofold succession – 
succession in office and succession of consecration. The two streams of succession 
are different from the point where they converge upon me, but as we [95] trace 
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them back they meet again on Gregory who sent Augustine, and in his 
predecessors even to Apostolic times…. 
 
Every priest who by virtue of his Ordination celebrates the Holy Communion acts 
not for the congregation there present not for all Christian people then living on 
the earth, but as the organ of the Body of Christ, the ministerial instrument of 
Christ active in and through his Body……. 
 
Here, therefore, as in the Incarnation itself, we find the eternal in the midst of time, 
the secret of a fellowship against which the gates of death cannot prevail.” 
 
It was possible to hold such a faith without the sacramental expression of it in the 
apostolic ministry: but those who by God’s election had received that ministry would 
neither surrender it nor so hold [96] as to make difficult the access of others to it. It 
was their duty both to safeguard it and to commend it, both to preserve it for 
themselves and their children, and to make easy the way of entering into 
participation in it, provided only that in making that treasure available they did not 
dissipate or squander it.  
 

I shall watch with interest the reaction of the religious parties to this declaration. Its 
personal interest is considerable, and hardly re-assuring. Temple has in my belief openly 
“come down” on the side of the neo-Tractarians, as he has already “come down” on the side 
of the Christian Socialists. It is difficult to see how he can be the Primate who shall succeed 
either in advancing “Reunion” in England, or solving the problem of “Religious” st teaching 
in the State Schools. More than ever the Establishment becomes “a go-as-you-please 
Church”. 
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[97] 
Thursday. May 27th, 1943.  
 
Temperature 63°. A fine, warm day. 
 
I received letters from Alington,* Lawrence Holt,* and (to my surprise) Lord Cecil of 
Chelwood.*The last turned out to be an answer to a letter which Ella had addressed to him 
in the interest of some new project for making the roads safe in these days of furious driving 
& darkened lights. I explained to the misguided peer his mistake, and charged my domestic 
“ready writer” to append to her signature when addressing strangers the bracketed 
distinction which links her to, & parts her from her husband – (Mrs). 
 
Lawrence Holt writes: 
 

“Your ever welcome letter reached me on a fateful day for me, for on May 24th 1906 I 
saw my mother die, and first experienced overwhelming grief. She was the eldest of 
9 sisters, Kate married Courtney of Penrith: Maggie married Henry Hobhouse: 
Theresa was mother to Sir Stafford Cripps: Beatrice Webb has just died. What a 
brilliant lot they were! To read the old family letters [98] is to live in another world. 
 
I am glad you had a happy letter from Goerge Nimmins.* A Dutch naval commander 
told me not long ago of Nimmin’s fine conduct on the launch in which they together 
got away from Macassar. I gave him your address, & he said he would write the story 
to you. Did he? 
 
My two sons at Winchester were thrilled this week by a visit from General 
Montgomery, whose son is in their house. The youngest says the General looks older 
than he expected – and Napoleon and Wellington were only 44 each at Waterloo. 
Would you like to hear wonderful stories of our seamen? Our Marine Superintendent 
in London is young Captain Malcolm Bruce Glasier, sail-trained son of the poet of the 
Labour Movement, and a truly gifted, godly man. He has all the records, & I know wd 
gladly come out to you [99] some day, & tell you much of interest about sea-life 
today. I would gladly come myself were it possible for me to do so. 
 
Your analysis of the prospect before us is in close agreement with my own. The 
danger is, as Churchill said, lest we slack off. The attack must be intensified until the 
fever of War has been driven from the arteries of our enemies. Then we’ve got to 
join all together, clean up the mess, & try to bring back beauty into life. The snag 
then will be this moral plague of telling people what they’ve got to do, instead of 
holding up Excelsior before them, & leaving them to dree their own weird. The 
greatest creative force in life is the example of people who do their job well & 
unselfishly. Directly that person becomes dictatorial his influence leads to evil…. 
Most grateful am I for your friendship: ever a challenge to my baser nature – a link 
with the rich memories of the past. Be assured my heart is with you. 
 

[100] 
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My last book was Captain Cook’s Voyages, & at the close of the 7th volume I felt I was 
shipmate with him. Now I am reading family diaries beginning in 1830, ending in 
1941 with my brother Richard’s death. The perspective of the past adds zest to 
dipping into the future. As my uncle Philip in Dec. 1914 at 84 said to me, “No, I am 
not tired – I want to see what is going to happen”. 
 
Your affectionate friend. 
Lawrence Holt 
 

Fearne and I corrected the proofs. We played croquet in the afternoon. 
 
Two ex-Lords Mayor of Newcastle have been committed for trial on a charge of offences 
against the Renue. They are accused of attempting to secure Government contracts by 
offering bribes to responsible officials. The main evidence against them is that of man now 
serving a sentence of 5 years imprisonment for a like offence.  
 
[101] 
 

Oh for a lodge in some vast wilderness, 
Some boundless contiguity of shade, 
Where rumour of oppression and deceit, 
Of unsuccessful or successful War 
Might never reach me more. My ear is pain’d 
My soul is sick with ev’ry day’s report 
Of wrong & outrage with which earth is fill’d. 
There is no flesh in man’s obdurate heart, 
It does not feel for man; the nat’ral bond 
Of brotherhood is sever’d as the flax 
That falls asunder at the touch of fire. 
 

Cowper. The Task. Book II. 
 

These lines express exactly what is becoming the settled mood of my mind. The monotonous 
tale of devastation, which is rapidly destroying the indispensable framework of modern 
civilization proceeds without intermission, and seems to lose reference to the fortunes of 
the War, and stand out in its naked horror as almost an act of cosmic Suicide 

______________________________in a world that seems 
To toll the death-bell of its own decease  
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[102] 
Friday, May 28th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 68°. Another warm day. 
 
More proofs arrived, and, in the course of the forenoon, were corrected, and despatched to 
Oxford. 
 
Lord Scarbrough* has resigned his Sub-Priorship of the Order of S. John, and been succeed 
[sic] by Lord Plymouth. 
 
Two deaths interesting to me are announced, that of the Cambridge Scholar, Dr Glover,* and 
that of the Oxford historian, Dr A. J. Carlyle,* both notable men of very different type and 
interest. Glover was six years my junior: and Carlyle my senior by one year. My generation is 
passing quickly; my own hour cannot be far distant. 
 
Merry del Val, sometime Spanish ambassador in London, and brother of a well-known 
Cardinal,* died this morning. I remember meeting him several times in Park Lane & Carlton 
House Terrace. He was a strong supporter of General Franco, & persona grata to our Upper 
Class. How quickly the stage is emptying. 
 
Harford came to play croquet, and to have [sic]. He says that the Church Times finds 
Temple’s Convocational Address highly alarming! 
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[103] 
Saturday, May 29th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 62°. Another warm day. 
 
More proofs arrived, were corrected, & dispatched under registered cover to Oxford. 
 
I read through Alington’s pamphlet which he sent me two days ago, and which he plainly 
regards as of more than ordinary importance. 
 
It has an “introduction” by Archbishop Temple, and a “Commendation by the Bishops of 
Bradford, Bristol and Lichfield”, who explain that “close upon 50 years ago they were boys at 
Marlborough” and “enjoyed together for a short time the supreme advantage of sitting 
under Cyril Alington, most stimulating and inspiring of teachers”. It is a curiously 
characteristic composition – clever, interesting , alert, but shallow and superficial. It handles 
a very great subject in a very small way. It would suit well enough for the edification of “the 
lower sixth” at Marlborough, but as a contribution to the obsessing and tremendous 
problem of Cristian decadence it is almost ludicrous. When it proceeds from platitudes & 
generalities to practical proposals, it is so remote from actuality as almost to become 
contemptible.  
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[104] 
5th Sunday after Easter, May 30th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 64°. A dull morning. 
 
Before getting up, I started to read Alington’s pamphlet again, being unwilling to acquiesce in 
the ill impression it had made on me, and reminding myself that it the Archbishop of 
Canterbury “hopes that this book will be widely read and its suggestions followed out in 
practice”. 
 
The argument assumes that the admitted failure of Anglican Christianity at the present time 
“is largely due” to our undue emphasis on our duty to God, and our neglect of our duty to 
neighbour”: and it leads to the conclusion that if, while still fulfilling the one, we should 
begin to fulfil the other, our Christianity would recover its power to attract and regenerate 
mankind.  
 
But might it not be even more plausibly be maintained that it is precisely since the worship 
of God was abandoned or belittled in the interest of the service of Man, that Christianity has 
lost authority? Secularisation gains a certain influence with the nation, but only at the price 
of forfeiting its own spirituality i.e. ceasing to bear witness to the Unseen Reality.  
 
[105] 
 
But this is its true and ordained contribution to the world’s redemption. A Christian Church 
which is not apparently and professedly “other-worldly” is “salt that has lost its savour”. 
Secularism is only another name for Erastianism i.e. loving the glory of men more than the 
glory of God. On a broad review of Christian History, the student is not obviously, or easily, 
led to the belief that by multiplying and intensifying secular activities the Church commends 
and increases its spiritual claim. On the plane of social reform it ^the church^ must always 
give place to the State, if the State puts its hand to the task. Then the poor little essays of 
the Church ^are^ absorbed, or ignored, or finally swept away as mischievous. Religion, even 
Christ’s Religion, withdraws from a sphere in which it finds itself superfluous, and takes 
refuge in the veiled region of the believer’s spirit, where it purges motive, shapes ideals, and 
enables effort. Alington is nothing if not practical. He has the courage of his convictions, and 
produces a programme of ecclesiastical procedure. And what does it require?  
 
[106] 
 
We attended Mattins in the parish church. The Home Guard attended, and filled the 
southern side of the Nave. I “made an exhibition” of fumbling helplessness in vainly seeking 
the 1st lesson, which was specially selected from the prophet Joel, being misled by the 
Rector, who had set me on to Amos, when he “found” the lesson! But my blindness is 
advancing at a quickened pace, and will soon banish me even from the modest service of the 
lectern! The Rector preached from 1. Samuel XXX.24.- “As his share is that goeth down to the 
battle, so shall his share be that tarrieth by the stuff: they shall share alike”. The suggested 
parallel between the “Home Guard” and the fainting 200 of the sacred narrative was, 
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perhaps, hardly complimentary to the members of the Home Guard, but they were 
unacquainted with the contest, & were nowise affronted. Save for some characteristic 
vulgarities, the sermon was comparatively unobjectionable, but I could not but regret that 
better use had not been made of an opportunity for addressing the men of his parish. 
Commonly their absence from the weekly service is almost total.  
 

[107] 
 
I wrote to my godson, John Radford,* who is now stationed as “Joint Magistrate” in 
Cawnpore. 
 
I read carefully the full Report in the “Guardian” of Archbishop Temple’s Convocational 
Address on the South Indian Scheme. It is, me judica, a definite affirmation of his personal 
belief in the neo-Tractarian version of “Apostolic Succession”, which was urged by Gore and 
Talbot more than a generation ago. It repudiates the crudity of the Tractarians, & adopts an 
almost unanimously fraternal manner of speaking, but au fond it as hard, as loveless, and as 
unhistorical as the older doctrine. It will continue to dope the consciences, and confuse the 
thought of sentimental Anglicans. The Church Times may affect much alarm & indignation at 
the courtesy of the language, but as his Grace’s words are examined, it cannot but be 
discovered that they close the door on any Reunion with the Non-episcopal Churches. The 
“climate of opinion” has changed so decisively, that I doubt whether there can be found 
sufficient interest in the subject, or in any ecclesiastical subject, to move even a mild 
controversy! 
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[108] 
Monday, May 31st, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. A warm day. 
 
Another batch of proofs arrived from Oxford. The death of Sir Bunnell Burnet Burton is 
announced. His funeral is fixed for tomorrow, and I must attend the service in S. Mary-le-
Tower. Accordingly I cried off my lecture in the Red Cross Hospital. 
 
We travelled to Norwich, lunched pleasantly with Jack Clayton, & then walked to Tower 
House, where the Bishop and Mrs Herbert gave us tea. They are comfortably and sufficiently 
housed in this hired house, which has a good garden, both of flowers and of vegetables. It 
has a brick tower, dating from 1603, or thereabouts, and in this the Bishop has arranged a 
little chapel for domestic worship. The eldest boy, George, is at Eton, and on the point of 
reaching the age for military service, 18, the second boy, David, is in Hugh Lyon’s house at 
Rugby, the youngest, Andrew, aged 10 years, is at Preparatory School in Yorkshire. He is 10 
years old. Their sister, aged 16, is at school in Malvern. Mrs Rutgard met us in Jack’s house 
before we returned to Ipswich. Our arrival there was marked by a fine rainbow.   
 
[109] 
 
The Dean of Norwich (Dr Cranage) came over from the Deanery to see me. He is fresh from 
his Prolocutor’s task in a meeting of the Canterbury Convocation, which has been clothed 
with something more than Provincial significance by the careful and illuminating speech of 
its President. I was interested to learn that the impressions of that speech, which I had 
received from the newspaper reports was the same as that which the Prolocutor had 
received from hearing it. So also the Bishop of Norwich agreed with me. He agreed that its 
effect was definitely hostile to the South Indian scheme. His Grace appears to be attempting 
the difficult feat, picturesquely described as “running with the hare and hunting with the 
hounds”. He repeats the procedure which he adopted as President of the Archbishops’ 
Commission on Doctrine. He begins by a parade of liberal profession and ends with a crisp 
declaration of personal obscurantism. It is, of course, the last which really counts. The “fine 
words” of ambiguous fraternity “butter no parsnips” for the banquet of Reunion! 
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[110] 
Tuesday, June 1st, 1943. 
 
Temperature 64°. A blustering day, unpleasant.  
 
We motored into Ipswich, and attended the service in S. Mary-le-Tower, arranged in 
connexion with the Funeral of old Sir Bunnell Burnet Burton. The Church was crowded with 
men, with a few women. The service had evidently been arranged with care, and was 
evidently in accord with the feelings of the congregation. The sense of conventional make-
belief which so commonly shadows funeral services was absent, and there seemed to be a 
ring of genuine conviction in the singing of the hymns. The old man was known to be 
benevolent & devout, he had gathered about himself a great volume of friendly feeling, & 
his love of the Church was deep, & expressed by much practical work in its interest. I first 
encountered him in the Church Assembly, where he was a valuable & influential member of 
the Finance Board. When I started my “Boots Fund” for the Unemployed, he sent me £100: 
& when he heard that I intended to end my days in Suffolk, he wrote to me a very kind 
letter, welcoming me to his own county. I had a real regard for him.  
 
[111] 
 
Fearne and I succeeded in correcting the proofs and despatching them to Oxford. 
 
At 6 p.m. the wireless reported that the much dreaded coal strike in U. S. A. had broken out. 
400.000 miners laid down tools today. It is very disconcerting, even alarming, to find these 
men so dead to their obvious duty. An almost brutal lack of imagination which destroys in 
their minds all sense of proportion goes along with a sheep-like obedience to the orders of 
their leader, Lewis, who is reported to be dominated by an almost insane hatred of the 
President. Both in Britain and in America the “Achilles heel” of our patriotic effort is to be 
found in organized “Labour”. It is impossible to limit the range of its demands, the strength 
of its prejudices, and the potential danger of its economic ignorance. The agitation, started 
by the Postal Workers Union, is already developing into a revolt against the Law. If (as is not 
unlikely) the Government consents to eviscerate the Trades Disputes Act of its most 
essential provision, we have an ill prospect before us.  
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[112] 
Wednesday, June 2nd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. Dark and depressing day. 
 
The final (galley) proofs arrived. They number 162 and every one appears to contain about 
2⅓ pages. This would provide about 378 pages apart from the Index. The volume could 
hardly include less than 400 pages, which is more than Milford desired. To reduce my 
material to that amount has involved brutal curtailment and a degrading bowdlerization! 
 
In writing to Lord [Hugh] Cecil* about Ella’s letter, I had taken occasion to tell him that in my 
mind I bracketted him with the late Lord Grey of Falloden, as peculiarly respect-worthy 
among contemporary statesmen. He seems to have been gratified by being thus associated 
with a political opponent, for he writes:- 
 

“I am indeed grateful for what you say bout Edward Grey and myself. I regard it as a 
very great honour to be connected with him.” 

 
Both men were ill at ease in the harness of political party, and neither was popular with the 
janizzaries [sic] of his own party.  
 
[113] 
 
Fearne and I succeeded in correcting the proofs, and dispatching them to Oxford. 
 
There was a brisk thunderstorm at lunch-time, accompanied by a substantial and very 
welcome fall of rain. 
 
I wrote to old Miss Burton, condoling with her on her brother’s death. 
 
Two disconcerting announcements came from the wireless at 6 p.m. – the miners strike in 
U. S. A. Is now in full swing, & is described as “the most serious domestic crisis since the 
beginning of the War”, and the negotiations between de Gaulle and Giraud in Algiers have 
been again interrupted over some blundering about the manner of the Governor’s 
resignation. He apparently resigned to both the Generals, & was differently answered. The 
incident gives an unpleasing impression of petty personal friction, and, if it is not promptly 
cleared up, may create very formidable difficulties between the French authorities and the 
great English-speaking Powers. The French are ever a vain, selfish, and untrustworthy folk, 
but they may exhaust even British patience.  
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[114] 
Thursday, June 3rd, 1943. Ascension Day. 
 
Thermometer 58°. A clouded, damp, depressing day. 
 
I received an affectionate letter from dear old Scarbrough.* He is pleased with Lord 
Plymouth’s* appointment as his successor in the Sub-Priorship of S. John’s Order, which he 
himself had suggested. He is feeling the shadows of Old Age – loss of memory & eyesight, & 
the special forgetfulness of names & dates. But he was born in 1857, and is 6 years my 
senior. I suffer from Baxter’s queer infirmity – “praematura senectus”! 
 
The Pope has made another characteristic speech about the moral outrages implicit in 
“Total War”, but he still assumes that both sides are “in the same condemnation”. I think 
the Papal Pose of Impartial Neutrality is morally nauseous. Indeed to my thinking, it 
indicates the essential and irremovable argument against the religious claims of the Papacy. 
The determining factor in Papal policy has hardly ever been the interest of Morality but 
almost always that of institutional advantage. Which ^side^ is likely in any War to be 
victorious, that is the side on which the Vicar of [115] Christ intends finally to be found! 
Vatican policy is the precise contradiction of the Saviour’s decision when the Devil offered 
him “all the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them” on the single condition that He, 
who ‘came to destroy the works of the Devil’ should ‘fall down and worship’ him: Christ did 
but illustrate supremely His own judgement of ‘values’ – ‘What doth it profit a man to gain 
the whole world, if he lose or forfeit his own Self?’ 
 
The natural affinity of such a Totalitarian system as the Papal must be with the Dictators, 
and, indeed, Pius IX in the Syllabus Errorum (which modern Vaticanists try so hard to explain 
away) did with imprudent candour utter the real belief of Papists, but the Papacy blundered 
in assuming that, in this World War, the Dictators were bound to win. That assumption is 
now becoming doubtful, & there are not a few indications that the diplomatists of the 
Vatican are preparing for the contingency of an Allied Victory. We may see them organize a 
judicious & correspondent change in the Papal attitude! 
 
[116] 
 
I employed the morning in renewing with the assistance of my Journal, the recollections of 
our visit to the South of France in April 1929, and, in the afternoon, I talked to the Women’s 
institute on “A Holiday in the South of France”. I somehow lost the most interesting page of 
my notes, and thus damaged irreparably an address, which was, in any case, disgracefully 
thin and disconnected. The light in the Memorial Hall was very inadequate, and I hope 
rather than believe, that the rustic dames were not bored. 
 
At 9 p.m. came the welcome and unexpected announcement that the two French Generals 
had at last agreed to unite, and that their union has been declared by de Gaulle in a very 
proper language. In view of what has happened before, it is impossible to feel confident that 
this announcement also will not be disproved by experience, but for the moment it is most 
acceptable, and we were able to go to our bedrooms in a comparatively optimistic mood. 
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But the great coal-production problem is America has a more than ever insoluble an aspect.  
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[117] 
Friday, June 4th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer [57]. An uncertain & uncomfortable day. 
 
My mind towards sparrows is hardening, for I find it difficult not to think that they are 
responsible for the fewness of chaffinches, and for the fact that the swallows are not 
building their nests on the house. Add the unquestionable increase in their numbers and 
(though this is almost impossible) in impudence, and conviction is irresistible. 
 
For a whole hour I read the much-advertized book “The Virgin Birth in History and Faith” by 
one of the Mirfield “Fathers” Douglas Edwards. It is one of the ^most^ amazing products of 
fanatical argumentation that I have encountered. The writer almost excels himself in his 
treatment of S. Paul’s parallel between Adam and Christ. I relieved and refreshed myself by 
putting down his book and reading Dean Church’s magnificent sermon on “Adam, the Type 
of Christ”, preached in S. Mary, Oxford, in 1870, and published in 1895 in the volume “Pascal 
and Other Sermons”. It is, perhaps, not without significance that, in 1943, the one 
commands my assent & admiration, and the other revolts me!  
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[118] 
Saturday, June 5th, 1943. 
 
Thermometer 60°. Day fair but doubtful. 
 
At last, I received a letter from M. K. [Martin Kiddle] who is married, and, in ^spite of^ the 
singular circumstances which have determined his entrance into “the holy estate of 
matrimony”, apparently well contented with his situation. He is in good hope that, through 
the active exertions of his Evangelical friends, he will obtain the King’s Pardon, and 
whatever measure of restored personal credit may thereby be secured. I wish it were 
possible for me to purge the whole woeful episode from the tablets of memory. But — 
 
Also, I received a request from one whom I hardly remember as a young Freemason, named 
Cutter, whom I met at the Universities’ Lodge in Durham, some 20 years ago. He meditates 
applying for the Directorship of Education in the County of Bedford, & would add my name 
to his “references”. I gave him leave to do so, pointing out that my testimony must be 
limited to my knowledge.  
 
[119] 
 
The safe return of the Prime Minister and Mr Eden is reported. They have been together in 
N. Africa seeing Eisenhower, & meeting the now happily reconciled French generals. 
A revolution against the Axis-minded President Castillo is reported from Argentina, and 
seems to have good prospect to success. 
 
I wrote both to Kiddle, and to Cutter, keeping a copy of my letter to the first. 
 
Thus was frittered away the entire morning. 
 
The air became even more sultry, and, of course, had its invariable effect on me, making me 
both dilapidated in body, depressed, & even debased in mind, and quite intolerable in 
temper. Moreover, as it fell out, the war-time provender did not assist me, and, to cut the 
degrading story short, after a brief & troubled game of croquet, I went with my long-
suffering ladies to tea with the Sidgwicks in a fiendish mood, oscillating between the 
afflicting dispositions, distinct but allied, of murder & suicide. What can be said, or done, in 
such a situation? “Who is sufficient for these things? 
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[120] 
Sunday after Ascension, June 6th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. A dull morning. 
 
Before being called I read the Mirfield Father, Douglas Edward’s essay “The Virgin Birth in 
History and Faith”. His delirious orthodoxy reveals a complete failure to understand the 
meaning, purpose, method, and effect of history, and this is the more intriguing since he 
poses as the exponent of history against its false professors. I was so impressed that, when I 
descended to my study, I flew to Crockford, to learn something about so strikingly original 
an author. He hails from Exeter College, Oxford, took a 2nd class in the History School in 
1921, and a 1st class in the School of Theology in 1923 after 2 years at S. Stephen’s House. 
He was ordained by the Bishop of London in 1923: was Curate of the Holy Redeemer, 
Clerkenwell (1923-5): then returned to Oxford as Vice-Principal of St Stephens House, where 
he remained until 1925 1930. He was curate of Buxton, 1930-1933 and of St Aug, 
Chesterfield for a year (1933-4). Then he became Vicar of S. Peter, Stockport (1934-6) when 
he went to the diocese of Zanzibar as a missionary under U. M. C. A. (1936-8). Since then he 
has been a Mirfield Father. Plainly a “rolling stone”, and double-died in Fanaticism. 
 
[121] 
 
Evidently the Weston tradition prevails still in the disease of Zanzibar. It is, of course, quite 
absurd to embark on discussion with a man who despises & prides himself on repudiating 
the accepted principles of historical investigation. Except for the better understanding of the 
mind of our orthodox Catholics, I have wasted the time bestowed on “Father” Edward’s 
essay. But it is disconcerting to observe the complaisance of the Times Literary Supplement. 
If it had not been for the “review” which I read there, I should certainly not have wasted 
money in buying or time in reading this ridiculous composition. 
 
We attended Mattins in the parish church. I read the lessons after a fashion, that is, with 
great discomfort and hesitancy. The light was more than commonly inadequate, &, in fact, I 
broke off the first lesson at a convenient point about half way through the appointed 
portion. The Rector’s sermon was, perhaps mercifully, inaudible to me as I sate within the 
communion rail. I celebrate the Holy Communion.  
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[122] 
Monday, June 7th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 62°. Clouded but improving. 
 
The paged proofs began to arrive, and the entire morning was given up to reading them, 
and making some final corrections. 
 
We went to Ipswich, where I visited Mr Barrat, the goldsmith, left with him my watch, & 
took away a substitute which he lent me. On the way home, I got off in Sproughton in order 
to have tea with Mrs Caulfield. 
 
We had a pleasant conversation, ranging over many & varied subjects. Among others, was 
that on the most urgent & momentous of all subjects from the point of view of a Christian 
teacher – “The Problem of Jesus”. “Do you believe in the Virgin Birth?” – she asked; and I 
could not but profess myself an Agnostic. “Do you believe in the Divinity of Christ?” – to 
which I returned an emphatic affirmative. She is a very able woman who has seen much of 
the world: vastly proud of her family & of the social prominence into which she has been 
carried. The artist, Sir William Orpen, is a relation of her own.  
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[123] 
Tuesday, June 8th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. A damp morning.  
 
I sent Mrs Caulfield a copy of my pamphlet, Christianity “Unitarianism v. Historic Christianity” 
with an explanatory letter. Then I tried to put together some notes for a “Talk” to the 
convalescents in the afternoon. This I delivered in due course to a rather larger assembly of 
the men. They were attentive, and Miss Mason, the commandant, assured me that they 
were interested. She said that the men were frequently changing; with the result that I 
rarely have the same hearers for more than two successive Tuesdays at best. In these 
circumstances it is not easy to see what good purpose can be served by my “talks”. Certainly 
the connected courses of “education” which are apparently contemplated by the military 
authorities are out of the question. 
 
The Prime Minister received a great welcome in the House of Commons today, when he 
spoke for 35 minutes on his recent visits to Washington and North Africa. His speech was 
carefully phrased, but it did give the impression that a really considerable invasion of Europe 
in a great & difficult “amphibious operation” is at hand.  
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[124] 
Wednesday, June 9th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. A bright warm day. 
 
I received a long letter from Lionel Trotman with photographs of his two boys. 
 
Also a letter from Martin Kiddle - expressing his desire to see me. 
 
President Roosevelt has thought it requisite to address a solemn warning to the Axis powers 
who, he says, are not without reason believed to be on the point of using poison gas. He tells 
them that, if this should prove to be the case, the American forces will use the same 
abominable weapon against them, & that its use against any one of the Allies will be 
regarded as its use against every other. 
 
Gilbert Box,* a quondam neighbour of mine in Westminster, when I lived in 17 Dean’s Yard, 
and he in Abingdon Street, writes to tell me that his son Reginald is to be ordained on Trinity 
Sunday on a title from Chingford, & that he himself is living in my old parish of Barking 
where he is an official of S. Paul’s Church. I wrote to him, & sent for his son, the letter which I 
addressed to a young clergyman. 
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[125] 
Thursday, June 10th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. A hot day. 
 
There were no letters, & the brilliance of the weather disinclined me for serious work. I 
devoted the day to going through piles of letters, and tearing up as many as reason & 
sentiment did not compel me to retain. 
 
Ella and Fearne went to Ipswich to attend a meeting of the Morality Defence Association, 
and on their return we played croquet for more than an hour before dinner. After this, they 
resorted to the kitchen, and made jam of the strawberries they had bought in Ipswich. 
 
I begin to indulge the hope that, in spite of the persecution of the sparrows, there may yet 
be some loyal swallows (or house-martins) to build on my study. The destruction of the 
sparrows’ nests has certainly been followed by a more frequent appearance of their victims. 
 
The only news from the war is that of the incessant bombardment by Fleet & Aeroplane of 
the fortified island of Pantelleria, where the garrison has ignored invitations to their 
unconditional surrender. 
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[126] 
Friday, June 11th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. Another hot day. 
 
Another day was dissipated in going over letters, which had been reserved as worth 
preservation for Autobiographical service, but, since the 1st vol. of my Retrospect has been 
published, are seen to have lost even that modest qualification, & can do their best, and 
indeed only, service as “Salvage”! 
 
Pantellaria has hoisted the white flag, and, for what it is worth, (which is not much,) has 
become an asset for the Allies. By comparison with the long ordeal, which Malta so 
successfully endured, its defence was not impressive: but set beside the ignominious 
surrender if Tunis & Bizerta [sic] appears heroic. The Italians have evidently no heart for this 
War, but they are putting up a better fight than their German masters. 
 
Rosevelt appeals to them to throw over the shoddy Dictator who has carried them into such 
shame & peril: but so long as the Nazi armies are in possession, and the Gestapo is active in 
Italy, it is hard to see how the poor wretches can do anything effective. 
 
We played croquet after an early tea. 
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[127] 
Saturday, June 12th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 67°. Warm but becoming cooler. 
 
Another batch of proofs arrived, and I set myself to the repulsive task of correcting them. 
 
We played croquet in the afternoon. The Thurlows came to tea bringing with them the 
eldest of their sons, Harry now a Major, who has definitely left North Africa, and is now 
employed in lecturing to troops up and down this country. It fell to him to make 
arrangements for the Prime Minister’s visit to the troops. He said that the P. M.’s popularity 
with the troops was very great. He did not give a pleasant account of the German soldiers, 
whose insulting behaviour to their Italian allies was astonishing. But he held Rommel to be a 
fine general, and described his fighting retreat as “magnificent”. All the 4 Thurlow boys are 
turning out well. The twins are well placed – Francis is Secretary to the Governor of New 
Zealand: Rowaleyn is now a Major. The youngest, Alec, is secretary to the Governor of in 
Jerusalem. He is married, and with his wife resides in Government House. They are 
creditable to their parents, & serviceable to their country. 
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[128] 
Whitsunday, June 13th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. A bright, pleasant morning. 
 
But war’s a game, which, were 

their subjects wise, 
Kings would not play at. Nations  

would do well 
T’extort their truncheons from  

the puny hands 
Of heroes, whose infirm and  

baby minds 
Are gratified with mischief, and  

who spoil, 
Because men suffer it, their toy 

the world. 
 

(Cowper. The Task. Book V. “The Winter morning Walk). 
 
I read these lines in bed this morning before getting up. They seemed so true, and so 
opposite, that, on descending to my study, I copied them into my journal. The irregular 
aspect of my writing on this page is an indication of the failure of my eye-sight, which now 
hinders me from seeing the lines on the page, & makes reading increasingly inefficient. 
 
[129] 
 
We attended Mattins, and heard an excellent sermon from Braley, who read the lessons.  
I celebrated the Holy Communion, and was glad to see that among the communicants was a 
convalescent soldier from the local Hospital. 
 
It is to be noted that, for the first time this year, we had peas & new potatoes from the 
garden. 
 
Braley cane at 2.30 p.m. to take me for a walk, and stayed to tea. He reports that the affair of 
M. K. has been prominently reported in the Harrogate papers; that it has caused 
considerable scandal; & that the general opinion is hostile to the suggestion that there has 
been a “miscarriage of justice”. All this is truly lamentable, & will bring rich “grist” to 
Buchman’s* discredited & discreditable “mill”. He told me that, at a recent meeting of 
“Friends of the Cathedral”, the Dean had stated that he had given the Chancel Screen in the 
Cathedral to some church in Edinburgh, but asked the reporters to make no mention of his 
statement. There is, however, in the Durham paper an account of the [130] meeting which 
indicates that the Dean’s speech evoked some not wholly welcoming comments. The 
present Dean & Chapter seem to be so ignorant of the conditions under which capitular life 
legally must proceed, & so contemptuous of capitular precedents & public feeling, that it 
would not be unlikely that (as in the case of the Acca Croso) we shall be confronted with un 
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fait accompli. I wrote to Alington thanking him for his pamphlet “God and my Neighbour”, 
indicating with much calculated courtesy my doubt as to the practical suggestions, which it 
contains, and taking occasion to caution him against reckless procedure in the matter of the 
Chancel Screen. It does not appear to me that the Dean can, acting alone & apart from the 
formal agreement of the Chapter, dispose of the property of the Cathedral Foundation. If I 
am not mistaken, the Chancel Screen was erected by the D. & Chapter at a cost of £3000, 
taken from the capitular funds. 
 
Lampedusa and another, even smaller, Italian island are reported to have “surrendered 
unconditionally” to the Allied Forces. 
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[131] 
Whit-Monday, June 14th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60°. Uncertain & thunderous. 
 
More proofs, which I corrected during the day. 
 
Brayley came for a walk, but the weather was too threatening, and we turned back, & 
mostly talked in my study. 
 
I received a long letter from Clarence Ward dated “23rd April, 1943”, and acknowledging two 
letters of mine which he has “just received”. He expresses a mean opinion of Cairo, of which 
the dirt appears to have impressed him. The heat is becoming uncomfortable: but he 
receives a good many letters. One day in Cairo was enough for him. He asks for news about 
“Mr Derek”. Evidently he has not heard of Dick’s death. It will distress him to learn that he 
has gone, for he had a great liking for him, and he was fond of Clarence. 
 
I shewed to Braley some of vol. II – the short chapters on the House of Lords and Windsor, as 
well as the chapter on the Roman Controversy, and he was (or said he was) interested, but I 
become even more discontented with my own work. 
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[132] 
Tuesday, Jue 15th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 58°. Weather uncertain. 
 
No letters. I occupied myself in making notes for my Talk to the adolescents, which in due 
course I gave to a fairly attentive but, perhaps, rather perplexed company of men. I spoke 
about “Anti-Semitism”, and “let myself go” on the cruelty of and meanness of the too 
common habit of speaking unworthily about the Jews, repeating current calumnies, which 
were demonstrably false, and thereby strengthening an anti-Jewish prejudice, which is 
already too strong. 
 
Braley joined me after the function, and came back with me to Hyntle Place, where we had 
tea. We had intended to play croquet, but a thunderstorm with some downfall of rain 
intervened, and we sate in my study, where I read to him my account of the Lambeth 
Conference in 1920. He professed to be much interested. But I am ever more dissatisfied. 
The change of “atmosphere” since my Journal (which is so largely quoted) was written ^has 
been so great^ that when read now it is almost unintelligible. 
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[133] 
Wednesday, June 16th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 57°. Clouded, chilly day. 
 
I received a letter from Grant Robertson,* written from Oxford, giving me some account of 
the Whitsuntide Gaudy. There has, of course, been much eager discussion of the situation, 
both military & political, but nothing is said by those who know, & what is said by those who 
don’t know is worthless. 
 

“I suspect that much of what gets to our Intelligence Deptt comes from the Nazis 
themselves, & is part of their Propaganda. But it does seem to be true that G. H. Q. in 
Germany, sick of Hitler’s “institutions” and thunders, has taken over the supreme 
direction and isolated the Führer as completely as William II in the last War, though 
using him as a political asset and figure-head of value: & that the top crew of 
gangsters do now realize that they are fighting with halters round their necks & that 
they must go down fighting as the least disagreeable fate in a world that is slowly 
crashing round them.” 

 
[134] 
 
He indulges in some speculation as to the long expected invasion of Europe, & adds 
 

As I know from Ringwood, our South Coast is packed with material for a Channel 
crossing. But so it has been for months – and we still wait. I am often asked about 
you, and I give such information as I can. You are constantly in the minds of many of 
us. 
 

I wrote to Clarence Stock, who had inquired about Dick, of whose death he was obviously 
ignorant. 
 
I lunched at the Rectory, and afterwards took Brayley for a walk to Burnstall. On our return 
journey we were caught in a smart rain-fall accompanied by thunder. 
 
I think the sparrows have returned to their attack on the swallows, & have established 
themselves in their nests on my study. Mrs Frazer says that they have done the same thing at 
the Rectory. 
 
The King is reported to be visiting the troops in N. Africa today. His journey was kept 
completely secret; and he [sic] warmly welcomed by all sections of General Eisenhower’s 
Army. 
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[135] 
Thursday, June 17th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 60֯°. Weather fine and warmer. 
 
I reflected much on the difficult question of my Talks to the Convalescents. It is quite evident 
that no continuous teaching is possible in view of the changing character of my audience. 
I must, therefore, content myself with treating each “Talk” as complete in itself, and try to 
interest my hearers in some subject which lends itself to such separate treatment, keeping 
ever in view the general intention of improving the civic quality of the men. I have already 
dealt with the several elements of the British Constitution, and with the several dominions. I 
have spoken about India, and, in connexion with it, shown the crucial importance of the 
Mediterranean. Egypt has been discussed and Abyssinia. Last week I spoke about Palestine, 
& the difficulties which Hitler’s furious “Anti-Semitism” have created therein. Now, I think it 
might be useful to speak of that great section of the British Empire which is administered by 
the Colonial office. This will lead me to deal with the complicated nature of our imperial 
system, and the racial problems which it has to solve. 
 
[136] 
 
Philip Tallents came to play croquet, and have tea afterwards. He spoke of Sir Stephen 
Tallents’ arrangement with the National Trust which will secure that, after he & his wife died, 
their interesting house near Dartford, which was once a commandery of the Hospitallers, 
shall become the property of the Trust, until then they will occupy it as tenants. I inquired 
what had led his brother to adopt this course, & he replied that he thought it unlikely that 
any of his children would care to reside or, indeed, were likely to be able to reside in it. No 
doubt this is the consideration which many owners of historic houses are turning over in 
their minds. Private ownership will peter out because the owners find the new social 
conditions unpalatable and even incapacitating. There will be no need of violent political 
action. Socialism will replace the existing régime of private ownership by almost 
imperceptible changes, like the movement of an advancing tide. Probably appropriate 
mental and moral changes are taking place and the great Revolution will arrive quietly as by 
a process of natural growth. My generation will first have passed from the scene.  
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[137] 
Friday, June 18th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 62֯. A wet day. 
 
Another considerable batch of proofs arrived and the task of correcting it occupied me all 
day. 
 
Martin Kiddle, being required to assist the bishop with the arrangements for the Trinity 
Ordination at Rochester postponed his coming here until next week. 
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[137] 
Saturday, June 19th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 61°. A dull, damp morning. 
 
A letter from Dashwood informs me that I must be prepared to make another considerable 
payment for Income Tax, due on July 1st. Well, happily, I can still write the necessary cheque, 
but, if the War be protracted as some of our Jeremiahs [sic] prophecy, I shall have to “sell 
up”, and betake myself to another, & still more restricted Diogenes Tub! 
 
Fearne is fearfully perturbed by receiving yet another minatory questionnaire about petrol. 
Undoubtedly, we are rather specially ill-placed for being limited to an overcrowded & 
intermittent omnibus for our necessary communications with Ipswich: but passi graviora.  
 
[138] 
Saturday, June 19th, 1943. [sic]  
 
I wrote at some length to the Dean of Westminster, asking his advice and the guidance of his 
example in the problem of my personal duty in the dark and difficult incident of M. K. 
 
General Wavell is to be the new Viceroy of India, and General Auchinleck is to succeed him 
as C. in C. in India. That a soldier should be at the helm precisely at a juncture when a 
constitutional crisis has to be faced in India is, perhaps, unfortunate: but Wavell is certainly a 
man of quite remarkable powers, apart from his military reputation: and his appointment 
may possibly alarm the Japanese, as well as please the Indian Army. Auchinleck is thought to 
be an exceptionally competent general. It is also stated that the management of the War 
with Japan is to be separated from the Indian command, and entrusted to a separate council 
charged with the Far Eastern command. Probably this will make for efficiency. 
 
I attended the Parish Feté in the Rectory Garden. The weather, which remained doubtful and 
even threatening util noon, improved during the [139] afternoon, and by tea-time was warm 
and bright. 
 
I had some talk with Sir General Ryan, and his two children, Pamela and Gerald. After tea, I 
came away and returned to Hyntle Place, were I read a careful and interesting article on 
“The Training of the Clergy”, written by the Bishop of Durham, and reprinted from the 
Durham University Journal. It came “from the Author”, & was accompanied by a friendly 
letter: -  
 

“Some of us thinking about a book which will, I know, have your interest, on the 
History of this diocese: I have been talking about it with Hamilton Thompson and 
with our new Professor of History, Whiting’s successor, who is making researches in 
late 18th and early 19th century Durham history. I hope we shall be able to get a good 
team together.” 
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He tells me that he has instituted Hitchcock of Escomb to the Vicarage of Eastgate, so long 
held by old Canon [sic] 
 
I wrote to Clarence Ward.  
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[140] 
Trinity Sunday June 23th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 64°. A brilliant summer morning. 
 
It was on just such a day as this that I was ordained in Cuddesdon Parish church, 56 years 
ago (June 5th 1887). I think the only persons who witnessed my Ordination, and is still living, 
is Arthur Headlam, now Bishop of Gloucester. He was one of three Fellows who walked out 
from All Souls to attend the service. Raleigh and W. P. Ker were the other two. The Greek 
Testament, which I received from Bishop Mackarness of Oxford is by my bedside, and I still 
read a portion from it with my nightly prayers. Before breakfast, I walked in the garden, & 
repeated the Te Deum aloud. But I was saddened by the absence of the swallows, & 
angered by the spectacle of the sparrows boldly issuing from the nests from which they 
have brutally evicted the builders & owners. Is it one of the dolorous consequences of “The 
Fall of Man” that his abominable vices have infected all the subject creatures? At breakfast I 
was delighted to see a hedge-hog walk across the drive, & disappear in the shrubbery under 
the fir-tree. I charged the gardener not to molest it.  
 
[141] 
 
Before going to Church I wrote to Mrs Caulfield. 
 
We attended Mattins in the Parish Church. I read the lessons, and celebrated the Holy 
Communion. The Rector’s sermon “explained” and emphasised the “damnatory clauses” of 
the Quicunque vult, which had been substituted for the Apostles Creed, according to one of 
the few Rubricks, which our Anglo-Catholicks profess to regard as determining their 
behaviour in the conduct of public worship. As I listened to the rustic boys stumbling 
through the unintelligible formulary, I realized with fresh force the absurdity and potential 
mischief of introducing such a document into congregational use. S. Paul’s argument in 1. 
Corinthian XIV is surely applicable. It is said by some people, mostly S. P. G. missionaries that 
the Quicunque vult is eminently edifying in the case of Hindhu converts, well accustomed to 
the hair-splitting speculations of their pagan theologies. None can pretend that it is other 
that puzzling; if not also mischievous to ordinary English congregations.  
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[142] 
Monday, June 21st, 1943. 
 
Temperature 64°. An uncertain day [.] 
 
I received yesterday a demand on account of taxes from Dashwood, & today sent him a 
check for the amount (£202:16:3) which, when added to what was sent in January 
(£355:6:3) makes a total for the Income Tax paid through him this year of £558:12:6) [sic]. 
There is in addition the amount deducted on our small investments. If the War shall 
continue for another year, the question of drastic re-arrangement will press for answer. 
 
Two sinister items are included in this morning’s news viz. that a “nation-wide” ^strike^ of 
miners has broken out in U. S. A. under the evil guidance of the man Lewis, who ought 
certainly to be shot, and these two obstinate French Generals will not agree together, 
although both profess a single-minded resolution to fight for the liberation of France from 
the Nazi yoke. 
 
We went into Ipswich, where I tried unavailingly to get my hair cut, and to purchase razor 
blades, while my Ladies were “shopping”. However, while I was “killing time” while they 
tarried, I was accosted by a elderly, bald-headed man, who enquired whether [143] I had at 
any time been connected with S. Margaret’s, Westminster: and when I replied that for 12 
years I had been Rector of that famous church, he expressed great satisfaction at meeting 
me: “But what is your name” I asked; and when he answered that it was “Rudling”, I asked 
whether he was any connexion with Ernest Rudling, whom I remembered as one of the 
choir boys. “But I am Ernest Rudling”,* was his rejoinder. I certainly should never have 
recognized him, but the loss of his hair has transformed his appearance. He said that he was 
married, & had a son, who was now in the Air Force. I gave him my address, and we parted 
in much amity. 
 
Then I joined the car & the ladies in Tower Street, and we went on to Abbey Oaks, where we 
lunched very pleasantly with Lord Woodbridge, and afterwards sate in the Garden, which is 
sumptuous with flowers. We got back to Hyntle Place about 4 p.m. 
 
Ernest Rudling told me that he had succeeded Harold Knowling* as the solo-boy in S. 
Margaret’s. This arrangement must have been made before my American visit in 1912, & my 
departure to Durham after my return.  
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[144] 
Tuesday, June 22nd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 64°. A fine warm day. 
 
Another letter from Clarence Ward. It is dated May 19th. The dear boy, having received two 
letters from me at once, seems to have felt bound to reply to both of them. It is at best a 
fault on the right side. He expresses sorrow for Dick’s death. 
 
I occupied the morning in preparing a “Talk” on “Switzerland”, having decided that I would 
deal with the neutral powers viz. Switzerland, Sweden, Spain, Portugal, and Turkey. My 
audience was much the same at last week, but not very responsive. Perhaps, it might be 
worth while to have the “Talk”, out of doors, and this commended itself to the n. c. o., who 
seems to be in charge. But, of course, all turns on the weather. I was struck by a saturnine-
looking fellow who asked some questions which implied his belief that we ought to bomb 
Rome and generally give the Nazis “their own medicine”! It is not easy effectively to 
disprove this attitude, though I loathe it.  
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[145] 
Wednesday, June 23rd, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. A warm but gusty day. 
 
I received from the Dean of Westminster a full and careful reply to my letter (v. p. 138). Its 
effect was extremely disconcerting. He has been staying in Harrogate, where his wife has to 
take the waters: & unavoidably he has heard much about the woeful business of M. K.: from 
his parishioners, who were formerly his own: for he also had been Vicar of Christ Church. He 
has declined to join in the effort to secure the King’s Pardon, because he finds himself 
“unable in conscience to say that he is convinced that there has been a miscarriage of 
justice in his case”. The whole episode is distressing and deplorable. 
 
Dashwood, acknowledging my cheque for taxes, adds a note about the church Assembly:- 
 

“The Church Ass. is sitting today, & the Bp of Gloucester is in good form. After the 
Abp. of Canterbury’s speech on the new world, the Bp. of G. said “Your Grace, I have 
always understood that when St John the Divine was describing the New Jerusalem, 
he found no TEMPLE therein”. 

 
[146] 
 
A batch of proofs arrived, and, after correction, were sent to the Oxford Press under 
registered cover. 
 
At 5 p.m. our neighbour, Mr Sidgwick, came, & played croquet. 
 
The news from the War fronts remains much the same: the long promised offensive is still in 
the stage of preparatory bombing, but the persistence which, in spite of considerable losses, 
we continue to bomb Germany & Italy, seems to indicate that the invasion of Europe is 
near. 
 
A temporary arrangement with the Americas [sic] miners has been made. They are to work 
on until October. In N. Africa an interim settlement between these obstinate French 
generals has been effected. There is evidently grave disapproval of this arrangement, which 
fails to solve the problem of French disunity, and may even facilitate still more mischievous 
developments of it. It is apparent that the demoralization which occasioned the disgraceful 
collapse of France ^in 1940^, and nearly compelled the surrender of Great Britain, has not 
^even in 1943^ been cured by the shame & suffering which have flowed from the blended 
panic and perfidy of Vichy. 
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[147] 
Thursday, June 24th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 64°. Fine, but a northerly wind. 
 
My mind is exercised on the difficult question of my duty as a Christian man in face of such 
sin as that which is implicit in the case of M. K. What ought to be my treatment of him on 
the assumption that I cannot conscientiously believe him to be an innocent man wrongfully 
condemned by the law courts? There is no question of forgiving an offence against myself. 
There the teaching of Christ appears to be clear enough, though the forgiveness which he 
enjoins is conditioned by the offender's repentance (v. S. Matt. xviii. 15.21 and the Parable 
of the Unmerciful Servant with its tremendous moral. “So shall also my heavenly Father do 
unto you, if ye forgive not every one his brother from your hearts”: and S. Lk. xvii 3 “if thy 
brother sin, rebuke him: & if he repent, forgive him. And if he sin against thee seven times in 
the day, & seven times turn again to thee, saying, I repent: thou shalt forgive him”.) The 
duty to forgive a wrong against oneself may be difficult, but if the wrong doer be repentant, 
it is absolute. But when the offence is not personal, what is the Christian’s duty?  
 

[N.B. Henson error in page numbers – moves from 147 to 118.] 
 
[118] 
 
The incestuous Christian in Corinth. on whose condemnation and expulsion S. Paul insisted 
(i. Cor. v.) appears to have submitted himself, & exhibited such distress, that the Apostle 
exhorted the Corinthian Church to re-admit him to fellowship “lest by any means such a one 
should be swallowed up with his overmuch sorrow” (2. Cor. ii. 5f.). In the case of disgraceful 
action, occasioning scandal, ought the Christian to exert himself to rescue the offender from 
due punishment, and to treat him as an innocent man? S. James concludes his epistle with 
the declaration that “he which converteth a sinner from the error of his ways shall save a 
soul from death, & shall cover a multitude of sins” (v. 19-20). S. Peter, probably with a 
reference to Proverbs X.12 in mind, “love covereth a multitude of sins”, but he seems to 
have in view rather the maintenance of harmony within the Brotherhood, which unkindly 
gossip would endanger, than the treatment of individual offenders. In the Pharisee’s house 
our Saviour forgave the sins of the “woman that was a sinner” because she “loved much”. 
But her penitence was abundantly manifest. There is no authority here for ignoring, or 
helping to hush up, scandalous conduct.  
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[119] 
Friday, June 25th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. Warm and dull. 
 
The King’s safe arrival was reported by the B. B. C. at 8 a.m. Laus Deo! 
 
How shall I make clear to M. K. the woeful necessity under which I declare my severe view 
of the position which he now occupies, and which his marriage has in some sense 
worsened? Perhaps, I might point out to him that if an Ordination candidate were known to 
have been so placed, I should certainly have rejected him: and, similarly, in the case of a 
clergyman, nominated to an incumbency, against whom the P. C. C. made objection on the 
same ground, I should certainly feel bound to withhold institution. How, then, can I treat it 
more lightly in his case? 
 
But why cannot I accept his own protestation of innocence? Because in the case of such an 
offence, no personal impressions can rightly prevail against evidence of fact: and because, in 
his case, such evidence was adjudged by 2 courts to be sufficient to outweigh, not only his 
own disclaimer, but also the witness to his character offered by the Dean of Westminster.  
 
[120] 
 
Ella and Fearne went to Ipswich, and there had lunch, and attended a cinema. 
 
I occupied myself in correcting the last batch of paged proofs. The total number of pages 
now reaches no less than 422, and there yet remains the Index. I think the whole will hardly 
be less than 450 pages. 
 
Martin Kiddle had lunch with me, and we had to [sic] frank discussion of his painful problem. 
He made out a better case than I had expected, and yet not good enough to make it 
possible to affirm my conviction that he had been the victim of a gross miscarriage of 
justice. I told him plainly that, until he had received the King’s Pardon, I could not regard 
him as having cleared his character. He expresses himself as very happy with his wife who is 
5 years older than himself and has had 2 husbands before him. I do not think that he grasps 
adequately the disadvantage to his career which this deplorable episode involves, and I fear 
that the effect on his faith and character may be serious. His wife is not the kind of person 
to help him here. 
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[121] 
Saturday, June 26th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 67°. A gusty, close day. 
 
I wrote at length to the Dean of Westminster telling him about my interview with Kiddle, 
and the conclusions at which I had arrived. I did not conceal the distress of my mind, and 
the doubt which I could not exorcise. I thought it right to mark my letter “confidential”. 
Fearne & I collated our proof corrections, and I myself posted them to Oxford under 
register. In the afternoon, we played croquet. 
 
Fearne is vastly perturbed by receiving the formal notice that her scanty allowance of petrol 
has been withdrawn. We are thus compelled to depend altogether on the omnibus, and this 
might serve well enough, if the omnibus were not so grossly crowded as to be almost 
unusable, and ran at hours which were, from a shopping point of view, extremely 
inconvenient. She has developed a sentimental affection for her little car, which adds a 
contribution of its own to the natural perturbation: but she has a fund of good sense and 
capacity which cannot be inadequate for the situation. 
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[122] 
1st Sunday after Trinity, June 27th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 68°. Day, close and cloudy. 
 
I went to Church, and received the Blessed Sacrament at the early service, which did not 
begin until 10 minutes after the appointed time. The Rector omitted his accustomed duet of 
muttered devotion, before audibly starting the Order for Holy Communion. There was no 
gong, and, in ministering the Consecrated Bread to me, the full formula was used. It is an 
odd situation, and if the serving boys & parishioners who are also communicants have 
sufficient intelligence to notice and reflect, must stir some questions in their minds. 
 
Then I wrote to Mrs Elliott, inquiring how she and Babette are faring in these difficult times. 
 
Also, I wrote to Grant Robertson: and drafted a letter to Archie Parker Smith, for Ella’s 
consideration. Cecil Ferens is so distant, and so fully occupied, that it is hardly fair to add to 
his burden the relatively petty task of executing my will: & Archie would be more accessible, 
and, perhaps, more pleasing to my legatees. 
 
[123] 
 
In the afternoon Fearne and I worked at the Index, which will not err on the side of 
excessive detail: but the method of a good index is not easy to determine: and in the case of 
a book which is not unjustly described as a “Retrospect of an Unimportant Life” the normal 
difficulty is accentuated. 
 
I wrote to Martin Ellingsen,* of whom and about whom I have heard nothing for some 
while. He is well qualified for appointment to a benefice, not too large and not too poorly 
endowed. If he were married to a suitable and genuinely religious wife, who would look 
after his bodily health, and act as his true comrade in the spiritual venture of pastorate, I 
believe that I might approve himself as a faithful minister of Christ: but his lack of academic 
distinction makes it difficult to appoint him to any important parochial charge, and he needs 
the support of the fellowship in life and work which a good wife, and, perhaps nobody else, 
could bring to him.  
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[124] 
Monday, June 28th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. Fine but rather cold. 
 
After consulting Ella, and received her assurance of approval, I sent to Archie Parker-Smith 
the letter which I drafted yesterday. If he assents to my request, I must cause a new will to 
be drafted. 
 
Fearne and I continued work on this tiresome Index, which seems to become ever more 
extensive, unintelligible, and practically useless as we proceed. Yet, it is probable that no 
part of the volume will be more speedily & anxiously investigated. There will be many 
disappointments, & some resulting resentments. Autobiography is surely a vain & foolish 
venture. It is not easy to justify the exorbitant self-importance which it apparently implies in 
the man who puts hand to it unless his experience has been plainly linked with larger 
interests than his own, and unless his personal achievement has been quite evidently 
extraordinary, and his personality confessed “intriguing” and powerful. In the absence of 
these factors, why should anybody be concerned with his performances or interested in 
him? 
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[125] 
Tuesday, June 29th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. A dull morning, and dark. 
 
Locusts in India: mosquitoes with malaria in the Soudan: domestic conflict in America: 
developing “Labour” disaffection here at home, and persistent quarrelling among our 
French Allies: and an ugly prospect of empty coal-cellars next winter – all these unpleasing 
features add to the anxiety which the inexplicable delay in establishing the long-promised 
“Second Front” in Europe, an almost menacing character. [sic] 
 
How long will the patience of Russia and the more than stoical fortitude of China hold out 
against the continuing disappointment of the hopes these afflicted countries have been led 
to cherish? How long can the victims of Nazi brutality endure the strain of starvation and 
Allied inactivity? It is difficult to avoid the base moods of despair, and even of defeatism: 
and yet never before has the character of this fearful conflict as a Good Fight of the Spirit 
against the Black Legions of “the World, the Flesh, and the Devil” been more challengingly 
apparent.  
 



101 
 

<!300643> 
[126] 
Wednesday, June 30th, 1943. 
 
Temperature 66°. Dull, dark, depressing. 
 
No letters. Nothing exciting on the wireless. 
 
We motored to Ipswich, where I succeeded in getting my hair cut, & buying 3 razor blades 
from the hair-dresser. We went on to Shrublands, & lunched with Lady de Soumarez, Arnold 
Foster, the agent, and Davey, the Vicar & his wife. We had much pleasant talk at table, & 
afterwards in the garden, which was glorious though parched with the rainless weather. We 
returned to Ipswich, where Fearne took in a supply or petrol, and we had tea with the 
Bishop and Mrs Brook. Then we went home, & F. & I renewed work on the Index. After 
dinner we listened to the Prime Minister’s speech at the Guildhall, where he received the 
Freedom of the City of London, amid great enthusiasm. He spoke with his usual vigour & 
eloquence, & gave some encouraging information about the progress of the War, especially 
of the destruction of U. Boats.  
 
 
 


