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PREFACE

Turxine out of Pall Mall, I was transfixed by the steely gaze of
M. Augustus John, ‘Hullo, Rikki," he said; ‘still digging " *Hullo,
Augustus,” I replied; ‘still sketching?* We both grunted and passed
on. A chance recollection of thar momentous interchange has
solved my publisher’s problem of a title for these pages. My own
choice, sequel to my last chapter, had been “Twenty Years Asleep,’
but the eye of experience would have nothing of it. Sleep, it appears,
is not a marketable commodity. Digging for the past, on the other
hand, apparently is. Pulvis et umbra are news. The popular Press
has long found it profitable not merely to report but even to promote
archaeological excavation; so that the other day in Cincinnati I
scarcely gave the matter a second thought when I found the eminent
excavator of Troy at work in a comformble study amidst the
machinery of the newspaper which is his generous patron. And now
radio follows suit and is, I understand, sponsoring a highly technical
archaeological enterprise in the Mediterranean. Yes, digging is
news, and I have no doubr that my publisher is wise in inscribing it
upon my title-page.
‘Eﬁﬂdiging’mmﬂshyimpﬁmﬂunﬂtmmlduahhmmhuf
&mnm\m&hyﬂﬁsmmnick.hmummnimmmﬂupeﬁnd
has been one of transition in the history of archaeological craftsman-
ship. During the years before the First World War archacology was
still an unorganized discipline, its techniques were largely un-
evolved. Systematic training did not, and could not, exist, and
archaeological posts were in any case nearly non-existent. The past
had no future in it. Today the picture is of another kind. Most of
our universities now have chairs or lectureships in archacology,
mdwﬂjrjearsumhun&mdlnfmu}-mmgmmdwumm
receive instruction in the subject. The distant past is being com-
bined, as never before, with the complexities of the present in a
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lengthening perspective which at least provides a sort of working
substitute for philosophy and at best a reassuring context for our
own antics and absurdities. It is my present privilege to sit on
Thursday evenings in an imposing chair at Burlington House and
to listen to the latest news of human vicissitudes from any quarter
of the globe and from any moment within the last half-million years.
Not all of this stuff is tender to the taste; some of it has been cooked
a trifle long. But by and large it is a varied and exciting pabulum,
very different from the unsophisticated dietry of my youth. Much
science has gone to the making of it, from basic geology 1o atomic
research; for today archaeology touches all manner of skills and
inquiries which were alien to it in my youth, It has, as I say, been
discovered not merely by the public but even by the professors, and
iuwrging:upmﬁunalﬂuiuﬂl:amimnicmdinﬂwlﬁsamdmic
world has been the experience of a single generation. In the intervals
of war, this double develapment of the scientific consciousness has
been for me an absorbing spectacle or even, as an occasional
participant, an absorbing adventure which, on the whole, I would
not have exchanged for any other destiny.

The following pages are mostly abstracted from old notebooks
and letters, scribbled in many odd places and usually in the imme-
diate shadow of the episodes to which they relate. If they qualify
at all for a modest place in the genre of a lively half-century they do
so only within the meaning of De Quincey when he wrote that ‘the
least things and the greatest are bound together as elements equally
essential of the mysterious universe.'

e



1. Boyhood in the Provinces

annquamo{nnenmrylhnwbemmamhuuluglm,admy:r
ut'tl:lepan,mdfmnin:urwnmiuymsagumw,hdpiuga
little, T suppose, to build the fumre on good constructive high-
explasive. In neither réle have I been very important, but I have
nmbemammwpemmnu:ry.ﬁeinmofthiscpisodic
record, if it have interest, is that it represents an average life in one
of the great formative periods of history.

As an archacologist I have no doubt discovered the b and
mulmkdlﬁngmmhszgmmulhawdmﬁdmm&uﬂ'ﬁ:
mnmrta.inmdhirﬂ:ehxplmmnmlnbuthﬁpudﬁulhaw
striven with detachment tempered by an equable enthusiasm. T do
not believe in much except hard work, which serves as an antidote
to disillusion and a substitute for faith. Spiritual aloofness, in spite
of experiment, has been as nearly as possible complete. In my
ﬁm:,ﬂmvulmnnhasspoutedituuhumﬂmmmbedalmdsmpq
hut,wiﬂiﬂmPlinyn,Ihmsat:nﬂahﬂlapaﬂnﬂlikuﬂddm
dﬂdh?mwimuﬂumml&mmmm}mm&ﬁm
ferﬁllzﬂ;mmnwhilzithapimmlik:myuthmﬁximbut.min
book will be little more than a scrap-book: probably few lives are
uﬂmwia:,mcﬂmn{thcvaymmﬁﬂmmtmyhumdmm.

- L L]

When 1 last looked upon Vesuvius, T was 5,000 feet above it,
m&iﬁm&ﬂmmmfmmdhnmﬂ’ufmw,wperh}y
ﬂnistcr.Mur:mansi:}rmnpmvimuIyin&wdmklhmiﬂm
mymiﬁm-ymmwnmmrhenmphjﬂ:mﬂmnfpumpeﬁm&r
2= 2 new bomb-crater would allow me, and all night long that same
Vesuvius had leered at me with an enflamed Cyclopean eye. At
d:mlhadwuﬁ:dhmﬂtdty,alitﬂ:gﬁagﬂ{y,pmmddhy:
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sapper who thrust a bayonet ever and anon into the suspect soil.
The reconstructed two-starey houses of the nuovi scavi had been
hombed with satisfactory nicety by our fellows up above: not their
fault—they had been told that a German armoured division wag
‘in Pompeii,’ and the map writes POMPEIL in large letters across
the blackened mass of the old city, whilst the insignificant modern
townlet on the main road is merely Pampeii. Poor old bourgeois
Pompeii, born to be blasted in one way or another! But on the
whole it had assumed a certain unwonted dignity amidst its fresh
excoriations, with the faint lingering smell of high-explosive about
it. Tt at least lacked the stark vulgarity of Mussolini’s Fia dell’ fmpero
at Rome, where the shrunken, bony fora, once decently screened,
have been rudely exposed like an old lady undressed in public.
(What a city Rome would be, were it not for its ruins!)

But the Pliny family has led me astray. I should have begun my
chromicle on the Braid Hills of Edinburgh, where on a day of 1893
I trotted along at the level of my father's knees, which smelt
delectably of Harris tweed. We sat by the roadside; high above us
the telegraph-wires twanged their lonely music, and yet higher
above the brown hills a lark was singing, lonelier still:

*To-wit to-wee, t0-wit to-wee,

There's nacbody on airth can mak a
shoe for me, for me.

“Why so why so, why so why so?"

'‘Becas me heel’s as lang as me toe)’

Theymth:ﬁn:wnr&ahtmymmury,mdﬂ:zynhide.lpiped
them after my father, and so attuned were they w the scene that
the landscape in all its details entered with them into my infant
mind, Twenty-two years later a young captain of artillery was
mking his horses on exercise across those same hills, and halted
mmliyfnraren-minum’bmk.ﬁnhemhukunﬁumadsiﬂc
wurf, his head came down to the three-year-old level. And there
were the same twanging telegraph-wires, above them the same
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shoeless lark and the outline of the brown hills, just so. It was by
chance the remembered spot.

L] L] -

Two other inmnmp;mtmemmiuofthisﬁm:mmnhl,n&ﬂia
wholly irmational vividness. One is of a camera obscura which sdll
stands on the fringe of the forecourt of Edinburgh Castle. In it I
gazed enraptured upon the toy-like manceuvres of a white-jacketed
Highland regiment actually engaged upon its morning drill outside
—a picture which linked directly with Waterloo and was an age
apa:tﬁmﬂm:suldizﬁng!mslatermkmw.mumrisn
moment of agonizing terror when I was held precariously astride
of Mons Meg, waiting for the explosion which would tum the old
iron into red-hot metal and end the world in searing flames. Below
me, with tlr:a.ciddznnmﬁﬁnfaﬁﬁiuumhmr,mﬂt:he&
Princes Street along which years afterwards 1 was to ride in review at
the head of a more modern ordnance. But I have never stood beside
a gun firing without the ghost ofa Mons-Meg shiver down my spine.

L] L L

For the rest, the tribulations of childliood may be assumed.
Really important things—a large frigate with black and white
puﬂ-hnlﬁ,tmﬁ'umdlmtil it ‘was little more than a splinter, @ brass
cannon that was let off dangerously with real gunpowder on feast-
dnys,am-mgimthatm'ﬂwkadhutm&wghtﬁth
medaﬁq—hnldﬂwfurmnfmuqagﬁmuﬂdmamlmght
of routine. When I was four years old, my father migrated to
Bradford as assistant editor of a Yorkshire newspaper, and every-
ﬂaingt]mxmnmdinmyedumﬁnnhnppcmd:h:m,hemcmﬂm
mdihnagcnffmmﬂuth{u:tlmmcmthmmmdm
1 must say a word or two about my father.

&wnﬁiﬁurebynllsmndudsmhhmi&mbtwlmhﬂ
unﬂlhislast}rmheemmmedmmtﬁmn,ﬁﬁaayar{pm-lgu
values), but within him was an inexhaustible spring of happiness.
He was the son of a worthy tea-merchant of Bristol, whom 1
remember as a bluff old boy amongst the towering hollyhocks,
pnppi:u,mdmﬂxny-mneaufﬂnﬂlnumuhhhmmwhi:h



Suill Digging 4
he retired. My grandmother was a little gentle, good-looking old
lady with a streak of cynical piety in her composition. Her piety
was at first reflected in her son, whose early endeavour was to enter
the Baptist ministry; but her cynicism triumphed, and he broke
away to Edinburgh, where he was rather an ourstanding student in
the great days of Masson and Blackie, and became, incidentally, an
advanced freethinker of the milimnt type of the early "eighties.
Blackie would stride stormily into his classroom of a morning, his
plaid flowing behind him, and a turgid stream of Greek of a
peculiarly Doric sort pouring from his lips. “What hae I been
haverin’ aboot? he would demand suddenly of some trembling
undergraduate—in this instance, my father. And having recognized
the words & I'\dSarwy in the spate, the victim ventured *Home
Rule, Sir,’ and a lasting bond of mutual understanding was forth-
with established.

For a time my father, with a young wife, was caught up in a
circle which included (Sir) Carlaw Martin, luter Director of the
Royal Scottish Museum, and J. M. Robertson, later a persistent
M.P. and a minor minister, whose elaborately tendentious studies
in com e religion have to be read (if at all) in the limited
context of an age when Foote and Bradlaugh were living dangerously
as missionary heroes of a liberty only less intolerant than the creeds
against which they strove. But his interests lay in music and art, and
in lecturing shyly on English literature to audiences which appear
to have heen attracted as much by his extreme good looks and
gentle diffidence as by the matter of his discourses, though these I
have no doubt were in themselves very good. A year later his wife
died in childbirth, and he began to drift into the weedy backwaters
of journalism, from which he never again emerged. Shortly after-
wards he married my mother, the niece and ward of Thomas
Spencer Baynes, who professed Shakespeare at St. Andrews and
left a remarkable relict of rich character, whose ample presence and
no less ample largesse punctuated my childhood with awesome
happiness. My mother was a courageous but rather nerve-ridden
woman, to whom my father’s inconsequent interest in everything
except £ s. d. remained an irritating mystery. She had much to
put up with, poor soul, but survived her troubles with an increasing
sweetness to the age of eighty-four.
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1 have never indeed encountered a mind so universally compre-
hensive and irrepressibly adventurous as my father's. He lived the
most humdrum of lives—he travelled once as far as Nuremberg,
and once to Bruges—yet his daily existence was packed with
adventure. Tartarin had nothing to offer him. He had forded the
Kabul River mldnrﬁrc,unﬁlb:mulddm:ﬁb:;hts-plﬁhufwﬁy
bullet; he had shot man-eating tigers whose breath lay hot upon
myhoyﬁhﬂmﬁllmmwhuha&nﬂmhqwdﬂrfmnﬂ:um
his heroes. His worshipped familiars ranged in fact from Robertson
ﬂfﬂﬁﬂalmnpumwhuha&bummﬁmdnlmwi:hﬂnbum_h
one way or another I happen to have done rather more than all the
things he dreamed of, but I often doubt whether my facts could
even now hold a candle to his fancy. Cycling back the four miles
ﬁmnhismmpapunfﬁuh&ﬂwﬂdyhnmufdwmming,hu

ufacﬁnnwmlﬁmﬁimﬂﬁofev:rygrﬁe,mdfuryﬂnaﬁﬂhn
evenmually left Yorkshire all manner of Yorkshiremen remained in
faithful touch with him. For fechleness or effeminacy he had no
mﬂnfpﬂmﬂ.ﬁndhhuwummgqthoughmmh:ﬂ,w
never in doubt: never tested until, during the last ten years of his
life, when he went suddenly blind, it showed itself of a kind that
out-tops mere gallantry.
Hismlndwunmapnfdnhy-w:ysuflimmnmbohxh
unpﬂﬂiufemiﬁngdismvnry.ﬂnmnﬁ:mmlmldmﬂup
:udhcmﬁ&mﬂdmtyhuoks&umth:hchofhhdmbh—
audmdm&vﬁ,mdimgmdupmmdhgamulﬂmdenhhlnp,
mufwhidlldidmrnndmmndmdud:mwﬂddmdmmnd
bﬂmthmh:knrw.meymﬂistymﬁh:uﬂmdmum
l&ultn:ind,mdlmmmli}rhuppedmdukippedahngsidehi:uik
ulhuppedandshippedhddehislmgnﬁdinglegaunmu&uqumt
w:!kstug:ﬂmmﬁsmﬁmlm&,htmﬁahnudhkpmfurm}r
Ettkmps,anﬂlhmudwwﬂkinm;bnmﬂ}rfmmﬂungﬁnl}r
fashinn-lumlmmedmmmhlemywurﬂ:ashenmmbhdhh
mmd:hnpipettmmpaminlb'hﬂmhhmh,mﬂml
hwmurﬁﬂynchiwcddmmnfuiapspmdklnnwy,lm
afmﬂlnoq\ﬁmdimmdapmwdwﬂpndymdmmnhbuy
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which was entirely alien to my mentor. [ remember once at the age
of six or seven being taken to a rather terrifying Christmas party
at the house of the chief proprietor of my father’s newspaper, and,
becoming increasingly bored with the oafish pleasantries of my
fellow urchins, I can still recall vividly the surge of revulsion that
finally compelled me, in one of those deadly moments of utter
silence, to exclaim shrilly ‘Damn this party, take me away from it.”
‘My boy,’ said my father to me next day, ‘your ancestor Rogers the
Martyr was burned at Smithfield for saying what he thought.' He
did not develop the moral theme but proceeded to tell me the story
of Prebendary Rogers, ending with the burning, which deeply
impressed me. ‘And then they tied Rogers the Martyr to a stke
and piled the firewood round him. And beyond the firewood stood
Mrs. Rogers, with a wailing baby in her arms and the tears streaming
down her face. And round about the firewood stood the lintle
Rogerses, little boy-Rogerses and little girl-Rogerses, all howling
and howling and howling. And old Rogers the Martyr looked upon
them and shook his head mournfully and said: “Mr. Executioner,
for God's sake light the fire and give me peace.”” And that was the
end of your ancestor Rogers the Martyr.' But not for me—I still
find myself thinking guiliily of Rogers the Martyr as the party drags
its slow length along and I stifle—or fail to stifle—the midnight

yawn.

Save when school was inescapable, the afternoons were devoted
to our walks rogether, my father and I, in unfailingly successful
search of adventure and new scraps of knowledge. On one memor-
able day in the woods beyond Saltaire we might find an unrecorded
cup-marked stone (later, I believe, recorded by my father in a
British Association handbook). On another we might encounter
gypsies gathering strange fungi for the pot, and learn from them to
discern the good fungi from the bad. We even (to my mother's
horror) put our new knowledge to a practical test and on one
cccasion, after consuming the dangerous morsels, sat waiting
grimly for death. On yet another afternoon, when the mist lay
heavily on the hills and concealed our guilt, we hewed most
scandalously into the flank of an ancient barrow on Baildon Moor,
happily without result. And when the August corn was ripening I
was allowed to take my small Belgian double-barrelled gun into the
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comnfields and disperse the predatory finches: always on one
condition, that T ate every bird I shot. My father mught me to
shoot, to fish and to trap, but never for the mere sake of killing.
Often on a summer's eve | have eaten myself to a standstill after
plucking countless cor-fed sparrows and cooking them in a lump
of dripping within a stoneware jam-jar. Succulent little mouthfuls
they were, and many was the good supper of my own hunting and
cooking.

Alternatively, there were the innumerable creatures that we
assembled round us (my two sisters and I): two mongrel collie-dogs,
mother and son, which we had for years; a semi-Persian cat, a
venerable and seemingly immortal wood-owl of unspeakable
wisdom that lived outside in an enormous pen of a cage, a dozen
fantail pigeons (silly, puffed-up creatures), hedgehogs and tortoises
that roamed perilously about the wilderness of a garden, guinea-
pigs, green tree-frogs, newts netted in a moorland pond, and, not
least, grass-snakes which had a tremendous nuisance-value in my
constant guerrilla warfare with my countless maiden aunts, A snake
in an aunt’s bath was worth any perty punishment that might
ensue.

huki:tghack.]musechnwﬁiﬂmimpmaiﬂﬂableymﬂt
insidions poisons of archacology were already entering into my
system. On one day it might be the discovery of a strange medieval
kiln in a clay-pit at Baildon; or, further afield on another, the
filling of our pockets with Roman potsherds where a stream cuts
the flank of the Roman fort at Ilkley. Or again, the sight of the
strange crosses in the Ilkley churchyard or of the still stranger
crrp-mui—rlngmmksuntheiﬂﬂ-ﬁdenbwcdrmmth:pickhg
upnfmmsiomlﬂintknifenr'mpﬂ'unﬂmnbuld'nhhmﬂm
all these things are merely selected moments in a constant suc-
cession of incidents, filled out by my father’s quick observation and
qxﬁckﬂmzmaHrapﬁmmmdinumsuHcfmmWaltWhim
Keats, Drummond of Hawthornden, Rabelais, Emerson, and
broken off suddenly to watch a squatting grouse or an unusual
huﬂlrﬁy,mthes}npingﬁinbdﬁndthﬂwmwwhkh
marked the rocky limit of the moor. We were a solitary pair,
bmmdhyhmdsﬁghmr:hmwekmw.ﬁmdlmhur@ding
our chance encounters with others as an intrusion upon our privacy.



Sull Digging 18
We might walk a (1o me) reluctant mile with Cutcliffe Hyne, really
a very fine fellow whose ratling sense of action appealed to my
father, or Halliwell Suteliffe, curiously introspective and inclined to
act his novels somewhat embarrassingly before writing them—not
that this procedure made his novels more real, it merely made his
life more unreal—or Oliver Onions, whose Compileat Bachelor
had, 1 believe, just rescued him from a precarious living earned by
delineating bedsteads and wardrobes for a furniture-dealer’s cata-
logue, or occasionally Bertram Priestman, for whose gentle drawing-
room art my father had an affection that transcended criticism.

For myself, my youthful taste (I may have been rwelve) rejected
Captain Kettle as mere melodrama, but I took Curcliffe Hyne's
other hero, Thompson, to my inmost heart. Thompson's Progress
was not the most notorious of Hyne's works but it was far and away
his best. It was written from a profound knowledge of the Yorkshire-
man, and in particular of the Yorkshire poacher, and matched my
personal and precocious knowledge of the tribe. The story, you
will remember, is that of a West Riding poacher who becomes a
man of property and, from sheer ennui or nostalgia, takes to

ing his own estates. I suppose I already possessed, and have
retained, a liking for outcast men, for Hereward the Wake or Gurth
the Swineherd or Robin Hood or, above all, for the old marshman
it Dick o' the Fens. This was to Manville Fenn's writings what
Thompson's Progress was 1o Hyne's, a book written with secret
and inward understanding. No one reads it now, butitisa
good powerful tale, full of the lurking sinister quality of the reedy
waterways; second only to that book of books, Richard Jefferies's
Bevis, the Stary of a Boy, which brought all islands to one’s hoyish
grasp with an intimate actuality that neither Crusoe nor the Swiss
Famil}rmer:dﬁwud.Forﬂwmt,whmlwmmdtumiu}ra
pleasant melancholy, Don Quixote perennially supplied the need.
There sometimes seemed to be a faint touch of my father in him,
although T suppose my wholesome virile parent would have voted
rather for Sancho Panza, calling a windmill a windmill even whilst
tilting at it.

The school which 1 entered at the age of nine and left at the age
of fourteen (when my schooldays ended), was a procreation of
King Charles the Second, the Bradford Grammar School, then
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sitated at the sooty centre of the city. At that time—I know
nothing of it now—it was a prenty good school under the stern
dictatorship of one Keeling ("Rusty’), a terrifying hiead master of
the old kind, whose son was to become a distinguished M.P.
Under him were one or two masters of some considerable attain-
ment, above all J. E. Barton, a Newdigate Prizeman, who years
later became head first of Wakefield and then of Bristol Grammar
Schools. Barton, relatively unknown to fame, exercised more
influence upon my generation and that which followed mine than
most public men of his time. He had a pimply, sensitive face, a per-
ceptibly nasal voice, and a prehensile intelligence that grasped very
ordinary schoolboy minds and moulded them into the Barton shape.

The Latin which I learned from Barton was of no great conse-
qumn:,nndindnedinﬂmwmlmyuu:hntlmnﬁdmu:h
from him of anything. But he had the faculty of stimulating our
callow minds and of indicating rather than illuminating new
horizons. He would give us some trivial rask and then lapse into a
slacpwhjnhwewuuldmspeﬂwithma}muﬂpainﬁnlwﬁm
that surprised ourselves if we dimly attempted to analyse it. Then
he would suddenly stir into some semblance of life and begin to
ralk. The subject might be Pheidias or Socialism or Modemn Artists,
audwknmgmmfullydmfonhatdayat!ml&vywmmmigmd
tulimba.l.mer,lheﬁm,hennmdwithincmﬂngpu:ﬁumm
themmmnluﬁunarymodnmmm&wiunlmyndﬁﬂihim
ﬂlm}*}mamnﬂ‘em:dsnﬁﬂsmlhhmﬂ:mm with an
mnﬁshhnglymkdmdmmuhingmlheﬁmof-hmnd-im.
to which theuniurhoysm:,dmimdmmwnhippedu{iu.
Hhmdimnw:shyﬂmtimethnsympudum,mdluthc:unings
Hsﬂﬁmlsnﬂywﬂdmhmwmmmﬂm
mhhgwithmmuﬁumdwiﬂlﬂmmm&mbudiﬂof
Picasso and Henry Moore.

That, however, is looking ahead. In my day at Bradford, all dhis
was just beginning. At that time only a small intelligentsia had
nucleated round Barton, chief amongst them Humbert Walfe, who
Wﬁnorsixycannlderthmlaudmlmquesﬁmdﬁlympim.
Imhnmndenmlyg[nd,lrﬂn:mbﬂ,w’:mludingwusahdf-
holiday to celebrate Wolfe's scholarship to Oxford (en route for the
GvﬂSuﬁumdPuumm}.mlﬁhdbcmﬂmuEmthhg,
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and the air once more circulated. In retrospect, it simply meant that
an outstanding intellect had been removed from our humdrum
paths. But for the moment it meant to me that, in a measure, 1
flled the vacant place, nature thus waywardly expressing her
abhorrence of a vacuum, None of us paid the slightest attention 1o
unobtrusive contemporaries such as Frank Dyson, who was w
hitch his wagon to a star as Astronomer Royal, or the amiable
Maufe, who was to win a V.C. in one war and to get accidentally
blown up in another. The real notables of our school generation,
the Men who Counted in our daily life, nearly all of them failed
to make good in the world beyond our gates. Of such fragility are
schoolboy reputations; I suppose the more gifted of us have our
little decade of fruition, sometimes before sixteen and sometimes
not till after sixty, rarely both and often neither.

By and large, my school was of no great moment to me, save
perhaps that it confirmed me in certain prejudices which I had
developed in contact with my father. T had then, as I have still, a
deep-seated, barely tolerant contempt for those who have to seek
amusement in hitting balls with variously shaped sticks, or in
kicking balls of various shapes and sizes through, round or over
various absurd obstacles under a variety of inconsequent regulations.
1 have played one game of cricket in my life, one game of Rugby
football, one game of polo, and, as a climactic condescension, one
game of croquet. The game of cricket was an Occasion. After a
rough beginning, my school-fellows had learned to accepr my
m&ixguhedmmofidrsh&hhﬂmmﬂamﬁs&cm:ymﬁu
vivendi had been established. 1 ran various short-lived and mildly
scandalous magazines, bred mice, developed a strong line in cata-
pults ("Wheeler’s,’ with double thongs of very swurdy rubber},
organized a stamp bureau, and even gathered about me three or
four disciples who spent with me one half-holiday a week drawing
anything we liked in the Art School. Also, on the slightest provoca-
tion 1 produced large coloured posters which were hung in the
school entrance-hall. In return for all these and perhaps other
trifling services o the community I was by tacit consent exempted
from the impositions of the sports-ground. But on one occasion.
for some forgotten reason it became essential that, if T was to remin
my self-respect, I should play for my form in some idiot ‘ericket
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tournament. In due course I arrived on the ground with a spotless
new pair of flannel bags and the skerchiest understanding of the
game. For several hours I stood in a remote part of the field
wondering what to do if the dangerous missile should veer in my
direction. Happily it didn’t. Then we removed ourselves to the
pavilion, where we adopted one of three or four eritical or slightly
blasé stances which I quickly recognized and simulated as a part of
the rirual. Finally, the eleventh batsman was ordered out, and 1
stumbled with an air of nonchalance and a heart of melted wax
towards one of the ridiculous little wooden contraptions which

to mark the ends of the runway. Again my angel smiled
npnnme.hiymileagucummnd:nmnwastheﬁntmgztfmlhe
projectile, and without any more ado the little sticks behind him
flew merrily in the air. Whilst I was pondering what A did next,
the target came graciously up to me and said (for some reason
which remains concealed) ‘Sorry, old chap,” to which I wonderingly
replied ‘Oh, not at all,’ and we all crowded back to the pavilion
amidst uncomprehended applause. Shortly afterwards I sat in some
liquid tar and permanently wrecked my virgin slacks. But on the
whole I think that my cricket can be described as faultless.

Since I have strayed into ball-games, 1 will anticipate. My
solitary game of Rughy football is carved upon my bones, It
occurred on the plains of Lombardy on a hard winter’s day of 1917,
As a young major I had to turn out to make up the toml, whatever
that may havebm:mdﬂ:uufmrmmdmihe&mmi]l
gladiatorial contest which threw the recently experienced delights
of Passchendaele into the shade. The game devolved into a series of
individual combats which eventually put a whole unit of the 5t
Division out of action. Neto at least provided his lions with easy-
gﬂingﬂuh&mbuzthﬂemmﬂuisﬁamhﬂlhium
Roman holiday.

No, the palm goes to croquet. The lawn of the hospitable
British Legation (now Embassy) at Kabul, was the stage, amidst a
galaxy of flowers and with the outliers of the Hintdu Kush.as a
back-cloth. Tt was an apt setting, Being played largely, I believe,
by ladies and clergymen, cmcpmt}mmmlumdilmﬂ‘]’kdj'
subordinate to scenery and scandal. A sport sans peur
scarcely sany reproche. 1
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But enough of that. I return for a moment to juvenile caprices,
anﬂthmonmmnremmi}rmlﬂ’.Thmrminrwuthhgsu
which T have little more than hinted. The first was my training as
a hunter. In that term I include, not only shooting with shot-gun
or rifte and fishing with fly or float or sinker, but an attitude towards
4l of them that transcends mere slaying and bagging. From the
when T first toddled alongside my father, I was mught w©

carry a stick as though it were a gun, with all the formality and
circumspection and respect that so dangerous a toy demanded. But
I was also taught to regard myself as a wild thing amongst other
wild things, to tread lightly through the wood without cracking a
twig, to share the glade surreptitiously with the wood-pigeon busy
upon his beech-nuts, or, most difficult of all, to crawl through the
undergrowth without setting the small birds a-chattering. Beside
the stream 1 was taught to peer quietly through the bushes at the
basking trout without vibration or tell-tale shadow. From the
river-bank, if a disturbed waterhen should plunge below the surface,
I was taught to watch amongst the reeds until 1 could detect the
refugee’s yellow beak sticking up from the water like a tiny peri-
scope, almost imperceptible save to that gixth sense that was
gradually emerging in my young mind. In these and a hundred
other things my father was my prime tutor, himself always learning
as he taught. For the rest I picked up scraps of knowledge from a
variety of sources, above all from Will the poacher, who like all
rrse Yorkshiremen had a lurcher of uncanny sensibility. Ir was
Will who taught me how to skin and stuff birds; who took me on a
moonlit night silently into Hurst Wood and showed me without a
w‘urdﬂnmlmdhlackmfuthummaymummﬁng
mungﬂthamhirchﬁagaim;thnhrighrindignuky.ﬂndl
mmbu,aswuwgaﬂﬁumthewundmmﬂuﬂm&nghy
road, finding myself looking upwards and upwards, as it seemed
indefinitely, past an infinitude of serge trouser, coat and woollen
muffler to the bmadgcniﬂlfamufhlr.ﬁam:lnugh.th:gigmﬁc
pulinempcrﬁamndmx,lmldng&uwnupnnmuumhi:glﬂt
mumuthinsmuig;iﬁngmamagjsmfm]wﬁng.ﬂewafaiﬂ:ﬁﬂ
midnight friend of my father’s and knew me well. ‘Hullo, Sonny,’
hewsa}rhg,'ma]la!nueinﬂwmmﬁghﬁ'lhalfmrmd,thm
ducknd,mjrheai.wiﬂmdhisdughadwnlshcdfmmmyﬂidﬂ
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Indeed they lived, those two, almost soundlessly and with a perfect
understanding.

Inhunﬁngufd::mrma]sociaimﬂlhawm:rmkmmmh
interest. That pink parade is not hunting in any sense of the term
thar 1 understand (yet may the blessed soul of Jorrocks rest in
peace), Occasionally on the tufty local moors my father and T
wuldspmdadaywiﬂnhehuﬁmunﬂimyhmmzﬂdmm‘&y
carry my leaden body home. But we were always on the side of the
hare, particularly of Old Charlie, a very wise old hare who fre-
quently gave the field a good run but invariably got away into the
inside of a familiar and voluminous dry-built wall. There we some-
times used to wait for him and give him a two-man cheer as he dived
to safety well ahead of the pursuit.

All these and other things of their ilk have entered into the fabric
ui'mylife.Imaynmmuchagunuramdfmmuumd;ﬂ‘m
mddﬁd}rmnrd:euﬂmnmnﬁinmmyﬁ-imﬂygmp,mdlm
wlkingdumgmmon:f:l]inmnhmhnﬁshimordﬁknr
in Afichanistan or gazelle (for the pot) in Persia or partridge in
Sind, or hooking and likely losing a muscular trout in a snow-fed
Kashmiri torrent, These are things that matter, experiences that
cannot just be bought. They are hred in the young body and the
ymmlgmind—hredinﬂwsmnﬂbnjrwhnlmmmﬂn'yasﬁdusn
gun and to tread the paths of the wild with comprehension.

The other principal thread in the fabric was a consuming ambi-
ﬁnnmb:apahrer.lhnvcspokﬂlnfhllf—hﬂlﬁi}'iipﬂ,alﬂﬂﬂﬂt
ﬁ:hxmﬂulmtmlﬂﬁﬂy,iﬂﬂ!hﬂﬂmufﬂrml.ﬁpin
ﬁmﬂﬂm.evtrysparemum:mufmyhm?hoyhoﬂdwﬂuﬂiup
ﬁ!th:poducﬁonufmmﬂ}mmufwwwhHmaﬂ-
mlam%pmuls,inaﬁuidmmﬂewmrmnprmmdemm
inmtmmplexurnr&mrﬂmiuﬂmhimymmnlinﬁd:.'run
tﬂrynhuugh;,hawm:hsmn.mmmd{mdm'ﬂ)”hl?ﬂ
and colour. Friday was privately yellow to me long years before 1
read, with sharp and jealous surprise, James MecNeill Whistler's
imyaﬁmtmmrk'ﬂfmml’ridny'a yellow!" Later, when in my
wvﬂﬁﬁfﬂu}fﬁl&uﬁbﬁdhﬂfﬂpﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂph}',m&:d&nmﬂk
upunimdf:mhuiumfunn,nﬂml{kzaﬂubhhhlmppmml
m,mmmhmmﬂ;ﬂmmmhmmmﬁmmﬂ
ﬁHTMusiﬁamfurﬂﬁrpaﬂ,wiﬂ}mﬂlmdﬂwnghrmh,hum

e
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to themselves the tune of Thursday. Anyway, this pictorial reflex,
though 1 never succeeded in projecting it, has served me on the
whole in good stead: it has helped me to objectify most things that
have happened to me, even while they were happening, and has so
enabled me to spend my life, happily enough, encloistered in a
picture-gallery.

There is no need to dwell upon these frustrated efforts; only ence
did T allow them to escape into the (Bradford) world. When I was
rwelve years old we spent a holiday at Robin Hood's Bay, and 1
remember painting there two oil-colours, one a smarmy oleo-
graphical thing of cottages impending upon the sea, and the other a
slap-dash field of corn thrown on to the board with a palette-knife.
The cornfield seemed to me rather free and good, the cottages
stilted and awful. But the sudden idea occurred to my juvenile
mind to send them both into the Bradford Art Gallery for its
autumn exhihition. The oleograph was accepted and exposed to the
public gaze (‘Exhibit by Boy of Twelve’—some local paper, not
my father’s!), and the cornfield was rejected. 'l knew it,’ T remember
muttering, darkly and with a secret exultation, Which presents me
as a disgusting little prig, and rightly so; enly, I was well aware at
that same moment that 1 was a little prig, and in that awareness may
have saved some years of purgatory.

When I was fourteen, my father was asked to take over the
London office of his newspaper. I had just attained the glory of the
sixth form at school, with scholarships looming ahead, and Barton
went to my father with an angry protest. Knowing or guessing
something of my father's impecuniosity, he said bluntly: *You are
not taking him away from Bradford, you are taking him away
from Oxford.! My father looked at me and 1 grinned back at
him. My mind, far into the night, was already awhirl with anti-
cipatory pictures of London, Lonpon. Unregretting, 1 turned
my back simultaneously upon my schocldays and upon Oxford,
and shortly afterwards sat excitedly beside my father in the night
train to London, with a singing heart and a raging toothache.



2. London and Archaeology

I the early hours of the moming a jingling hansom took us from
St. Pancras to Fleet Street, the hooves clop-clopping on the wooden
sets through cavernous, silent streets. That hollow, resonant noise,
more than any other sound, epitomized pre-1914 London.

the Green Park of an evening, Piccadilly with its flowing lights

nﬂmmndﬁ.ﬁutfmmaﬂﬂwgwalimdrmruflmdmﬂ:mgh
the years my memory strikes first the echo of that pioneer journey
of the young provincial into an Unknown with which his imagina-
tion was yet already familiar; ending with a flash of lamplight
across the purple-veined face of the top-hatted cabby as he gleamed
amiably down on us from his Olympian throne with the inevitable
formula ‘Leave it myuu,Sir.'ThmupanmUwsuirwdrﬁm-
ﬁmrnfﬁwwhichmmbemyﬁﬁu’s,audinamm{ur
mlﬂyymrs,andﬁrmﬂ}rmadcsk-mpnnwhidﬂmlhduphm}'
mﬂ,myhmdunapilenfinkmmdnmsppﬂs,mdmk
suddenly into oblivion. . . .
Myﬁther'smi::mhsmymmd&mnmmﬂ:,duwh
Thﬂﬂmt,ﬂeﬂﬁucﬂ,rmcﬂmintumitmmrumﬂeofhdmdnﬂ
dﬂmﬂdhyhﬂwhnm:agﬂmﬂtindimhmsﬂldﬂk,if
Pﬂﬁﬁhhdnkcrthmbcﬁzm,butmyﬁthﬂwﬁthgﬁ}rmm
mdmwiﬂlhiﬂ:anﬂmﬂudnmmmﬂ]wﬂﬂw
wﬂdmndlcﬂhachiuyhlacknﬁath:wghwlﬁ&lmnhm
wagons piled with vegerables were dimly thrusting (as my father
told me) towards Covent Garden. And then T looked up and saw a
sight which I shall never forget
Shmfﬂﬂtdaylhwwfmemdnmﬂﬁndeufdnmm
hmﬁfﬂ,mdmmﬂqmimgjmﬂy-lndmﬂrlmﬂ
mysdfummhgufamnnwnfdammdbyndw
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am definitely their partisan against those vulgar, blowsy, elderly
tarts, the sunsets, But crowned over all my dawns stands that first
view of 5t. Paul's with its topmest pinnacles faintly aglow in a
first light which had not yet come to earth. As I looked, the grey
stone fabric was warming ro life, the flush was slowly, very slowly,
creeping down the mountainous flanks, the gigantic Galatea was
awakening and had, I remember, actually a strange illusion of
breathing. The phrase pofo8dxrvlos €ws means just ‘AM. to
Homer, but, since that morning, has always relit a living literal
picture in my mind.

The next two years were, in the long view, eventless, but at
short range were the most adventurous in my life. I was given a
map of London and told to educate myself, the proviso being that
I should ke the London Matriculation as soon as the regulations
permitted—in other words, when I reached the age of sixteen.
Beyond that point the future was undefined.

I can still recapture the almost tremulous excitement of those
years. Unharassed by sex, my eager mind fluttered freely in an
objective world, entirely friendless but never lonely. Except for the
brief train journey from West Dulwich or Herne Hill to Black-
friars, I walked everywhere, map in hand, from the City to Kensing-
ton and as far afield as Hampstead Heath, whence I could gaze
across the pit of London to the Crystal Palace on the horizon
behind my home. Sometimes the train journey was forgone, and
I spent my moming with the Watteaus and near-Warteaus in the
litle gallery in Dulwich Village, or painting exotic birds in the
aviary of Dulwich Park, or drawing strange inhuman anthropologi-
cal things in the Horniman Museum at Forest Hill. Still my passion
was to be an artist. My happiest haunt was a room at the Victoria
and Albert Museum into which at that time was crowded an
incredible number of precious water-colours that invited unending
discovery; and next came the long-repeated pilgrimage up the silent
stairs to the Diploma Gallery, which Michelangelo and Leonardo
shared privately with me and none other, Lastly, there was Turner,
still undisturbed in his quarters in Trafalgar Square, doing ever
more than Nature can to justify God's ways to man. The British
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Museum I abjured as 1 ahjure it today, a place that suffers from a
sort of spiritual cataract and out-stares the visitor with unseeing
eyes.t

There was, too, the constant adventure of my commissariat. 1
had fourpence a day for my food (1 suppose I cost my hard-pressed
fuhnrlﬁnthanﬁve5hillmg~sawmkaﬂmidfrmdﬂmmdmr},
and much ingenuity and research went to the composition of my
m;ddaymza].ﬂnmnmsinus,amisc:lmhﬁun—lmm
landed for a whole reckless shilling at a pub in the Brompton
Rosd—entailed drastic retrenchment on succeeding days. Now
nndthm,nntheuthﬂhmd,sumwindﬁllmmhledmem:hak:m
nryﬁils.ltmveaparﬁmhtmmqrafmﬂmhwginnmn
called (I think) Wonderland in the Mile End Road where hoxing
contests were staged with a ceremony worthy of a Spanish bull-
fight. In the seat of honour in the gallery reclined His Worship the
Mayor of Stepney, dignified president of the jousts. Below, round
Lhtring,salandtumhledn::mss-secﬁuﬂafﬂrEﬂIEndwiﬂii
plentiful sprinkling of red-coats. Shell-fish and mugs of beer
dmﬂamdamungﬁtﬂmmmmdﬂH?WNﬂMamidst
choking tobacco-smoke two youths would dive under the ropes
and proceed with unskilled fists © smear each other sportively with
bluud.lhav:mkmpa:tinhnlfadomufﬂndzdﬁwmﬂuuf
the modern wurld,hutncwhavclmmﬁ:wslmdsamuch
honest gore in so short a time. No doubt it all appealed to the
sadistic instincts of the masses and was entirely reprehensible: a
hlﬂg-ﬂmfmmnlawlﬂqewhmMEﬁnfmrghtwith fists and
mzwiﬂ:physi:s,anddmnkwhm&mynmmdm,midhdﬁ&mm
the permission of a Ministry of Health. .

Inﬂ:ns:dayaljuume}radmlﬂmmning:uﬂxfurdtuvﬁ!m
older contemporary from Bradford who had done the proper
ﬂﬁﬂﬁlﬂdwmin}ﬁlﬁrm;’ﬂrutﬁ:mﬁvﬂ!ﬁr.ﬁ.mﬁn
miﬂﬁwcggadmcmaqzﬁmunmrhiddcdﬂmﬂ]:hmrhﬂ
nﬂglﬁmdnafmyhu.ﬁslpmad&uwghﬂtmwpomlnf
ﬂuQm‘sCumchapuhadﬁmﬂmmﬂya&din_gu
ﬂppuminnmddkﬂﬁ:hnwbdkﬁngnhmdupmmh:fwn
mgnni—lmzmufwkwmqus;atdumm,

‘ngrﬂﬂﬁsmni.ltw‘ﬂnmbcﬁu:lhmm-ﬁmﬂm
mmmmmm:muma&udm
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I knew with acute thankfulness that the door remained unlatched
behind me and that no broad arrow or short gown proclaimed my
servitude. In his cellular room 1 found Smith, not merely braving
the rigours of his three-year sentence but actually langhing un-
controllably to himself. Tt’s that ass Warmingion,” he explained,
‘old fat-headed Warmingron upstairs. You see, the poor fellow had
his girl to tea in his rooms yesterday and, like the half-wit that he
is, consulted us beforehand as to what he should do—you know—
to indicate where she could powder her nose afterwards.'
(Remember, this all took place before two wars had shaken a lot of
social nonsense out of us.) “Well, we all gave him good advice, and
it hoiled down to this: that after they had finished tea he should
stroll to the window whistling absently and jerking his thumb back
in the direction of the bedroom door. We even had a rehearsal so
that he shouldn't hungle it. Leave the rest to her, we said, and
you're the blue-eyed boy. It all came to pass according to plan.
Warmers strolled over to the window whistling the lighter passages
from Chopin's Funeral March, and his girl wipped off o the
bedroom door. The next thing that Warmers knew, the girl had
opened the door and uttered a piercing yelp. He swung round to
find that—the bedroom floor from door to window, from bed 1o
washstand, was packed tght with a solid mass of chamberpots,
line after line of them rim to rim. You see, not only this stair but
four or five others as well had rallied round 1o help old Warmers in
his hour of need, we didn’t want his girl to miss the point of his act.
She didn't, either,’ Smith added a lile more soberly, ‘but I'm
afraid she didn’t think it was quite nice and poor old Warmers is
back in circulation. Eh ho, these women,’ sighed the sapient school-
boy, ‘they’'ve no understanding of Life.” A few hours later I left
the wide-open spaces of Oxford, where Life was understood, for
the virginal seclusion of the metropolis, with no invincible regret
and content enough with my experiment.

The routine of my wanderings was varied occasionally in the
afternoons by a sortie with my father, now no longer redolent of
Harris tweed but cased like a chrysalis in tubular frock-coat and
silk hat. In this unsympathetic garb he tore through the streets as
he had mmthmtghﬁmhﬂ&mrandﬂ:emupgms,mdmyhnky
frame bumped and ricocheted alongside, occasionally venturing
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with him into the odorous entrails of the twopenny tube or, mrely,
on to a horse-bus—the hesitant prototypes of the motor-bus had
scarcely yet begun to litter the streets with their inanimate forms
and their groups of errand-boys. Our destination might be 2 new
picture-exhibition at the Leicester Galleries, a concert at the Queen's
Hall, or a Salvation Army mass-meeting at the Crystal Palace, with
the patriarchal beard of the old General a5 the battle-standard of a
vast host of happy, earnest lads and lassies, formidably beneficent.
Thereafter I might be taken back to the Fleet Street affice and wld
ta try my prentice hand at a *paragraph of 300 words,’ designed for
but rarely printed in the ‘London Letter."*Cut it down, cut it down,’
was my father’s chorus. “If you don't cut 100 words out of the
middle, I'll just snip them off the end,’ and a large pair of scissors
was produced. “Write as though you were writing a cablegram at
a shilling a word.” On rare and exciting occasions 1 recognized a
few of my reluctant sentences in the next day’s paper, and was
thereby fully rewarded for my pains.

Alongside this welter of experience, early morning and late night
saw me at my books. By some special dispensation of the University
of London I was authorized to sit my matriculation examination
before T was sixteen. On the first day of the examination I was
dizzy and uncertain of my footsteps; at the end of the day my
father met me outside the examination-hall at South Kensington
and almost carried me to the Underground station, There I lay in
a fainting condition on 3 wooden bench, the impress of which I
can still feel on my shoulder-blades, and for the first time 1 smelt
and tasted brandy. My temperature, it seems, was 105 degrees,
and for a week I was critically ill.

L L] L

Some months later, at a less irregular age, T matriculated and so
officially left boyhood behind me. Indeed, somewhere about that
time 1 slowly and inevimbly became aware of changing values
frﬂmwhichamﬂuuspammlshjmﬁ!hmlscmmﬂdmﬂ....ﬁm
examinations took upon ﬂmgimlmdn:hanmufanmdml
inﬂinmﬂnglyﬂmnfmnrgiasﬁcdﬂltmmmﬁmebﬁm
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produce roast pork. Meanwhile I almost sought the examination-

room, and in retrospect I ascribe the classical scholarship which 1
:cqmrrd at this period to subliminal sex rather than to superior

He that as it may, the scholarship settled my immediate future.
It tock me in 1907 at the age of seventeen to the university, and in
particular to University College in Gower Street, which was to
become my real home for the next five years, There for the first
time [ stood squarely on my own fect. In one way and another,
mostly by extensive coaching and a little writing, I became there-
after to a large extent independent financially of my father, and
lived increasingly and promiscuously with alien minds. Chance
had guided me well. In the years before the First War, University
College was still a college in a truly academic sense, not, as it is
today, a hypertrophied monstrosity as little like an academy as a
plesiosaurus is like a man. There may then have been a thousand
students or less all told, of all faculties and disciplines, within its
walls: aspiring chemists, physicists, biologists, artists, lawyers,
philosophers, surgeons, psychologists, historians, and just basic
humanists like myself. We all knew one another and collaborated
in a multitude of capacides. Many—a wholly disproportionate
number—perished in the 1914-18 war, to which my generstion
flocked like sheep to the slanghter. Of those of us who survived, a
random memory picks out Paul Nash of the Slade who, until we
parted on our diverse paths, was a treasured familiar; Alec Randall,
who became an ambassador; William Strang, who ultimately ruled
the Foreign Office and retired into a peerage; and others of some-
what less picturesque atrainment such as C, E. W. Lockyer, who
became an Air-Vice-Marshal and Bursar of Peterhouse, or E. N.da C.
Andrade, the physicist, or Frank Forsey, who devoted a lite of
undeviating enthusiasm to the professing of classics at a provindal

iversity. And there was Stafford Cripps.

Cripps, older than most of us, was born on Olympus. More than
any other man known to me, he had a quality of presence which is
quite inadequately expressed by the cliché personality. He filled any
room which he entered. In those days he was president of the
College Union, and his powerful, sombre countenance is my only
memory from the innumerable committee meetings at which (as
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editor, 1 think, of the Union Magazine) 1 used to sit opposite o
him. T cannot recall any specific act of outstanding wisdom on his
part; on one or two oecasions I may even have had the presumption
10 differ from his judgment; but none could question the ingrowing
sincerity of a mind deeply rooted in the fertile phosphates from
which the radical humanitarians and reformers of #n earlier epoch
had sprung. In his subsequent political life the idiom of twentieth-
mmrymdalismm:rqlﬁmﬁurdhhn.Hewmmmﬁyuhhc
ﬂkmdageufaWﬂberfnma.aRohmem,nrmaPul.At
the early date of which I am speaking, however, his politics had
not yet emerged, nor, curiously enough, did he contribute to the
actively intellectual life of the college. He remained a remote and
brooding genius.

Behind a variegated student-life loomed dim altitudes of another
kind. The professors’ common-room Wwas in those days a small,
wﬁmﬁ,mkz-ladmaeﬂwhmmlkmhﬂﬂ:gﬂn&mﬂgﬂmnh
A. E. Housman was still there, professing Latin on the ‘mke-it-or-
leave-it’ principle; as one with his mind elsewhere, though liable
to rally unexpectedly in caustic comment, whether the subject were
Martial's text or its luckless exponent. Platt, Professor of Greek, as
a conversatonalist far outpaced Housman. He could bring a
Hhmrymbm,wiﬂum:tqunmﬁm,mmymbimufmdu}rnt
yﬁtﬂrdiyﬁtrmaﬂkdmdphnmgﬂphiﬂmhid-ﬂﬁid:himthc
eloquent silences of W. P. Ker were already a legend. Ker's
measured declamations of Milton have made it impossible for me to
mdeﬁ:Lmnwiu:h:umcmbuudwcuﬂﬂ:ﬂw
and resonant voice. Yee his leisurely sampling of literature and of
life was the mask of a vivid capacity for unperturbed enjoyment.
Hewm:dcmmdmmmimﬂ,mdin&ndkdmmﬂyinﬂw
InHmMp.Awiml‘mddmt—ufmmy-—hmhwdufhhnmunﬂ
ofhhm}hmlmdhgnhm-mmh&geupmﬂw&m
ufamkypr:dpim;s]mrrocknhuw,u}mmckbdnw.Atam
inﬂwplﬂa,mmttnnimhdukmndmngeuhh:pmﬁm
siumﬁunmdmikupmrhemck-ﬁuing:wwhimhthmm
mMmeGnn.Kcrpunudmdlmkndlmgupmﬂ:hﬁmdy
wning.'l‘hm,hnlfmiugmh’ummpﬁmhemrhdina
ﬂw,rnildlyupmdlﬁ]w&n-,*ﬁndhmwmw;pkmm'md
passed on.
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Others contributed. From the science side Sir William Ramsay
and Sir William Bragg brought a distinction which needs no
renewal from a mere humanist. The mathematician Micaizh Hill,
vice-chancellor himself, father of a vice-chancellor who was also an
Air-Marshal, brother of a director of the British Museum, contained
as it were in a Parmenidean One the potentiality of an infinite
variety. He was the living proof that the Greeks were right in
basing our understanding upon mathematics. But he was difficult to
know, beyond the ordinary reach of the undergraduate or young
graduate, and I was never drawn into his orbit. Much the same is
true of the little, cloud-bome philosopher, Dawes Hicks, though
his natural sweetness shone through the mists like a rainbow. But
my hero was Tonks of the Slade. There was no nonsense about
Tonks. He was a late convert to art, and came into the Slade with
the clear-mindedness of his sclentific training in medicine and
surgery. For a time Tonks tried to teach me to draw.

1 have spoken hefore of a lurking ambition to become an artist.
In furtherance of this fantastic aim, ] made some special arrangement
whereby, whilst reading for my classical honours degree, 1 could
spend some time in the Slade School. It was a foolish business; it
meant cutting much of my classics, and, in particular, it involved
the constant cutting of Housman, for the very good reason that
Housman cared least about his individual students. Yet in the long
view my glimpses of the Slade were probably a good thing, This
was just after the great phase of Aungustus John and Orpen and
Albert Rothenstein, and the Slade was still in the first flush of the
world's art schools. Sickert, McEvoy, W. W. Russell were hovering
round it, shortly to be joined by that mild and academic revolu-
tionary, the sculptor Havard Thomas. It was a promised land into
which I wanted above all things to enter. But one morning, as [ left
the studios, I stumbled unexpectedly upon a decision which was o
be final: either, as was highly unlikely, I should be admitted to the
revolutionaries and starve, or I should become a conventionally
accomplished picture-maker and earn a living. Both alrernatives on
that cold winter's morning were equally repulsive. I continued my
journey to a classroom where I was to teach the rudiments of Latin
to a scented Egyptian, and never returned to the Slade.

But that was not quite all. My aesthetic inhibitions found some
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slight outlet in the study of Greek art under Emest Gardner, who
was at that time the Yates professor of “archacology’—a term which,
in that context, would nowadays be synonymous with ‘art-history.'
Gardner was an efficient, unimaginative, not very inspiring teacher,
but it was his teaching that drove me ultimarely and not unwillingly
into professional archaeology of other kinds. Of that I shall speak
in a moment.

Meanwhile there is one personality whom I have omitted but of
whom 2 word must be said. Both before and after my time, Uni-
versity College lay under the strong hand of (Sir) Gregory Foster,
provost. Foster was an imposing figure of & man, with a sultry
countenance and a Socratic forehead that concealed lirtle in the way
of academic understanding but a great capacity for administrative
push. His ambition was to make University College bigger and
wealthier every day and in every way. Alas, he succeeded. He never
paused to think that he was nailing down and forcibly feeding a
perfectly good goose with the sole object of putting more and more
farted liver on the marker. He never reflected that ‘It is not growing
like a tree in bulk doth make man better be.' There were many
things on which he did not reflect, for his was not a reflective
nature. And I am well aware that, in saying this, I am less than
grateful (if not less than just) to my first benefactor. It was this way.

As a student I had had my share of undergraduate troubles. At
seasonable moments in the year strange things sometimes happened
—explosions, firework displays, booby-traps and such nonsense—
in discreet parts of the rambling college, particularly in the extensive
(out-of-bounds) vaults which underlie the building. On more than
one occcasion mischance had delivered me, not always unaccom-
panied, into the hands of authority, which meant a climactic inter-
view with the provost and a stiff fine which I could very ill afford.
One day in 1910, just after taking my first degree, | was wondering
anxiously how to tackle the urgent problems of life, when the
provost sent for me, I entered his sacred study with guilt in every
fibre of my body and exactly four pennies in my pocket. Foster
looked up sternly and paused. Do you want a job?" he asked
gruffly. “Well, ye—yes, Sir,’ I replied. “Then you can be my private
secretary,” he continued. ‘And you can sart now. There's your
table.’ A faint smile flickered across his face, and he turned his back
B
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on me. My salary was a very badly needed L100 a year. Two or
three months later T was promoted to the office of ‘publications
secretary’ at £120. It was becoming abundantly clear that, unless
I made some determined move, 1 should become a permanent cog
in the machine.

My move in fact took three directions. First, in my spare time I
worked for an M.A. degree, which in the University of London is
a serious undertaking. (I achieved the degree in 1912.) Secondly, 1
became engaged to Tessa. Thirdly, I applied for a new archaeological
studentship which had been established jointly by the University
and the Society of Antiquaries of London in memory of Augustus
Wollaston Franks.

The candidates for the studentship in 1913 were interviewed by
an imposing committee under the chairmanship of Sir Hercules
Read. With him were Sir Arthur Evans, the discoverer of Minoan
Civilization, Professor Ernest Gardner, 1 think Reginald Smith,
and one or two others whose names now escape me. As a subject
for research [ submirted the study of Romano-Rhenish pottery, a
subject chosen as introductory to the study of the Romano-British
pottery which had then, as the result of excavations on Roman
sites at Corbridge and Wroxeter, become a manifestly important
factor in British archaeology but had received very little scientific
attention. 1 was accepted, and left the room with a sudden sense of
responsibility and anxiety. I was giving up an assured if modest
income for—fLs0 a year for two years, with a journey to the
Rhineland in immediate prospect. My future was indeed fixed; I
was to be an archaeologist; but all else was quicksand.

As I walked away slowly and thoughtfully down the long
corridor, I became aware of light footsteps hurrying afier me. 1
turned and found myself looking upon the small, slight form of
Arthur Evans, a little breathless with his running. *That £s0, he
said, in his quiet voice, ‘it isn't much. I should like to double it for
you." And he was away again, almost before T could thank him.
That characteristically generous act of Evans's changed the whole
climate of the situation. For the moment I was saved, and 1 have
never ceased to recall with gratitude the kindly impulse that
saved me.

Of my journey to the Rhineland, where so much had already
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been done in the ordering and analysis of the material wherewith
I was now concerned, nothing need be said here. But, when I
returned, fate had another little crisis ready for me, Three vacancies
for “junior investigators’ on the staff of the Royal Commission on
Historical Monuments (England) had been advertised, and Ernest
Gardner was prepared to back me. Inquiry showed that six candi-
dates were to be taken on for three months’ trial, after which three
of the six would be selected for permanent appointment. T was
assured that 2 purely classical degree and no practical training in
architecture were not appropriate qualifications. I promptly under-
took, however, o work ar night in the Architecture School at
University College, and there in fact, whenever opportunity
offered, I pursued with industry the elements of building construe-
tion and architectural drawing. The training was one which I
should commend to all archaeologists, whatever their chosen path.

On a frosty moming of late autumn in 1913, I cycled across
London to Liverpool Street station for my first day’s probationary
fieldwork in Essex. There I was to meet the commission’s senior
investigator, Murray Kendall, under whom I was to begin my
tutelage. Kendall was already pacing up and down the platform,
blowing upon his fingers. He greeted me with *Still a quarter of an
hour to go, my boy. What a morning like this requires is a Little
Reinforcement. Come along.' He strode away to the upstairs
refreshment-room, and briskly ordered: *Two double whiskies in
new milk." {There were no “opening hours’ in those days—England
was still a medieval country.) My eyes stood out of my head. I had
never tasted whisky in my life before, and can remember to this day
the fierce, glowing sensation as the ‘double whisky in new milk’
found its pioneer way down my unpractised gullet. I remember,
too, how the platform rose courteously to meet me as we hurried
to the train. An hour later Dunmow station received us with a
cold, inhospitable look about it, and Kendall again sniffed the
frosty air. ‘My boy," he said parentally, ‘what we need before we
set out down the road is a Little Reinforcement’; and he led the way
to an adjacent inn where the smrtling ceremony was repeated. The
three or four miles to the village of Stebbing, our goal for the less
serious work of the day, followed in quick succession, and we dis-
mounted at the church. Let me here repeat that my education had
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been strangely neglectful of the niceties of English medieval
architecture, and, in spite of reinforcement, my heart was by now
slipping steadily in the direction of my boots. We looked inside the
building, and to my unskilled eye there seemed to be a great deal
of involved stonework and quite an array of decorative shields.
*Phew | whistled Kendall. ‘Look at that stone screen. It's a bit of a
stunner, isn't it > I gazed vaguely round and said Yes. “Well, look
here, Kendall continued, getting out his notebook, ‘suppose you
start in on the heraldry and I'll have a shot at the screen.’ I had been
gloomily expecting something of this sort. 1 hesitated. “Well, as a
marter of fact,” I said, ‘T don't actually know any heraldry. Of
course, I'm anxious to learn . . ' *Oh, that’s all right,’ replied
Kendall, accommodatingly, Tl do the heraldry, whilst you do the
screen.’ The situation was desperate. ‘You know, I'm awfully
sorry, but I don't really know screens. Of course, I'm anxious to
learn . . . I added. “Hum,’ said Kendall, and reflected. Then he
looked up brightly. ‘T know what we want,” he was saying. “What
we wantisa . .. But I was already following him mechanically up
the village street towards the Red Lion, which gaped before us like
Behemaoth.
That night, from the White Hart at Braintree, where we were
1 wrote to Tessa a letter of utter despair. ‘T shall never in
my life make an archaeologist,’ I said, ‘I just simply can’t stand the

Three months later 1 was one of the three probationers chosen
for permanent appointment. What inference may properly be
drawn from that fact, I do not know, but Tessa and 1 celebrated
the occasion by getting married. It was now 1914 and, before we
knew where we were, the war was upon us.



3. War Interlude I, 1914-19

WhiTiNG in an era in which war has become a commonplace, T have
been wondering whether to devote any part of this chronicle to the
miscellaneous war-time notes and diaries which I find amongst my
papers. On reflection, I have included a few scraps for the reason
that without them my story, such as it be, is excessively syncopated
and out of proportion. For a quarter of my working life T have
served as a soldier on active service; and the fact that I have enjoyed
my soldiering does not reduce the measure of the resulmant dis-
tortion of my proper work.

For the first of the two war interludes, the plain facts are these.
1 was commissioned into the Royal Artillery (Territorial Force) in
1914, and for a few months I remained in London as an instructor
in the University of London Officers’ Training Corps. (My son
Michael was born in January 1915.) I was then, as a youthful
subaltern, shortly to be captain, posted to command a Lowland
field battery at the unfinished Colinton Barracks near Edinburgh.
Thereafter, in spite of constant restiveness, I was trapped in various
battery commands—field-guns and field-howitzers—in Scotland
!ndﬁghudmﬁllgw,whmathulmpadem.Pmchﬂk
d:eh,]mly,ﬂmlmad\mm:ﬁeWmFrmt,ﬂrmmhinm
and occupation of Germany, followed in eventful succession. In
Iuly:g:g[mmmed&umtheﬂhinehndml.undmandm&vﬂhn
life

In other words, mine was the common lot of my generation.
Forttufnlluwingu{ﬂingmmu&umm}'remrdslmdnim
nothing exceptional—no V.C.s are won, no bartles lost, no high-
level stuff redeems the plebeian theme. And that is why 1 have
admirmdﬂm.beymprmttﬂmm:hunmrmnﬁplu,ofa
phaunnwpmedinmlﬂﬂuqr.ltmduhstmrufdmlm,md
I like sometimes to reflect that I fought one war in a saddle and
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another in an armoured car. The inherent element of ‘explosive
evolution’ gratifies my archacological sense.

The great General Pitt Rivers once remarked that ‘common
things are of more importance than particular things, because they
are more prevalent.” With that thought I have, for example, repro-
dunedadayintlmlifuufahmmymmmndﬂ&ﬁngamajur
hattle, The account was written at the time in my military notebook
and has, perhaps, an actuality which justifies its reproduction. It is
at any rate a faithful, pedestrian record of the hattle-routine of a
young field-officer in the year 1918. For the rest, I have dug out two
urmmhimmdpiemw]ﬁdlmﬁiﬂlﬁllmﬂummdafﬂlm
times and may therefore be worth a few transient pages.

(1) ATTACK
215t Auguse 1918

The summer night was blotted our by a driving rainstorm. The
ddmbm&inglnwinmeirnddhﬁ,}mdmmdmm,fmﬂt
miscrynftsoddmsa&dl:atmi&night,withnlongpmspﬂﬂf
soaking hours before one, lies beyond the pale of speech. The track
was already afloat and would be worse before morning. Fortu-
nately, the Hun was behaving himself like a gentleman.

Crash! A blinding flash, with a halo of flying sparks, lit up foran
instant the long column of strining horses and flooded wagons.
A team swerved, and the white eyeballs of the startled horses
gleamed for a moment in the glare. The night closed irs fist once
more upon its prey, and the parting shell from the roadside gun
added another note to that of the squelching hoofs and jolting
wheels.

For the second night in succession, the teams plodded slowly up
the last shell-caten hill-side towards the jagged tooth that had once
he:nalarg!nmipmspumﬁfunthmﬂﬂilnndmuitheumh
slnped&mmwuﬁ:vﬂkywhcre,nmikm:y,thcﬂﬁﬁsh front
line wound like a rivuler amongst the foothills. On the opposite
side of the valley, some six hundred yards further on, lay the German
lim“dthiumtpuﬁtumchu,md'mn«gmpmumdn&mm
Iim,saidnmuur.wmbempnnedhimdzﬁ'ﬁm:.nndthﬂ
brigade of field-guns was being put into an open battle-position on
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this last hill-top for the purpose. The fact that the hill-top was a
favourite hunting-ground for the Boche gunner was self-evident
and would, under favourable weather conditions, have been of
some interest to the miserable mass of humanity which was now
grudgingly throwing the rounds of ammunition from the wagons
into the old crest-line trench. Under the present conditions, how-
ever, nothing was of interest save to get the job done. The last
wagon was turning away as a hiss and a bark and a scatter of sparks
and steel heralded the nightly German bombardment. The min was
blowing into a grey dawn as the mournful procession splashed
homeward.

The Topographical Man was timidly flitting across the skyline,
his silhouette bristling with tripod legs like the back of a porcupine.
A brigade major and an A.D.C. altemately displayed, doubtless to
an admiring foe, the beauties of lemon buckskins. The hedge
which fringed the crest ill-concealed a colonel and four battery
mmmandtm,udlwithhisamﬂmtnﬁninmmﬂai'nid
the brigade major, “it isn't much of a flying day, or Fritz would
come over and read the whole book. Can't think why R. will
reconnoitre at the head of an Army Corps.’ ‘Damn the Staff,
muttered the battery commanders. “They aren’t going to live here,
and don’t care how much they give away.” ‘Curse the Topography
Merchant, yelled everybody. ‘He'll get the whole place shelled
brown inside of five minutes.”

Topography came to rest behind the hedge and distributed
largesse in the form of map co-ordinates. The landscape was
mmmwmmmmmw
M:ppr&mﬁwlyutwufnmﬂ@mhummdﬁrmr—
head towards the enemy. One of our observation halloons chose
the moment to desert irs moorings. Pursued by anti-aircraft shells
itmemddriﬁndh:lpim!ymﬁnh:[inu.kwingbéﬁnditn
mhsufgmmqmﬂuhnqdh.ﬁgmmmhﬁg:h:dmw
bﬂmarﬁ&mwagmhmhﬂbmidlywmﬁngmnﬁﬂuj
mrhmﬂmhumwduﬂimnghrhelimufmﬁmarykkn-
balloons, There had been a sudden ‘crack’ like that of a whiplash.
Thmplmhdh&minmﬁig:mmmﬂphmg:dw:hw:h;
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:hEbaﬂnmlhndshivﬂ!dandbegunmrisc.ThtmbIe,bmkmhy
the colliding aeroplane, had whirled heavily downwards in vicious
drdﬂ-'['h:gmumahndmncmd,bmmuhte to save one, whose
head, caught in the lashing coils, was whipped from his body witha
blow which nearly cut the horse also in twain, The tragedies of
warfare are the ‘Accidentally Killed."

Orders and smmunition had been arriving fast. Here and there
smallpar:iesufmmmmr&ngwir:mddmringphrfunm
amongst the ditches and shell-holes, or repairing some scarcely-
discernible track which had been damaged overnight. The com-
munication trenches and observation posts were alive with officers
of every Allied army and nationality, from kilts to spurs, from
New York to New Zealand. Yet the secret had been well kept. It
mw@ﬂyhﬂwﬂdmﬁqm'guingmdnmthmgduwn
south,’ that They were ‘going to wheel the line north-east,’ and
that we were the pivot of the wheel; which meant that the Boche
would probably not have to move back much of his artillery
opposite us. The plan of campaign was condemned at sight by
every subaltern who knew how battles should be won. ‘The
Smff ... e

Now, at the last moment, the plan developed. The 3rd Division
was to go through the and Division after the capture of the first
ubj:cﬁw.Then:tiilerynmﬂdbemdy to move forward at zero
plus 1} hmu,andaur-;&hﬂrigad:R.FH&.wuuldmnvcﬁm.Tha
ma:ﬁ]}m]rbﬁgad:wuldmdfnmmdasmimofgumin
close support of the advancing infantry. There were indefinite
possibilities, After the months of stagnation which had followed
t\mﬂmmuﬁuﬁiv:afthepwﬂnmspdng,umwmtnf
energy and expectation suddenly burst upon the waiting army.
The geography of No Man's Land assumed an unforeseen interest,
mdnﬂym:kanduﬂ-ﬂm?bemnfnmufmgmimpnm

The guns and the final orders arrived with the misty moon. The
air was surprisingly thick, and the normality of the hostile shelling
shuwedthntthedghthndmllmﬁmdiumﬂ.Thcmimrmdﬂed
it poﬁbhmutﬂuﬂmmfﬂmhlyhym:hﬁght.&midﬁght
all was ready, and the detachments snatched a few hours of uneasy
sleep in the neighbouring trench.

“Zero hour will be 455 (four ﬁ&y—ﬁw}mm:hczm'm
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moon had been swallowed by a dawn which scarcely filtered
through the now dense fog. The control officer, sitting in a shallow
pitb:!ﬁndthrnenmufthehmmy,muldnntsutheﬁmkgm
The battery commander and the senior sergeant were going from
gmmgtmfnrasmranc:thaxmmuﬁn:nfbuﬂuwinordumd
that everything was ready for advance. For the first time for many
a long day, the officers and sergeants wore their spurs in action, and
they glanced at their heels with a schoolboy’s exhilaration.

‘Five minutes to go!’ The man with the dixie of steaming tea
hurried on his round. At each gun the ammunition lay in ordered
piles, each pile roughly labelled on a sandbag with the number of
the barrage-lift for which its fuses had been set. Buckets of water
and oil-cans were ready for cooling and feeding each gun as it
hcatedup.TheN.C.D.in&ugnﬂuudhydmmﬁlwirhaﬁnnf
tea in one hand and his barrage orders in the other.

“Three minutes to go! All ready, One?—Two#—Three?—
Four?—Five ?—Six?"'

*All ready, Sir!"

“Thirty seconds to go!'

The layers’ hands stretched out and grasped the triggers.

“Ten seconds to go!’

*Are you ready !’

IFm!’

Tiwridgeﬂamdinmspuuﬁmgﬂm.ﬂnwﬂyhmd,n]mnugh
the Aashes could not be seen through the fog, the leaping guns were
Pmlﬁﬂglhimiugmmufmllmﬂtnﬂcy.ﬂdﬂnd,ﬂu
‘]ﬁwim‘maddingt}mirdmp-ﬂ:mt:d&lmmﬂmmmmuf
lﬂund,mdsnmmh:rcmnlnfmutﬂmﬁmmlim,chmnﬂiinm
g!ﬁtmhmﬁnfdustmddthrh,ﬂnwhckﬂmmw:ﬁngcbmn
n{hmﬁugshc]lmdhmtﬂngap]ianHﬂu;i}rﬁmnwhn
wnkem:hat:mihlcuvuiﬂckn:wwdlﬂmtitwuﬂmﬂlmﬂf
The Day.

“The colonel wants you on the "phone, Sir.’

1 picked up the receiver,

‘Can you se¢ anything up there yet?'

*No, Sir. The O.P. is still absolutely fog-bound.’

‘Send forward a mounted officer’s patrol and wy to get some
news. No information here yet.!
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The patrol disappeared at a canter into the mist. The guns,
constantly sponged and oiled, were now hammering the country
well behind the enemy’s front line, The infantry of the yrd Division
were by this time filing past the batteries on their way forward.
Remembering the Hun offensive of a few months earlier, they
grinned at the thought thar the boot was now on the other foot.
‘Give it 'em, boys,’ they shouted cheerily to the sweating gunners,
who threw their rounds home with an answering grin.

“The colonel on the 'phone again, Sir.’

“The patrol has not returned yet, Sir,’ I reported, ‘and neither
wounded nor prisoners have passed the battery.”

9 have no information here either, and the Division know
nothing yet. However, you can send your advance-section forward
at once, and follow with the rest of your battery if you like."

Thms;ﬂckﬂdthdrwa}*mmﬁﬂlyupd::hﬂl-sidcmnmdsthe
guns amongst the shell-craters and wire. In a few minutes, the
battery was trotting sharply down the narrow road towards
ﬁtnﬂmdﬁﬂagethmughwtﬁch,thedaybafmmrfmntﬁmhﬂ
mn.Th:grm:pﬂnfinquj'h}'dnwyﬂdemiszdnmemddm
and shouted ‘Good luck!” as the guns passed by them. The route,
picked up with difficulty over the trench-ridden ground in the
enveloping fog, led past a dressing-station which was beginning to
Echhieﬂ}rwithdamdmdblmdinchmmmnfuurwnunded
ha:iwalhdin,m&mhanmeb&ngbmugbtinunmﬁa&hjr
w‘hiuaudscarcdpﬁmnm‘s.ﬂm’mniﬁﬂsufarh&dwiﬂmﬂy
been few. ...

Tb:hnn:rymm:dnﬂ'&mmadandgmpedimwa}*mmgst&u
almost continuous mass of shell-holes which had formed No Man's
Land. The teams were now in the German S.0.S. barrage, and
shells of every calibre were crashing in the mist beside and in front
of them. Anything approaching exact location was impossible, but
nmughmlmla&unslmddmﬂrymuubein&mmgiunuhhﬁr
destination. As the battery dropped into action, a squadron of
ﬂ?ﬁh’,’ﬂiﬂﬂlb}’jﬂtibﬂdﬂ“iﬂﬂlﬂﬂiﬁh&ﬁdlﬁﬂkwmup
mﬁsﬂyﬁﬂmﬂufmntmdﬁmﬂybmktdmbﬁi:hﬂugun&
Leaving the battery to settle into its new home, I rode forward
with my staff of signallers in search of news and observation.

No Man's Land in a fog is no place for equestrian exercise, and
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the tangled masses of wire, the treacherous shell-holes and other
obstacles soon brought us to our feet. The horses were sent back
to such shelter as could be found, and with my staff I picked a
tortuous way forward amongst the debris. In the fog the only sure
guide was the hroken road, and the Hun was fully awake to the
fact. His barrage was now falling noisily on and near it. Dodging
from bank to shell-hole, our little party crept forward until at last,
with grateful hearts, we stumbled upon the old German main
trench where it cut the road. The trench marked the second stage
ufuuriuunwy;iuitsmmpnnﬁwmniqrwpmudfmhtﬁﬁu
This trench had, up to that morning, constituted the first German
line of resistance. Now, blown to pieces by shell-fire, flattened by
tanks, choked with scattered equipment and mangled bodies, only
here and thmmddasmpﬁgmmﬁndmwfmﬁmﬂﬁng
spﬁnmlnit,thzfug—ﬁddmairwhﬁvfwim the smell of high-
ﬂtplushemdnewi)nchumnduanh,mdhlmdandhlmdmkd
clmh,mdﬂmiudzmibahl:wngmt,wgmbkmﬂwhichisdu
smell of the Hun.
Immd&nmm}'mpmmrdsdmmorduuinfamrym
who garrisoned the short length of habimble mench. ‘Any news
from forward #* ‘Naw, Sir,” came the stolid reply; “we've just coom
here in support, and we was told to have us breakfast.' He bit
another chunk off a well-thumbed crust, and followed it by a slab
of bully-beef deftly inserted on-the blade of a jack-knife. His eye
wandered listlessly tnahﬂpufk}mkimdw:hhﬁlgwhkhhy
mmphdupinapmlnfbimdmmgstthemtgbdmmﬂﬂh
ﬁ'nnlufhim.lfh:wasthinkingntaﬂ,h:wﬂwm;dﬂing'h!ﬂﬂ
it had any cigarettes left in s nndwumukinguphism%nd

&umabursﬁugs]nﬂ,whinuddmeowdtuiﬁﬂimmmul
dmﬂf—'l'hcfm:ufﬂmglomybruﬂmummda;h&nwy
look of interest and amusement at the novelty of the sound, He
spoke sideways, wi turning his head: “'Ear that, "Arry?
Latest novelty from 'Unland—the shell with the airyoplane
propeller on its "ead!” . . . But 'A:rywhusilg‘mvﬁﬁgaﬁng&w
pockmnfagmmnuufﬁeld-gmy,nndhismmdafm
trivialities.
Gfﬂpingﬂuug:hcﬁg-ngumdllim.u:htmﬂywﬂhhh
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hndmk.unrpaﬂgwumuﬁnmﬂ}rbmughmadmdmd,whm
the trench had been entirely flattened and merged into the surround-
inghndsmpe.ﬁdmuhrmnnmissmﬂmmmkgephgin touch
hyshnumtg,mddtndismvﬂdmhmkpzlin:mﬂthepany
renewed its slow progress. A 13-pounder Horse Artillery battery
strugeled past us on the heels of a troop of cavalry, the horses
gingerly picking their way amongst the shell-craters. Now and
then a riderless horse would Joom up out of the mist from the
direction in which the leading troop had gone a few minutes earlier.
Twhﬂmwiththzirmuﬁlmdﬂdﬂsunderﬂwumlyingby
the trench, and the team-horses passed with distended nostrils and
frightened cyes. Suddenly a horse appeared to sink backwards into
hm.lmﬁdﬂpick:dhhmdfupmdpmlﬂiatﬂ:ehnd-mﬂm:
Thehurﬁemwggldmdmkﬁrdm,aahnﬂaqnicksmﬁ,mnﬂ
mﬂyimhﬂdamlneckmuldhemﬁnoﬁiwdimumd,
glmcedatth:wr:tdmdmima],mdputahulktthmughitshmhm
For many days afterwards, that horse’s head, odoriferous and
ahnmkm,pmimingfmmrh:grmﬂmﬁwhichhdmthclayerof
some large ‘dud’ shell, haunted the unholy spot and put the fear of
all the horse-devils into the passing steed.

A momentary gap in the fog showed fifty yards ahead a desolate
18-pounder gun and wagon, the teams sheltering in the surrounding
craters from the sweeping shell-fire. The horse battery, befogged,
was wheeling round and retuming. Laden stretchers, borne by
Boche and British together, were slowly finding their way back
ﬂmlgﬂwmk.ﬁb:mhofﬂﬂmnprhmmynfmm
laughingwkiymddmmhgmﬂumwmmdchmmiﬂ
whnmnﬂd:hmymmhl:&intuﬂmum&.'Wnrﬁnhhformf
was their theme, and they pulled souvenirs out of their pockets t©

their victors. One of them, seeing my major's badges,
saluted with servility. Another rushed forward with a match to
light a Tommy's cigarette, and received a Woodbine for his
trouble. They were perfect Kamerads.

Everything appeared to be going as well as circumstances
permitted. The fog, however, which had assisted the earlier opera-
tions, was now a serious hindrance. The infantry and cavalry were
}nsing&iuctiun,th:glmmhlind.mﬁmmingwnmdedhcw
u&d}uwhﬂ!ﬂ&qhmihemmrwhﬂtthqunﬁlﬂtrﬂﬁ
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should lift, the battle was in suspense, save for the persistent enemy
curgin-fire.. . .

About one o'clock the fog in fact began to lift. By half-past one
the sun was shining brightly, and the air was filled with the hum
of many 'planes. A little later, one by one, small black specks rising
and falling on the horizon showed where German ohservation
halloons were timidly blinking in the sunlight, Where one of these
speckslmdhemamumnutﬂarﬁerwmwadmumlumnufhhm-
black smoke, streaming upwards from a falling furnace of fire. The
heavens were pointed with black and white smoke-puffs amongst
the plunging 'planes. Some of the smaller enemy guns had slackened
fire and were prohably being moved back, but the heavier howitzers
were raising great columns of dust and debris round and in front
of the new battery positions, and high-velocity gunshells were
crashing continuously into the village behind. Through this village
all roads and tracks leading forward in the sector converged, and
our heavy guns were beginning to deploy into action around it.

In the hollow to the right of the battery, a brigade of field
artillery was waiting, limbered up, for the fog of war to lift. A roop
of cavalry was returning wearily past them. On the left, another
artillery brigade was crawling like a swarm of ants up the hill-side
into action. In the battery itself, the gunners had spent the morning
in digging shelters for themselves in the outpost mrench, and were
nﬂwbegimhlgmdigmerfurthcgmﬁ.ﬂn}*h:dnlmdym
two days’ wnrkinhalfufﬂue,hutnmﬂu]rﬂaydiddn}rhweﬂm
honour of coming into action in Bocheland, and they worked with
zest. So far they had been lucky, but about this time one of the
hﬂtm'}"stﬂmswashitwhﬂﬂthﬁngingupammuniﬁouﬂlmughthe
Vilhgt-Thcbauerypauudamumm:,spatuuiuhmds,md
turned oAce more to its spade-work. Curiously out of place amongst
this panorama of unconsciously picturesque industry, an official

SUpporting
ﬂﬁﬂﬂumlfmﬂ:wid:utnutmmhmmhnfoh:wm
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From our temporary ohservation post on the Courcelles ridge,
the telephone-wire was laid forward, the signallers with the un-
wieldly cable-drum following us across the broken country. The
valley in front of the post held the cavalry horses and horseholders,
blistering under the heavy afternoon sun. The engineers further
back were working feverishly at disused and wrecked well-heads,
but in the meantime the country for miles was waterless, and the
wretched horses were hollow-flanked and heavy-headed with a
ravaging thirst. The enemy shelling, though now more spasmodic,
was still unpleasant, and here and there heaps of mutilated men and
horses formed islands of death amongst the living. A company of
infamr}'wered.'ggjngshﬂﬂlgngﬂﬂﬂfmchanﬂwmmsidenf
the valley, and, close by, near some German trench-mortars, an
advmuﬁdrmingamﬁmhadiumh&uﬁmhﬁdmdmmbmkof
a sunken road. To it was already streaming a long procession of
mlkingwaunded,huminktnﬁandinﬁcld-gmy.ﬁnﬂ-h:hﬂm
huwiuﬂmswwpﬁngdwvalkymxiswink]hg&wmdwi:h
splinters of steel.

To the sound of bursting shell was now added the sharp whis-
pﬂﬁlgnfmmhhw-gnnhuucmaadm:ymﬂmdpnstmtbcirmﬂ
mum:.ﬁ.slmllisungihl:audmtsnmhnldlyﬁmmﬁc:,huttlw
rustling of machine-gun bullets is that of the evil spirits of the
nﬁghLTh:yar:rmmdmdahamnn:,:lmxmb:mmmeﬁngemuf
one’s hands and in one’s clothes. The skin burns as with a thousand
red-hot needles, and life is lived from breath to breath.

memnngulhegmuun&lempufﬂnridgcm;ﬂdhesem&w
whﬂl:vmmummofthebm!:ﬁunt.aﬁswyﬂdsduwnﬂw
forward slope, in the sparse covering offered by shell-holes and
hnprmr‘nedinfamryihzlmmndmdthethinﬁmnfkhhmt-
pumﬁtﬂuﬁaatufﬂthiﬂﬂhnﬂwarmbmkmm,with its
mimddug-uuumdfmﬁﬁaﬁom,funmddwmainm}rljmof
resistance—a serried line of active machine-guns which, with their
hrmdﬁeldofﬁm@th:ﬁ]%m&cﬁvdyhhckingﬂ\:my.
Advmhlgmwmdamnlﬁlmmuﬁhemnﬂusmaﬂhhck
columns of the enemy reserves, exempt at present from our artillery
ﬁrnmdhutﬂgh&yhnun&hymn&wa&vmmdhw'ugmln
:hcmsdcﬂndismmngurh:mmn&mmdbmb,wmﬂn
pinpuintﬂaahﬂufthem:myhmh,mynhhmﬁﬂngumt
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ridge over their open sights. One gun was being withdmwn; the
team pulled out, and the German officer, sitting on his horse,
nlm]ymdhiahandnndwn]kndhi:gmmnmufacﬁm.Htw
worthy of his regiment.

Targets were more than plentiful. The signallers were beckoned
up, and the wire was unreeled to a neighbouring shell-hole. Two of
hﬁignﬁﬂﬂlhaﬂbammthmktnmﬂndduﬁne,whichﬂntﬁt
proved to have been hroken by shelling or traffic. The telephone
mu'kdagainhursﬁllhmqh:nnrcspmu,mdwebam
commanders could only lie in the grass fuming with impatient
hdpl:muwesawhmmﬂlmﬂmmm;rmmming
forward unchecked. On the left, our whippet tanks were making a
half-hearted attempt to advance over the crest. On the skyline they
came under a concentrated fire from the enemy field-guns. One
tank came to a standstill—a steel tomb. The remainder turned and
mwladhnckdnmﬂmsiopqpurmdhyamdﬁngﬁan
atmnptmadvmmmﬂcidalmduselm,mdhwdmrthu
the battle was finished for the day.l-ladﬂmfoghmiiftzdhw
hours earlier. . ..

Th:telcphmcmsﬁ]lunrﬁpnmiw.ﬂmufﬂwmmiﬁng
signallers was sent back down the wire, and finally the corporal
utﬂxhankmg::d':liunﬂlmughmth:gummaﬂmﬁﬂfm
hnurlat:rﬂlc’phontwmsﬁllusnicss,m&wnumdvﬁuumdhﬂ:k
dumﬂmwir:.ﬂndms}npesnf:h:hiﬂﬂzmrpuﬂlhymﬂn
whe,ﬁﬂlamﬂ]uimmmminhiafnmhmd....

Aﬁmmmmﬂr’snigh:dmeﬂduwnmﬂmm.m&wnfnu
nf&u:hm:mhtgdmmnfhombingplmnfﬁuwhiuguf
hﬂmhﬁandah:]handg;msnnhoﬂ:sid&nfﬂwlht-'ﬂm:irmuﬂ
the batteries became heavy with gas. Some of the weary gunners
ma@hutheirgum,almmm]yﬁ:hgandpmnhgudrmy
plmmpmedmﬂ]md.'l'hammny&mtiinewmahhuwith
anxious Very lights of many colours. The battlefield slept wakefully.

(1f) THE BUTTE DE WARLENCOURT
[Ymamms.inﬂleﬂrdiﬂnuhwyﬂﬁﬂuh&lmm

0. G. 5. Crawford, as the Survey's Archaeology Officer, was
laying down the law. In front of him was an air photograph of 2
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region near Bapaume, and he was pointing out with some emphasis
to a subordinate that a certain pool of light and shadow on the
photograph was not a deep pit but a high mound. He looked up and
saw me smiling, ‘Yes," [ said, ‘it s a high mound. It once geemied
to me nearly as high as Everest. . ./ And T told him the story.]

It was two days after the attack. For the moment, things had
settled down, and the field-guns had been brought to the rear
shoulder of the forward ridge on which, on the first day (as [ have
told), 1 had lain in the grass and impotently watched the enemy
pulling out below me. He now lined the opposing ridge, and, as the
streaky mists of a fine dawn lifted from the valley, I took stock.

Immediately beneath us was the railway. Beyond it, a dusty
track or two crossed the low ground, mounted the further slope,
where there were a few scattered trees, and disappeared over the
ﬁdge,whi:hwlinzdhyamuinmad.‘fctﬁmhﬂ,midstmm
trees, would lie the ruins of Bapaume. Our outpost-line was
scattered somewhere along the valley. Beyond it, on the slope lay
rwo German field-guns, limbered up but encumbered by their dead
reams. They were presumably the last section of the battery which
Ihadaempullingnut,andamdﬁne—gunhadgmdmm.ﬂehind
th:ﬂhmthc:k}rlim,magmatmnunilﬂukiﬂgthmughmy
ghmlmldncupmiufmmi&ahhsidﬁﬂmmnnfrm
digging:mung:tﬂnmbwhichpnniaﬂymvmd it

Itw:snhusyhutalighﬂyudinusday.!ﬂnsﬂy,mhmts&uﬂpml
amongst the trees to dislodge enterprising snipers. Ever and anon
wnp!zmedthenﬂbndlngmmd.whi:hhaddcﬁnimlybm
mmdinmamanlﬁrlé;g‘unnﬁ:mdmaduﬁ;iugsmmfumhlﬂ
hrmmmﬂndtbnmﬂmngunshyd:mumlﬁ&
Duﬁngthtaﬂ:rnnon,lwalk:dn}ungmﬂumlml(w.LY.
Rogers, Rugby inmrnaliuml,lbelint)mdmlmkcdmth:
ridge together. ‘No, you certainly can't,’ he replied 1o something
that 1 had ssid, T accepted his verdict with model discipline. ‘Ir's
mherapi:r,&ir,im’:it?’lmﬁnmd,afmzmpmﬁﬂinmﬂ
'Dudngﬂltnightﬂnfmﬂdﬁsﬂysﬁpoutmdguthm”‘ﬂ:ﬂ
thmmyw;:mmdtmmdhmkthmup.”“i’u,ﬁr,hﬂt
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wouldn't that be rather a pity, too? You see, we've now got masses
of German gas-shells, and all we want is a German gun or two t0
chuck them back with.' *And what about that mound? Don't be a
b. fool. Poppycock!’ he added with final emphasis.

In the bright sunlit evening, however, he rang me up. ‘1 said
what about that mound?” ‘T'll get my battery to put some smoke-
shell over it, Sir,’ 1 replied. *All right. You can go if you like. Good
luck, old chap.”

1 called for voluntesrs, a sergeant and two six-horse teams.
There was no difficulty about most of the volunteers. Sergeant
Hewson and five drivers were with me on the instant. The sixth
driver had hesitated, a known shirker, I sent for him and put him
in the middle of one of the teams where he could do no harm.
[Nowadays I suppose he would be posted to a clinic and psycho-
analysed whilst his mates got on with the job. But this was a war of
the past.] Swayles, one of my best subalterns, 1 left in charge of the
battery with instructions to plaster the mound with smoke-shell
until we returned. Then at a slow trot we moved over the crest
towards the front and No Man’s Land, the sergeant behind the two
teams and limbers, and myself in front with a slightly strained feeling
about the ribs and a growing sense of the silliness of the whole affair.

Past the milway we rode by little groups of outpost-infantry,
sitting in shell-holes or short lengths of improvised mrench. T recall
their smrtled looks as they saw two artillery teams in so un-
conventional & spot, and one or two of them shouted timely advice.
1looked up happily towards the mound, on which Swayles's smoke-
shell were landing quite prettily. And then, as 1 looked, our shelling
nbmpdycmed.mdthemok:heg;nmdﬁ&amy.[ldid not note
and have forgotten the cause of the interruption.] The mound now
lmhdduwnupanmathurﬁhlydmmtgqmmgiyw&thi
hundred angry eyes. Shortly, however, we found ourselves under
the hill, momentarily in dead ground from the summit, and reached
the guns without mishap.

There four of us dismounted, and got to work; but, alas, the
evelets of the German gun-trails would not fit our limber-hooks.
There was nothing for it but to take the German limbers too, and
to lash their poles to our own limbers. With difficulty we extracted
the poles from beneath the unimagi ly heavy carcasses of the
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German teams, fastened them with drag-ropes and, again at a slow
trot, began our return journcy. The summer dust rose thickly
mundunﬁomuurwhmls,n&:hﬂmdmirynfasmukehammge,
mdmﬂ:atf&:tlasuihﬁuurnfﬂm:gcnﬂ.hzhnﬂlmdndhﬁidt
m,mdas&msmnkemdﬁmdmtdaliulelmdnmundthtm
mchrnkup.Thﬂr:argunhldiumpcdiuhmkmdhad&isappeamd
inthznuisemddmt.Thhmius:mnbad.Iaem&:emgmtan
with the one gun, stopped the rear team, and circled back with it.
Thzmnmdﬂverufitwasﬂwscallywagwhumlhadputinanhf
lastmmute.ﬂﬂlubﬂwediﬁmﬁthemmmmdindm&mnﬂh
blue moonlike face had lost all expression, his mouth and eyes were
wi-dzopenIike&:meofamr;u,hislcgﬁwmdmtﬁngntthnddu
nfhismddlem&mi}'thebalmﬂionghahhkcpthhninplam
Inmilnsuddmandmfnrgiwhltu:gctnpmahuﬂ:td:mughhk
head. [Poor fellow.]
Ainmdmdyardshnckw:fmmdthegmmmdstﬂwdmt.“ﬁﬁrh
<mall available man-power, we had great difficulty in re-hooking
it, but another shell landing nearby served as a timely stimulus.
Thmwcnnncdmmtmﬂ:tinﬂlcﬁll'mgﬁghtandrmhedﬂm
han:ryv.ridmutﬁmherepisude.mmlhadlinedmemnupm
thank them when 1 was called to the telephone. ‘Send in two
names.' Reserving one for the sergeant, who had acquitted himself
admirably [and was awarded the D.C.M.], 1 chose a driver (quite
irregﬂaﬂ}r}hylut,mdwmdmd,asimdaingm.wh:ﬂnﬂth!
scallywag wulddr.fwﬂuwimﬂr.lnfact,heﬂidmt—-hmh
:rlighthaw&une.ﬂ'hen!.etwddﬁvﬂgmttmﬂ.]ﬂ.]
ﬁtinmvﬂsrhmughmnﬂmnightmrmwﬂmngunsﬁmﬂ
German gs—shdlbadctuﬂﬁrrighﬁu]omlkmnwthm
gam,wiﬂ:mwbamrfsnmupmthmhﬂ:.lmﬂ's Park in
tp1g,whmaguntmmnfwhnuqrwupowd&meturht
whﬁcgme.ﬂu:.thnughmuchmﬂlngist,lluwmhmhn&
to see ﬂuﬂmmle—mumﬁ,ﬂwﬂumdewml
probably never shall; the picture of it is cl::;:lyiumymind.

(1) TWELVE HOURS' LEAVE IN 1917

[M&ﬂsﬁm:lmmmmding:hamy'mnﬁﬂdhrﬁﬂﬂ?
Brigade,v.ﬁd&wuuldmwadl}rsbcﬂlhd:Fuﬂaagimﬂnnf
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Royal Arillery. With the sth Division, we had been switched
mnﬁgh:-—ifaﬂainjumylasﬁngawﬂkmnbcmdﬁcﬁhcd—
from Passchendaele to Northern Iraly at the critical moment when
our allies, the Italians, broke dangerously at Caporetto. We were
now parading the plain of Lombardy and the foothills to the north,
diggingmultalimdmrm-smdawai:ingaurminth:n:w&mt
line along the Piave. With a fellow-officer 1 took twelve hours’
leave in Venice, then officially out of bounds but accessible. That
night, on return to my billet in the house of a parish priest some
mi]uﬁ-umeisu,Imupiubedandwmwth:smryuﬁhnday.
Here it is.]

It is a hard early winter in 1917 amangst the fields and ditches of
the Venetian plains. These few farmhouses and inns are Silvelle—
one of the most beautiful names in a land fragrant with such
beauties. Otherwise, the only comeliness of the place is that of
fields of snow beribboned with frozen dykes.

This is the house of the priest. Like all houses in this country, it
kmw&&ingufaﬁrm.ﬂmtinkwimmdpﬁmprﬂiduomit
furtively, with a shy and smiling courtesy. His courtesy withdraws
him generally to the kitchen, where he nods gravely and deferen-
tially to the loud pidgin-English wherewith the British soldiery
is apt mappmlmthzh:fﬂimmldmmndhzgofﬂlefmeipm
Occasionally we succeed in enticing him back into his smdy which
is now our Mess; and tonight, with a little French, a lirtle Tralian
mﬂmud:had[.a:hs,wthznfurmhmmurmmkmfnrrﬂrmmd
a whole Veneto village off his bending shoulders. With much
dﬂsiugufuumrdnmudjinglhlgnfkayu,hchmm]odmd:
Nphﬂirdinthzwallmdukmuunhnmﬁumapnlishdgm
phone, beautifully kept, with about twenty records neatly docketed
and evidently intended to be a representative collection of inter-
mmw—pkm“’imlmhﬂimﬁngnuhnhﬁﬂ}rmh
ﬂl:manmrumrdnwhH:]ﬁppmmlitnump,md,aﬂ:rl
brief search, WMMWMtpdd:hhmpleufEnglﬁl
music. A moment later the instrument is softly sighing out the
overture of the Geisha Girl, whilst the old priest, renewed youth in
hiscyumdnbﬂmin:rg:mihupﬂnhhchmh,isvigmmnlymuk-
ing the time with two long and bony fingers.
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Now the priest has retired to the unexplored hinterland of the
house. Swayles [one of my subalems], pen in hand, is busily
consulting Wilcox whether he should propose to the girl in New-
castle or the other one in Cardiff. Cheesman, the captain, is
alternately baying with and at a banjo which is obviously master of
the situation. A hundred yards down the road, at the next farm,
Wandy [my admirable young captain, Prior-Wandesforde] is sitting
in the cow-house, holding the plump and somewhat leathery hand
of Angela, whilst Angela’s father and mother and sisters and
hrothers sit round in an admiring semicircle. Ever and anon 2 jug
of inky and acid wine is circulated, and Wandy solemnly drinks to
Angela’s eyes, and Angela, with a little timid giggle, drinks to
Wandy. The guttering candles throw a ghostly light upon the gaunt
mnxpﬁufr}mgrﬂtwhjmuminth:smﬂs,mdthemairh
hmvfwiﬂlthchim-ﬁw:ﬂsmeuufum.“ﬂmnhcﬂmnmthﬂ
byre should the Italian farmer and his family go on a winter’s
night >—for there is no stove or fireplace in his house. And Wandy
goes too because it is warm, and because Angela's hand is plump.
Last month, Wandy, aged 19, won his D.5.0. ina flooded gun-pit
overlooking Passchendaele Ridge. Bu this month he is 20, and now
a grown man, and he holds Angela’s hand and drinks vinegar to the
beautiful eyes of Angela.

Butﬂmisuulymﬁngela,nndﬂmhnmeufdmpﬂesth
mld.W'here_fnmmlinbed,andhycandJ:—lighthriwﬂlh
hhtuqrofaﬂthnhappumdmmmhmmdmyse]fthkda}ul
will call it

A VENETIAN HLIND

For a moment the scene stirred my companion to reminiscence.
He had once seen Athens, when his ship stood off the Piraeus after
a snowstorm, and the Parthenon, glistening whiter than marble,
thrust into a steel-bloe sky. Or, to quote him in extenso, “the rotten
hole was like a Christmas card.” And there, the possibilities of
the subject having been fully explored by a mind which knew
only simple predicates and full-stops, the topic ended. We settled
down amongst our coats in the bottom of the gondola, and the
Unshaven One propelled us steadily down the Grand Canal amidst
a swirl of moist snow-flakes. ‘Another damned Christmas card,’
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added my companion concisely between the teeth, and then, after
a suitable lapse, he began to hum a Christmas carol with gloomy
humour, The Rialto, strangely new, drifted over us, and palace
after palace, strangely old and shabby, floated by. The blue and
guldlayﬂ:madh:munthemmﬁngpom,mﬂinnmplaﬂe,I
remember, a broken shutter hung like a bat from the scarred cliff-
face of a deserted mansion. It was once, said the Unshaven One as
he came forward on the stroke, it was once the Kaiser's Palace.
Venice after three-and-a-half years of war was indeed out at the
elbows; her palagyi with their teeth out, with tousled hair about
their ears, blotched make-up and unsesing eyes.

Things were getting desperate. It was cold, and Venetian snow
dissolves as it descends and goes through one like a vanishing ghost,
but alas! with more substance. Something had to be done. Worst
omen, my companion became eloquent. He was an excellent
specimen of the silent British cave-man, and he shall here be known
as Taciturnus. Now it is notorious that Britons such as Taciturnus
are the most perverse of God's creatures. When the sun shines and
all is well, they grumble and blaspheme. But when all is black and
the heavens ope their sluices and the clothes cling like seaweed,
then do they raise their voices in raucous song and indulge a gawky
humour of a type which may best be appraised in terms of horse-
power. Something had to be done; for the Christmas carols were
now merging into negro ditties in a great crescendo. Something
war done, more or less in the following terms:

Ego (pleadingly): Taciturnus, you have no soul.

Taciturnus: No, my boy, nor fingers nor 10es, and my legs have got
the cramp and my nose is blue—T can see it.

Ego: But, Taciurnus, these palace walls which you are now
shattering with your accursed Tennessee—think what they have
seen, and hidden; the Ten Tyrants—the merchants newly from
the Orient with baskets ﬁ.d]ofpmdumsmn:sfurthnshrimuf
Mark—the loves, the poisonings, the tortures, the triumphs, and,
above all, the endless secrets. Why, the whole place is sibilant
with secrets, and, with a bit of ordinary huck, we shall find that
Durgmdﬂli:rismllyumnpumﬂ}rmbnmdpﬁnmlhg-

Taciturnus (impatiently): Oh, see guide-book.
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Ego: You have no spirit of adventure.

Taciturnus: Adventure? Nothing ever happens in this dingy place.
Why, they're never even bombed.

Ego: Well, if Venice can't produce an adventure, the world is

Look here, Taciturnus, 1 der you we can find an adventure.

Taciturnus (entering sullenly into the spirit of the thing): ITwouldn't
rob you, my boy. But 'l tell you what I will do. T'll toss you for
the first adventure!

In the draughty cabin of the gondola we blew upon our icy
fingers and tossed for the first adventure. ‘Heads,' said Tacirurnus,
and heads it was.

Now were this other than a true history we should thence-
forward have plunged into the New Arabian Nights or trodden the
innocent footsteps of Father Brown. Quivering knives would have
pinned mysterious messages to the prow of the gondola, or ghostly
sh:iek&havchnedusﬁummumum.lmmdufwhich, rwo
frozen men-at-arms were slowly propelled by an unshomn and
evil-smelling marine cabman undeviatingly from one imprisoned
water-way to another, until Taciturnus found himself completely
outstared by the inscrutability of fate. He had already given the
Unshaven One ten lire to sing a Venetian gondola-song; and had
thmg;ivmhim:mlircmremshmup.ﬂnw,wiﬂuhgmﬂmrmmﬂ
tal patience of despair, he displayed rwenty lire before the great
Unshaven, and demanded an adventure nstanrer—nulle  mora
interposita was his nearest approach to the native idiom. With
incredible celerity, the pilot comprehended, and the gondola sprang
forward with renewed life.

Suddenly, with a noiseless whirl of the sweep, the gondola
swung in amongst the bedraggled posts, and from the four-days’
growth of the pilot came a strange and penetrating hiss, You know
how on the Welsh mountains the lithe sentinel sheep hiss as you
approxh,nqtﬁucﬁurdmlﬁsswhh:hmmmhﬂmbchurﬂ
ﬂimehundr:dyar&smyu:mnre.m&lﬁmhkwdﬂw
Unshaven One, and on the third signal there was a rattling of
the shutter overhead.
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‘O thou fool, Taciturnus,’ T said, ‘dost thou not know vet after
daywanderhugstha:mhmm:h:smnﬂﬁmwurld over? A
cab in Paris—a rickshaw, I suspect, in Japan—a gondolain Venice
—they are not for adventures but adventurers. Drive on, Antonio!'

A far and yellow arm, brownish-pink at the elbow and lightly
clad, was thrusting aside the shutter. Above the arm appeared a
well-filled countenance, dark yellow with black and puckered eyes,
all framed in thin black hair. Taciturnus was looking upwards
through half-closed eyelids as one deep in thought and judgment.
“Yes, Antonio, drive on,’ he said, after a pause. “But, signor . . .
hegmﬂkpilntinamammt,mﬁngahandmthnﬂmﬂﬁm:
ingratiatingly and despairingly towards the window. Taciturnus
pasmdhimﬂwmmtyiiumdrepcate&hhmdﬂ.‘iﬁhmm
protest and gesticulati we drifted back into the narrow canal.
Taciturnus gallantly kissed his hand to the lady, who responded
with a high-velocity expectoration.

“You have blundered hopelessly, Taciturnus,” | observed, rather
lamely; ‘first, you have obviously offended a lady; secondly you
have upset all the preconceived ideas of our friend Antonio
regarding the British National Character; and, thirdly, we have
probably both caught pneumonia. All dirt cheap, of course, at

‘Anyway, T added, ‘the next adventure is still yours.'

As we approached the steps, a naval pinnace full of leave-men

from the direction of the Lido, where lay an Imlian
destroyer, for all the world like a broken-down tug-boat. We
found ourselves in the midst of a small crowd of cliattering mani-
kins in tight blue uniforms, and the expressive silences of Taciturnus
reacted antagonistically to dmuhmrsz,d:mt}rlmgh:.whidtm
characteristic of the lower-class Larin. For a moment the arrivals
humdm&umps,mmhmurdmedmiﬂ-pigmudmlu
before picking up its direction. Then, with a few exceptions, they
mﬂvﬁnﬂ'wﬂhmmmmnnpm-pnua]ungﬂnmbblnd street.
An incomprehensible force drew us in their train.

“Who knows, but that this way lies your adventure, Taciturnus,’
I suggested, He grunted pessimistically. We strode down the street
and turned over & narrow bridge, across which the small crowd
hﬂdmmdinﬁnmoFquamﬂItllqr,madmhu
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piazza, and there the gallant sailormen hesitated. Their leaders were
gently tapping upon a large, nail-studded door, high up in which
wamllgmﬁng.mgmrhwgmunmwmmﬁn,and
invisible eyes peered out. Taciturnus swung upon his heels with a

“Wait a moment, Taciturnus, you are in the presence, not of an
adventure, but of a national institution, We have wrned and twrned
antl turned again upon our tracks, and lo! there is the same palace
of the closed shutters and the aggrieved maiden.’

As I spoke, the great door swung open without visible hand, the
gloom within engulfed the sailormen, and the door swung to upon
a deserted street.

“To the Latin, meat and drink are but two members of a Trinity,’
murmured Taciturnus. Caesar made one joke, and Taciturnus that
single epigram. ‘Well, Taciturnus,” I said, as we moved away, “you
are a professional soldier and I, thank the Lord, am not. Now, in
ynurpmfmimmﬁilummmtﬁmmﬁaﬂmtlimagim
we may regard the two dismal fiascos into which you have led me
as one thoroughly satisfactory adventure. Ir's now my turn, and
we'll begin right now at St. Mark's."

We stood in front of the mighty pile of steel plates and sandbags,
towering to the great dome which seemed to smile faintly in the
winter sun, like a bandaged but convalescent patient. Within was a
blackness made luminant by golden mosaic which could be felt
rather than seen and was darkened rather than lightened by fifty
candles in one of the chapels, You who know bejewelled St. Mark's
inﬁmnnfmmnsmulypimur:hcrinhaammn*. with her
imhgm:,andh:rmlummmdh:rimagﬁmmﬂudmdmlkn
with steel casing and sandbags, so that saints looked grotesquely
iihwmdﬂ:epiﬂmﬁkzhugembmnﬁntgmﬁh&ﬂm

all this fantstic panoply shone the unquenchable light ofa
noble building nobly used. For the chapel was crowded, not with
the moneyed tourists of peace-time, but with those poor work-
people who, almost alone, remained in war-time Venice—glass-
makers, small shop-keepers, a few labourers from the Government
yards, a few children.

We passed out silently. ‘Now we will see the finest man-statue in
the world,’ I said. And what else I said about the Colleoni need not
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be recorded, for I love the Colleani with a love which began at the
age of seven and therefore transcends criticism, As we made our
way towards the spot, the air was suddenly a-hum with a sound
that our little world knew only too well. We looked at each other
with a momentary incredulity, for no one believed that the Austrian
or even the Hun would bomb Venice. But there they were overhead,
and for an eternity of time there was the quavering, sighing hiss of
the falling bomb. As we stepped into a doorway, St. Mark's crashed
behind us. An instant later, and the piazza in front roared back at us
and the air was filled with dust and gas. The comment of Taciturnus
shall remain unwritten. “The next adventure, Taciturnus,' [ ob-
served, ‘is yours." But Taciturnus rose on the crest of a resurgent
wave of national vanity—that honest but withal theatrical vanity
which everywhere characterizes the professional Briton at a moment
of crisis. He suddenly displayed, for the first time in my knowledge
of him, a deliberate and meticulous solicitude for Art. “When we
were so rudely interrupted,’ he was saying in a cold and even voice,
‘we were going to admire the smtue of the robber-king. Let us
continue.” We went on into the dust-laden piazza, the Camp Santo
Giovanni. In the midst, capped by a malodorous cloud, rose the
great marble pedestal of the Colleoni; and at the foot of the pedestal
lay—well, T need not describe what lay there. Possibly another
princeling in disguise, only his disguise was now eternal. We
saluted, and hurried on.

The evening train wnspassinghackn:rmﬂi:muw-:hd‘?mm,
glimmering under a frost-clear moon. We were three, for on the
Fhﬁ‘umu?uﬁmwehadmtdemr,ﬁkﬂhhmm
botind, Now the word Poet is a term of contempt amangst soldiers;
as when Lord Kitchener called Sir Jan Hamilton ‘that damned
poet.’ But this particular poet of ours was suffered by his more
military associates with a tolerance which amounted to affection,
ﬂmmamluumtmpeﬂ.HeWmunﬂdymm,hmofm
inquiring mind which notoriously deprived him of fear in I:*In
Man’s Land, much as an inspired fanatic is insensitive to pain.
Simple military souls like Taciturnus weated him with a clumsy
levity but at the same time sought a little shyly sometimes to shine
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faim]yinhisprmmm.ﬂnﬂﬂsmcaaiun,Tacimmua,sﬁﬂnuiﬁc
self-conscious, as one half-instinctively concealing a somewhat
s}nlmnﬂmussysmn,minc]imdmsprﬂdhiswﬂandmmt
before the Poet. “Yes,” he admirted, ‘we have been doing Venice.
We went into the Cathedral. Topping place. Mosaics and candles
and incense and all that. And then we went to see the greatest
bronze stanse in the world. Freelance soldier-man of the Middle
Ages. By Jove, a topping statue, Poet. It was great.’

1 observed a puzzled expression upon the Poet's countenance.
‘Strange,’ he murmured, half 0 himself, ‘very strange. [ thought
ﬂmymnmdﬂleﬂoﬂwuimﬂmahomﬂxmumhiagu!hm
Venice should come under fire. Strange.” I kicked the Poet violently
m&:sﬁn.Taﬁmushmdnmhnrd,audmmmﬂdalmnnsuhh
prmxdﬁmtumd:hﬁnghlﬂwmnnnlighLHehndxtlastmﬂm
uﬁstupouhismplnne,mdﬂmﬂhadmm:rsadwhhm...

1 hastily changed the conversation. ‘And you?' I asked the Poet.
‘A dull day,’ he said. ‘T got into a gondola at the station steps, and
was pushed about the whole Venetian irrigation system until T
froze. Then 1 turned to the rascally gondolier and said: “Does
anything ever happen here?” and he said “Niente.” And then I
said: “T suppose something happens here sometimes " and with
true Venetian politeness he said "Si, si.”* And I said “T'd give
anything for an adventure.”” And he said “Give me twenty lire.”
This seemed a fair offer. So he put the twenty lire into his waistbelt
and we went on our way.’

At this moment Taciturnus suddenly showed a mild interest.
‘Go on,’ he said, as the Poet

“Well,' continued the Poet, ‘we found ourselves in amongst the
mmﬁng-pomhmmﬂmﬂnmﬁe?ahm,mdb:fml
knew where I was that thief of a gondelier was hissing staccato
between his teeth. Thrice he hissed, and on the third signal a
shutter flew outwards from the wall overhead, and with the shurter
a rounded arm. Beneath the arm gleamed a pair of laughing brown
eyes, and the voice of a dove said “Good-day to you, signor.
Come hither 1o my nest”™.'

He paused agnin.

“Yes, yes,' said Taciturnus and [ in one breath. ‘Continue, Poet.’

And then; he began, and again hesitated. ‘And then,’
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interpolated Taciturnus, ‘and then you said to your gondolier
“Gondolier, drive on!” Or didn't you?’

“Well, such was my instinct, said the Poet, ‘but precisely at that
moment those infernal aeroplanes came over. .. .’

(1v) STANDARDS OF MISERY

Through many a clime "tis mine to go,
With many a retrospection curst;

And all my solace is 1o know,
Whate'er betides, I've known the worst,

To have experienced with understanding the worst, both
physically and mentally, that is likely 1o befall one is, I suppose, the
soundest assurance of future content. Byron and I and, I have no
doubt, the other man have made this cardinal discovery without
cross-reference; and I would only add the actuarial truism that,
the earlier in life these experiences hit one, the longer the happy
sequel. Of the nadir of physical misery 1 had no doubt in 1917; the
mental impact did not come until 1936. Of neither episode need I,
nor indeed could I, say much. But I have been acurely conscious of
the significance of both from the moment of their happening, and
I have explicitly referred subsequent tribulations to the standards
thus established, in ﬁwmmpuisnnmﬁiﬁngmﬁndnmﬁﬁmcy
of elementary solace.

In October 1917 the ridge of Passchendaele, north-east of Ypres
in Flanders, was the definition of hell. The cataclysmic rains and
such shelling as never was before had churned the whole landscape
into bottomless mud, honeycombed continuously with ever-
mdﬂwﬂ-hu]mmsheﬂ—huhﬁuﬂcmbcmmalgmwm
a pond of slime into which the wounded rolled from time to time
and were choked mdeath.Tbeairw:sfuulwithgﬁ,iﬂdl“BfE]“
the erash of high-explosive was varied by the sinister pattering of
more gas-shells with their scorching efffuvium. Upon the ridge, in
whuhdnmheeu@gcmr&,nmﬁurypmﬁmhﬂm
defiantly into the air above powdered rubble, the last vestige of
Au bon gite (what irony in a name!), blest now by every gunner
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for a mile round as an aiming-point amidst the uniformity of
desolation. Beside it, under the debris, was a small cellar, filled with
dead Highlanders; tiny, they seemed, in their little kilts, and green
they were, with unforgettable eyes in the dim light. And beyond
that I was shown, when I came up to make over command of ‘A’
Battery, 76th Brigade, R.F.A., a large shell-crater, cozing with a
reddish brown, oily stain which was my predecessor’s life-blood.
Beyond again, on the forward incline towards the enemy, broken
duckboards carried at dusk the dejected processions of the hopeless,
on their way to the shell-holes in which they would constitute the
‘front line.” And yet beyond were distant scraps of greenery where,
in the Forest of Houthulst, the Germans and their howitzers
occupied a happy land not yet fought over.

Immediately behind the ridge, below Au bon gite, were packed
the field batteries, French and British, in an almost continuous
jagged line, ‘A" Battery occupied six pits below the lip of a stream,
the Steenbeek, now a mud-glacier merging into the general chaos.
The pits were full to the brim with water; the gun-layers sat in
water; the guns recoiled into water, such at least as were in firing
arder—rarely more than two at any one time. The gunners, thinned
by casualties to cadre strength, were voiceless and red-eyed through
cold and gas and sleeplessness. Behind the guns was a minute
German pill-box, less than five feet high, where the signallers lay
and where the hattery commander and his officers, crouching over
their maps, calculated their incessant barrages and harassing fire; a
microscopic cell in which one could just sit up and write by candle-
light. Ever and anon a German howitzer-shell would crash upon it,
stunning the occupants and extinguishing the candles but happily
failing 1o penetrate, such was the quality of the German concrete
and the resilience of the sodden subsoil. I recall how after one of
these crashes, in the momentary silence during which consciousness
returned to us amidst the choking fumes of high-explosive, the
voice of the Irish cook, Doyle, was the first to penetrate—'Och,
begorra, and sure the ... . .. ’s entoirely spoilt the parruch!” First
things first. But we became fewer and fewer. A shell landed amidst
one of my working-parties, killing five men and wounding seven
others. A driver bringing up ammunition had both his horses killed
and his leg blown off as he reached us. The poor fellow was tied up
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as best we could and was carried by volunteers to the dressing-
station. OF course he died. Every day the hard-driven pack-horses
found it more and more difficult to reach us with the much-needed
shells and rations. One morning, after a particularly heavy bout of
enemy shelling, I walked back four or five hundred yards to the
flattened spot known optimistically on the map as Golden Cross,
where a battery of 6o-pounder guns was deployed. I arrived to find
the four great guns knocked to all points of the compass, whilst
two teams of heavy-draught horses, a steaming mass of pulped
flesh save where a stiffening leg projected with idiotic integrity,
bespattered the site. Amidst it all, lone survivor, the battery major
was walking up and down aimlessly with tears streaming down his
face. Twice within a few hours I had seen men weeping; the sight
shocked and embarrassed me, and I tumed upon my heel. . . . That
night I was summoned by the colonel to a midnight conference
about a dawn attack, and I picked my way by compass-bearing
across the morass in the noisy, flickering darkness, At one point
I fashed my torch to circumvent a shell-hole; the thin light lit up
an arm and hali-clenched hand, thrust from the mud as though to
clasp my ankle, and the macabre memory has not faded. I was
suddenly and violently sick. . ..

And now I anticipate. In April 1936 I had been travelling in the
Near East without postal address for several weeks. The Trans-
continental Express by which I was returning from Aleppo to
Boulogne was shunted en route into the Gare du Nord at Paris,
and there I bought a Times from a passing newsboy. I sat back and
opened it. A paragraph-heading at the top of a column read "Tessa
Verney Wheeler,' and below it was an appreciation of Tessa by
Sir Frederic Kenyon. She had died three days previously, suddenly,
in the fullness of her life. Six weeks ago I had left her well and with
her blessing, Twenty-two years ago we had been married, and
mb}’}'ﬂrwehadwnrkndmunf.as‘dm%'lprmd
the bell-button and ordered & double brandy. My unfocused eyes
turned from the unreality of the printed page; at the same time 2
kindly numbness entered into my mind and threw it also out of
focus, a condition in which it was happily to remain during the
following days. . . . I was aware of an English family at the door
of my carriage meditating entry,and vaguely recognized an acquain-
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tance from the Record Office. He glanced up, spotted me, and with
his folk hurried anxiously away down the train without a word. On
the cross-Channel boat I saw the little group dodge round a comer
as 1 came aboard; and thereafter a sardonic humour induced me to
pursue it from point to point untl finally in mid-Channel I
cornered it. 'l know,’ I said, ‘say nothing”; and the heartfelt response
*Thank God' was out before the conventions supervened. At
Victoria 1 was met by Molly Cotton, a measured friend and
colleague of ours. For two days and nights she had met every
continental train, not knowing which would be mine . . . in case I
didn't know. The numbness slowly passed away, leaving the subtly
impaired sensibility of a first ‘stroke.’



4. Archaeology in Essex and Wales

In July 1919 I was ‘disembodied.’ The War Office terminology
was cynically exact. For nearly five years | had achieved a litde
brief authority and a sizeable income—latterly, with field allow-
ances, something over £800 a year, which in those days was not a
negligible total. And now once more I was a Junior Investigator
under the Royal Commission on Historical Monuments (England)
and one of the lowliest of God's creatures. In effect, at the age of
twenty-nine I was for the first time (like so many others) confronted
with the overdue problems of a career. Also, I had a wife and a
small son,

Archacology. The day on which the Franks Studentship and
Sir Arthur Evans had combined to guide my foatsteps was irrevo-
cable, nor had 1 any desire to revoke it. Already I had a clear
enough idea as to where such ability as I possessed could most
usefully be employed. In the early summer of 1914 T had been
surveying for the Commission, under Professor F. J. Haverfield's
remote control (I never met him), the Roman remains of Essex.
My material might have been the content of a junk-shop, so in-
consequent and inconsiderable was it. To continue indefinitely to
toy with such disjecta was mere foolery; something practical had
to be done to bring reason into the chaos, and done quickly, for
I'was already oppressed with the brevity of life. Amongst the scraps
with which I was dealing were vague references, mostly of the
eighteenth century, to remains of a Roman building near Pleshey
in central Essex, and in what passed for a museum at Chelmsford
were fragments of Roman ‘Arretine’ pottery from the site. Now
Arretine pottery, made in Italy, passed out of circulation within
two or three years of the Roman invasion of Britain in A.D. 43, and
a site which produced such pottery must therefore have been in
very early contact with the Roman world. Here was an obvious
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starting-point for the ordering of Roman Essex. I hurried down to
Pleshey.

The village of Pleshey, in the depths of the Essex countryside,
is little visited today, but is in fact a nomble spor. Above it towers
a great Norman castle-mound, with a bailey alongside and, beyond
that, the crescentic outline of the old Surgus in a singular state of
preservation. The place was originally held by the De Mandevilles,
but passed to the De Bohuns, who, as Earls of Essex, were the great
family hereabouts during much of the Middle Ages. It was not,
however, in the réle of medieval historian that I made my way there
in 1914, but as an ardent young classic in search of Roman Britain.
Alss, T could not find it. The site had long been forgotten, had
melted into the landscape. It was just possible that one old, old man
might remember it. He was bed- or chair-ridden, that was the
trouble, and couldn’t move out of his house. I ordered a horse and
trap and sought out the ancient. |

I found him in his cottage, folded into a chair. He must have
been something like ninety years old, but, even in decay, rarely
have I seen a finer, more aristocratic face, a mien of greater dignity.
T was presented to ‘Mr. Boon,’ and I started at the name. Of course;
here was the last of the Bohuns, whose castle lay in the trees beyond.

From which side of the blanket the old cotmger’s forebears had
come was of no matter; here, withour shadow of doubt, was a true
descendant and simulscrum of an earl who had led at Crécy. It was,
1 hope, with an added reverence that I helped to lift him into the
waiting trap. We trundled off down the road until quietly told 10
stop. The Fitzboon was pointing over the hedgerows to the exict
wmwhm,hymbugpa&,hehadplanghedinmﬂiehuﬁ:d
walls.

Iamngdmmmminﬁugnmmdigthcsimonbdmlfuﬁh:
Morant Club of Essex. On August the 4th the Kaiser Wilhelm IT
intervened. The site is still untouched by modern hands.

The next archaeological episode occurred in 1917. In that year
my field-howitzer battery was stationed for a short time in the
barracks at Colchester, preparing Most Secretly to be placed on a
barge and landed by night behind the German lines on the Belgian
coast. My dreams were haunted by a conglomerate vision of myself
in the dual réle of Julius Caesar and the standard-bearer of the
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1oth Legion leaping into the surf between Nieuwport and Ostend
whilst the Western Front crumpled up and the Kaiser rushed to
proffer me the hilt of his sword. Happily for myself, the Germans
got wind of the projected landing and it was abandoned. Mean-
while, during the summer evenings I was quietly conducting an
offensive upon the Balkerne Gate of Colchester, without contra-
dicting the rumour that I was in fact building an anti-Zeppelin
shielter.

The circumstances were these, The Balkerne Gate is one of the
most upstanding relics of Roman Britin, and had been the entry
into the Roman city from the London road. A large part of it was,
and is, covered by a public-house, but in 1914 a local antiquary
hiad dug into the more accessible portions of the gate and had even
begun to probe beneath the superincumbent inn. War and the death
ufllmauﬁm:aryinquﬁﬁmha&luftﬂmwurkmﬁnishedmd
unpublished. Now, with the concurrence of the Colchester Corpora-
tion, T undertook the tasks of clearing up the mess and producing
some sort of a report.

My modus operandt was to detail, evening by evening, three or
four volunteers from my battery and, with their aid, to make what
sense 1 could of the untidy burrows. The nucleus of my gang was
my groom, a professional groom of melancholy but co-operative
nature, and one nfmyg;mn:m,MnWﬂt,whuhadbmmth:
Slade School and was not of a noticeably military turn of mind. To
&mawﬁ:tyofhodiesmnddnd,mdlmhyamhmlngkal
rescarch than by the homely noises of—and subsequent participa-
tion in—the revelry of the tap-room overhead. The excavation, if
such it can be called, was conducted largely on our backs by candle-
light and was anything but a model of scientific method. But we at
least did not do any irreparable damage, and ultimately produced
ip]mdmigmdmmlmﬁlﬂmmnlufﬂrpnhlk-hm
should facilitate corrections and additions. The whole operation
was one of salvage, and now, thirty-six years later, our sketchy
plan is still the only record available. The affair was pleasantly
rounded off by the Corporation with a surprising resolution ot
thanks, which, formidably engrossed and sealed, is amongst my
treasured possessions.

This brings me back to 1919; but, before proceeding with my
e
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chronicle, 1 must here recapitulate some of the thoughts which
were passing through my mind in that year of decision. First, it
wdmrtnmcthatm:nﬂtadvminmnknnwleﬁg:ufhmm
achievement outside the historical field was dependent upon fresh
and methodical discovery, and that fresh discovery in great measure
meant fresh digging. In Romano-British studies, which to me, 35 a
classic, were the starting-point, Haverfield had carried synthesis
pretty nearly as far as it could be carried on the existing evidence.
In other branches of insular archaeology, much more work of the
kind awaited attention: work such as Lord Abercromby, for
muph!mdﬂmdymnﬁdwtmﬂmégepumy.ﬂutﬂ:m
hﬂnﬂhﬂlﬁfﬂuﬁiﬂ:m}rimmdiampuwicw,and,hjmymh
was sufficiently evident that there 100 the stimulus of controlled
&imﬂvuymmurgmtmed.ﬁndasllmkedmundmewim
:hm:&luuglﬁh:myhmd,twuuﬂmrfaﬂummcknutami]mm
first was the utter inadequacy of the pre-war techniques for the
recovery and analysis of buried material. At Wroxeter under
].RBmhr—anwhadhemgmpingmw:rdsmmd'&ugaliuk
more adequate, inspired, as each generation formnately is, by a
filial contempt for our elders. But then the First German War had
blotted us out. That was the second factor: we had been blotted out.
Those{nmﬂ'ﬁrnnlyuiﬂnh:mildmmlﬁuufﬂx&mndﬂm
War can have litrle appreciation of the carnage which marked its
prudm.lth:rypimlhmmnmﬂnqofﬁveunivusiw:mdmm
who worked together in the Wroxeter excavations of 1913, one
onlysunrivedth:w.ltsuhppcnﬂdﬂmtbesuﬂimwmﬂdﬂ
Inut}mtﬁdlfﬁmﬁ.w.ﬂhphmmdﬂ.ﬂ.ﬁ.cmwﬁrd.hﬂdl
of whom became the closest of my friends. But in my own rather
ill-defined province, a sense of isolation was already apparent to me
in 1919; in what followed it became a dominant element.
'I'tumchnimlprobkmm:hcimmedhmhur&h.ﬁslponﬁmﬂ
mmupnuh,ﬁmmr:pmzhdllm:me.lmﬁﬁdlymuﬂﬂ
sequence of thought. Between 1880 and 1900 General Pirt Rivers
in Cranborne Chase had brought archaeological digging and
mrdhtgwamnuhhkd:grunfpﬂfmﬁnu,mdhndprﬁmwﬂ
his methods and results meticulously in several imposing volumes.
Then what? Nothing. Nobody paid the slightest attention to the
old man. One of his assistants had even proceeded to dig up 3
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like-village much as Schliemann had dug up Troy or St. John Hope
Silchester: like potatoes. Not only had the clock not gone on, but
it had been set back. What had happened ?

True, individuals here and there had done creditable work during
the decade following the general’s death. James Curle had dug
up Roman camps and forts ar Newstead, near Melrose, with no
ordinary skill, and had published his report munificently. Bushe-Fox
at Hengistbury Head in Hampshire had produced a rational sequence
of cultures and a number of penetrating ideas, though his recording
never, then or later, approached the standard of Pitt Rivers. More
typical of the age, at the Roman military depot near Corbridge
in Northumberland there had, about 1907-8, been a nebulous
free-for-all which has recently been illuminated by Sir Leonard
Woolley. Writing in 1953, he tells us* that his own first experience
of digging was in this Corbridge enterprise:

‘[ know only too well [he says] that the work there would
have scandalized, and rightly scandalized, any British archaeolo-
gist of today. It was however typical of what was done forty-five
years ago. . . . The committee naturally appealed 10 Professor
Haverfield as the leading authority on Roman Britain and he, as
he had intended to take a holiday on the Roman Wall, agreed to
supervise the excavations. Somebody, of course, had to be put in
chsrgenfﬂwmrkaud...ﬂmu:ﬁeldm:gcﬂwithﬁirﬁnhur
Evnm,tlml{ueperofthcﬂshmnhnhimmn,ﬂmllhmldgu
to Corbridge. In point of fact, T had never so much as seen an
excavation, 1 had never studied archaeological methods even
E:mnh-uo]:s(ﬂuremmnﬂmﬂm:dmlingﬁdiﬂu
subject) . . . I was very anxious to learn, and it was a disappoint-
ment to me that Haverfield only looked in at the excavations one
duyiuthcweekmdthmmmnmmdnnlymkmwﬂmhad
been found—1 don't think that he ever criticized or corrected
Such was my technical inheritance when, in the latter part of

1919, T peered anxiously into the future. Manifestly, my path

dﬁtbu'h]rhackwuds,mrhrfnrgnm:nm&anknfﬂmbom

Chase, before advancing to new methods and skills. But first T must
v Spadewark (London, 1953), pp- 14 L
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clear up this matter of a career. Listing seventeenth-century cottages
for the Commission was great fun, but it led nowhere either pro-
fessionally or financially. Finance was my immediate worry. 1 went
to (Sir) George Duckworth, the Commission’s secretary—a smooth
Edwardian placeman with a fair knowledge of wine but none what-
ever of archaeology—and demanded more pay. His reply was
‘Come out to lunch,’ and we proceeded to discuss, not pay, but
Jobster mayonnaise and Sauternes at the Garrick Club. On the way
baﬂ:,umpamd:hmugthﬁlg;aquunmhebeamdupunmc
and said that there was no hope whatever of my advancement. Did
1 realize that there had been a war? I tumed angrily upon him (he
had himself spent the war in various comfortable and evasive nests
in Whitehall), thanked him abruptly for his lunch, and went my
way. An hour afterwards my eye lighted upon an advertisement for
candidates for a joint post of Keeper of Archaeclogy in the National
Museum of Wales and Lecturer in Archaeology in the University
College at Cardiff. Still fuming with frustration, I sat down and
applied for the vacancy, rather as a means of letting off steam than
with any expectation or indeed hope of success. I had never heard
of the National Museum of Wales, did not know where Cardiff was
unmcmap,mdhadngmwingdislﬂnenfmumm

Why I was appointed to the Cardiff posts is still hidden from me.
My principal competitor was an established museum-curator of
mmmmmdlhadmmafmmﬁﬁmﬂon.lmmamﬁnm
the interview with a heart of lead, not becauee T had failed but
bécause T had succeeded. Apart from a handsome civic centre, the
streets of Cardiff seemed unbearably mean and dingy, the people in
them unbelievably foreign and barbaric. For the moment I yearned
for London as never before. Having said that, 1 must hasten to add
that my following six years (1920-26) in Cardiff were both busy
and happy ones, and that the kindliness with which Wales received
a stranger in its midst is unforgerable.

Of the administrative aspects of my work there T will say little
although duyhﬂnwdhrgcatmeﬁm.ﬁtymm:i:ﬂymfolﬁi
first, to secure some general acceptance in Wales at large of a
“National' Museum situated in the cosmopolitan, un-Welsh and
peripheral city of Cardiff; and secondly to bring the museum
itself into physical existence. To these two aspects I might add a
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third: to secure for archasology a recognized place in the curriculum
of the Welsh University, where | was now the first holder of the
first lectureship in the subject. A little may be said of each of the two
former matters in turn.

First, Wales versus Cardiff. The intense local patriotisms of a
mountain-divided country with indifferent communications were
(and are) natural and proper. Wales, save when united in opposition
to England, was an aggregate of parish pumps rather than a nation.
The thirteen counties could not for 2 moment be expected of their
own volition to focus on Cardiff; the last thing that the mountins
were prepared to do was to come to Mahomet. It was for Mahomet
to go to the mountains. And if for Mahomet we substitute a young
and rather determined Englishman, that is what happened. My
senior colleagues were sometimes disturbed at my frequent absences
in the hills, but I knew that my policy was right. By lectures,
excavations and other contacts I took the museum into the highways
and byways of Wales, and eventually, by offering practical
assistance to the poor little local museums up and down the country,
built up a Welsh federation of museums with the National Museum
in the chair and periodical training-schools at Cardiff. I even
produced a book on Prehistoric and Roman Wales, to give some-
thing of a general picture of the values of Welsh archacology as a
whole. It was not a good book; it was scribbled hastily in railway
carriages and country inns during 1923 and 1924; but it was better
than anything that had gone before and in some measure served its
frankly political purpose, as a primary medium of integration.
Looking back on it and on the utter negation from which it
emerged as a germ of future achievement, 1 am less dissatisfied with
hﬁmnsﬁg}e-nﬁndedmdmﬁeﬂucduthmhﬂﬂnﬁgh
and duty to be.

To the excavations which T have mentioned I shall retumn.
Meanwhile I pass for a moment to the more domestic problems of
the new museum. In 1920 the building was a facade backed by
concrete and scaffolding. Most of the collections were still housed
or stored in a murky suite in the city library. Work on the new
structure had ceased and the building-fund was £22,000 in debt.
Everything had come to a standsdll. After a profitable war, Cardiff
was suffering a financial setback which augured ill.
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When in 1924 1 was elevated at the age of thirty-three to the
Dimcmrshipufthcmmﬂun,mgnaﬁunhﬂdsﬂlnwilhaniirnf
permanency, The situation was a challenge to the new Director;
chance and Sir William Reardon Smith, Bart.—but especially Sir
William Reardon Smith, Bart.—enabled him to meet it. 1 have never
mmunmdicharamrmth:sam:ﬁln:m:idlinﬂpﬂ'imm,m
shrewd, and withal so simple, so unspoilt, and so generous as
ufRﬂrdthmittL‘WhmIknzwhimhewrhchmﬂuftb:
largest and most successful fleet of cargo-ships then running, and
he owed his success to his personal inside knowledge of the business
from fo'c’sle to counting-house in all parts of the world. He had
been homn in a cotmage at Appledore in Devon and as a youngste
hadbnmmtmmasmhin—boyufabﬁg.lnthmdapd‘m
captain personally provided the victuals for the crew and made
what he could out of the deal. Young Smith on his first day was
mtmth:g;ﬂleymtryhisapprm:ic:hnndatpef]jngthepuum
By and by the captain came down and, observing substantial slices
nfpumtnadhningmthepoelmmehmkﬂ,sdmdsmmhyﬂm
scmﬁofﬂmmckmdkickndhhnmagelyinmﬂmﬁgiug.'ﬂmif
T'd peeled those pomtoes properly and economiclly, 1 should be
in the cookhouse still,’ added old Sir William. T owe a lot to that
captain.’ Smith had later commanded a number of cargo-vessels
andEmllyhmghuhzﬂe:tltummﬂuymgethimguringm&w
nganfhistrxvthandtuhmﬂwmpumnfthewﬂdmﬂnﬁhh
tongue with all the poetry of Homer's *Catalogue of Ships.’ We
became great friends.

On my appointment events happened in speedy succession. A
private visit to the Treasury in Whitehall resulted in a substantial
hcrﬂseinﬂmﬂﬂvmmmtgmm,mdamhs:qmmupmmc
hﬂwemmwdfmdﬂwmmmmmm{amdﬁshﬂlﬂdﬂ-
uran}lndm:htmigmﬁonuhhelannmddmappuinmd
Rur&nuﬁnﬁth,whum:rkdkisnppninmtbymmingmmf
alﬁmmdwﬁﬁngachequefm;:mm\ﬁ&luurdeht&nu
dﬂtﬂd,mappmiwh:mdmd.mdinafmwuhdwhuﬂdm
were once more at work. Gradually the great building took shape
andmufﬂumnmmdwnwunpmmdmwbﬁc-ﬂnﬁﬂ
ImgthuKklgwﬂdbehvimdmupmthumumminm.

mhaldmmmrymmmmalmmﬂnnﬂmcﬁcmdanﬁﬂﬂ
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work. The result had been a victorious answer to the challenge.
But what next? I sat back in my office with a sudden feeling of
deflation. 1 was thirty-five, and the rest of my life was already a
tramline. But now I had other idess, other plans in my head, a
scheme to which I shall come presently. London was necessary for
the development of that scheme. Already in 1921 I had declined an
invitation from Burke, Garter King of Arms, to join the College of
Arms in Queen Victoria Street as Bluemantle Pursuivant. At that
time I had not been ready to return to London; my work in Wales
had only just begun, and, moreover, the picturesque but two-
dimensional life of a Herald had little permanent appeal for me.
But one moming in 1926 a letter from (Sir) Charles Peers in
London invited me to the Keepership of the London Museum in
St. James's. This time I accepted. I felt that now I could depart with
a clear conscience. Behind me I should leave a going concem; 1
could leave also a successor in whom I had absolute faith, for on my
promotion to the Directorship (Sir) Cyril Fox had been persuaded
to come from Cambridge to assume the Keepership of Archacology,
and he (I was determined) should now take charge. A whisper in
my ear hastened my resolution. It was now or never, and in July
of that year Tessa and I left Cardiff with many and genuine personal
regrets but with an inward assurance of right judgment.

It is time to return to the archaeology from which these affairs
of administration constituted an increasing and not particularly
congenial diversion. In 1920 my wenue had been moved from Essex
to Wales but my purpose remained unchanged: namely, to integrate
a given portion of Roman Britain by selective excavation, and at
the same time to evolve an adequate technique with Cranborne
Chase, not Corbridge or even Wroxeter, as my pattern. Opportu-
« nity awaited me. Excavations had been begun in the Roman fort of
Segontium, overlooking Caernarvon, and in 1921 I was asked to
take them over. Apart from some slight exploration in Colchester
in 1919, this was the first serious work of the kind that had come my
way, and the chance was gladly seized simultaneously to deal with
the historical problems of a site which was pivotal in the Roman
occupation of Wales and to evolve the necessary techniques for

The book which, through the benevolent offices of Sir Vincent
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Evans and the Honourable Seciety of Cymmrodorion, ensued with
reasonable promptitude as Segontim and the Roman Occupation of
Wales sufficiently contains our answer to both problems. I repro-
duce as a sample a key-section drawn in 1922 through the cellar or
strong-room in the headquarters building of the fort. The section
displays a certain crudity but, with the privilege of advancing age,
1 can say that it has all the right stuff in it: the clear interleaving of
mecrlgimlstmcrur:wiﬂ;dmd coins, the cascade of vegetable
mould which stresmed down the steps when the building was
deserted and more or less roofiess, the infilling of masonry debris
when lhEgnﬂiSDnremnmdyﬁtSnﬂ:ﬂwﬂrdﬁanddﬂredﬂld rebuilt
the strucrure, and the successive floorings (with their significant
contents) with which the cellar was ultimately filled and sealed.
The whole bones of the matter are there and at this late date it is
fair to boast that, ar the time, our sections were unap
anywhere for expressiveness and integrity. Later, of course, such
Wdrk—mﬂhem—mmheummammufmuﬁn:.

Ar Squnﬁumonnsmﬂllmlew:bcgan,mn,ﬂm association
with students which was to enter into our normal practice. 1
remember (as 1 have said) being deeply conscious at this time of
our loneliness in the field of archaeological excavation and of the
responsibility which the hazards of the age had thrust upon our
uhmﬂ&u&ltqumnmim&m—mwﬁmlhawmrm
forsaken—to gather the younger generation about me in all my
fieldwork, to inculcate it with a controlled enthusiasm, and to give
itinﬂmfmmﬁwmgeamufdincﬁmyurnlmﬂuhhenm'
for direction. In return, these young people have served as a re-
current hlood-transfusion into my own work. Whether in England
or Wales, in France urt]mEas:,thqr}mv:hnmcnmmgdw
work with me in their tens and hundreds, and my debt to them is
beyond acknowledgment. There are lone workers in i
but T pity them. The instinct for transmission is a quality essential
to the complete mind as to the complete body; and the pleasure of
nurturing the young idea, watching its early flights, and ultimately

almost losing sight of it in the upper air, is an honest vanity
not lightly to be contemned or forgone.

OF the few whom we assembled at this early date (1921-23)
at Segun&um,twunamnssm:duutnhmuﬂm Richmond, then
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a young undergraduate of Corpus but already alive with the
intellectual agility and imagination which were to distinguish his
mature scholarship; and Victor Nash-Williams, one of my first
pupils at Cardiff and subsequently Cyril Fox's successor in the
Keepership of Archaeology at the National Museum and in the
lectureship at the Cardiff college. Nowadays, I am at least as much
d:ei:pupilasﬂnyﬂmmmnﬁne,m&lhwenﬂﬂmmdmvﬂu:
their early friendship.

The completion of our work at Segontium and the light
which it threw upon North Wales turned our minds inevitably to
the South, the archaeological bias conforming nicely with the
political need for alternation between what may be loosely called
the two halves of the Principality. The map and reconnaissance
directed us to the Roman fort near Brecon on the fishful river of
Usk. There, in an attractive countryside, was a place which, in
Epitenfitsprcsmtﬂeduniml.imdheenihusynudalpuhninr}w
Roman road-system; its history could not fail to reflect that of
South Wales as a whole. We knew something of its ancient garrison,
im'alr}fregimmtrﬂhedoﬁginﬂlyinsm.ﬂeﬁdlﬂwnﬂgh-
bouring Roman road a tall tombstone, battered and weatherbeaten,
gave a ghostly personality to the scene. And incidentally T had
observed the temperamental river boiling with fish during that
strange ten-minute ‘rise’ which mms the quiet Brecon water
suddenly into a noisy battlefield at sundown. A complacent owner
and a co-operative tenant sealed our purpose.

For two summer seasons (1924-25) we worked at the Brecon
Gnr,nn&ﬂuﬁtepm&madalhhﬂwdmmdadaﬂ:,ﬁnmmjr
annmnarkﬁgr.ln:g:ﬁammmphunﬂnﬂmmfm
mﬂrcmprmmdﬁmsnmhammmpﬂﬂof&guﬂﬁnmlt
also pointed to the next inevitable step: the examination of the
Erﬁtiegiunaryfummﬁomwhkhﬂmﬁmmdlu&]lu“hﬂ
dcpmdeﬁ,mitmﬂrpmhﬂﬁikﬁngusuflsmghmd.m
time had come to grasp the hand itself.

Butlhuwnmqlﬁmﬁnhhrdwiththcﬁrmﬁw.ﬂnthe
whole, it was, I suppose, the happiest and least anxious of all my
mmgrhmﬁmngstmyﬂudmnﬂaﬂtlhwaﬁvﬂmmquf
two young Wykehamists from New College, Christopher Hawkes
and Nowell Hfrﬁ:ﬂﬂ:ﬁlﬂl,r_huﬂi:ﬂlmddﬂﬂﬂﬁnnd, the other
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more sedate and reflective, but with a lively twinkle in his eye. The
one was a perfect antithesis, or, rather, complement of the other,
and I like to think that this happy conjunction of the stars is a con-
tinuing on of a university where one is now the Professor
of European Archaeology and the other Bodley's Librarian.

And another memory of those Brecon days is of the Flinders
Petries, who came down and stayed with us on one of their rare
holidays. The term *holiday” is a relative one. Petrie’s mind never
‘let up’ for an instant. He had chosen “stone circles’ and caimns for
hishnlidayraﬁk,m&mnnﬁnguﬁermnminghewuuldgnuﬂ‘hm
rhnlamismpewirhﬂiissetpurpme.ﬂnthzﬂmdaylmkcdhhn
whathﬁmm:nuh:prupwdmmkewithhim.ﬁhuknfln:ﬂ'ﬂhle
cunning came into his eyes as he produced a single slender bamboo
pm-eﬁcknn&—aviﬁﬁng-mrd.Thcpca-sﬁck,hesuid,phnmdintbe

gave him the line, whilst the visiting-eard, sighted carefully
along two of its sides, gave him a right-angle. At night after dinner,
hyth:ljghturfmnﬂ-lm;l,hemﬂgetuutzmtcbnnkmn—
ui:ﬁng]imsufmmuremmmmulﬂngﬁ'umhis day’s work in the
field, and, with the help of a logarithm-table, would ultimately
reduce them to a schematic diagram.

Iremllthissmryuann'ious,rathﬂ'hmsldtl}ghtmdu
paradoxical character of a man whose microscopically precise
measurements of the pyramids of Gizeh are almost legendary. By
his incredible ingenuity complex problems were liable to be
mﬂ:mdnnuﬁvdyshnplemﬂwmmubk.mdmﬁ:pmblm
might be tangled into inextricable complexities. But he was a genius
in the full sense of that abused term. Younger generations have
sometimes blamed him for sinning against their own standards,
forgetful that the immense strerch of his working life extended
]mga&whi&pcdndnf‘mulkcmﬂrcmpﬁvmhndpmmhwt
might as well blame Xerxes for not deploying torpedo-boats at
Salamis, or Napoleon for attacking the British squares with cavalry
immdufmhhn—ngmiefnqghtwimﬂuwm;umﬂmhﬂ
knew or himself invented, and in his youth fought better than any
of his contemporaries in the East.

Hhmmﬁngmh:ﬂhmyhﬂmﬂnmyufhhn.hmyﬂm
afterwards, early in :mwhmlhappem:lmhc:ngagadupnﬂ
fieldwork of a non-archaeological kind in Egypt. Petrie had then
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been living for several years in Palestine, and one day T heard
somehow or other that he was dying. I took twenty-four hours’
leave, drove across Sinai to Jerusalem, and made my way to the
hospital where Petrie in his eighty-ninth year lay placidly upon his
death-bed. The picture of him is stamped on my mind. He was
swathed in white sheets, and a sort of urban of white linen was
about his head. His grey beard and superb profile gave him the
aspect of a Biblical patriarch. His mind was running even faster
than was its wont, as though it had a great distance still to cover
before the approaching end. In the course of ten minutes it ranged
without pause over a wide variety of matters, from the copper
implements of Mesopotamia to the lethal incidence of the malarial
mosquito at Gaza, I left the room quietly, my brain stretched by the
immensity and impetus of a mind for which there were no trivialities
in life and no place of respite.

But to return to Wales and 1926. In such moments as could be
snatched from the busy routine of the museum, I was preparing
thzwayfﬂrmumckunt}wleglmaryfumﬂsnt&n-iﬂm.lmm
diately outside the fortress lay the great oval hollow which the
village folk knew as ‘King Arthur's Round Table’ but was less
romantically the site of the Roman amphitheatre. Here was a
suitable starting-point: a familiar site, free from encumbrance, one
likely to attract the considerable funds required for a long-term
pmgﬂmmeofwrk.lmnmnudthﬂpm}nctmﬁum

Th:fuilnwhgnigmlwzunpuhﬁcdinn:rh{:udiﬁwhml
wnmlhdu:th:mlephmu.'hlr.ﬂ.uf&mﬂm’f_vﬂaﬂspuﬁng,
:hmnﬁntﬁmphlﬁeauenf}nmlmmmingdumhythenm
mh,mlmyuuatnﬁdnighti'ﬂyﬁwmhumaﬁﬂmiﬂnlghx
the Daily Mail had agreed to finance the excavation of ‘King
Arthur’s Round Table’ (to the tune ultimately of some thousands
of pounds) in return for exclusive news. | am glad to place on
rmdnutmﬂyﬂmlibumlit}'butnlmﬂmiibuﬂﬁpiﬂtwhhwﬁdl
M%Mﬂﬁuﬂmﬁhiﬂ:ofﬂ:h@h&ﬂmw&hﬂ
happened ? ‘Whythhuupmmdmmdmaguuuftheduﬂyﬁm
as patrons of British archaeology ?

Themiunt.hiﬁnk.diﬂimlnﬂurlmdingmwxppﬂhﬂ
Ilrﬂdjrhadﬂl:mmprimmmr:ﬂmexdmiwﬂﬂnufpublhhing
Lord Carnarvon’s excavation of Tutankhamin's tomb, and the
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resultant reports had captured the popular imagination. Archaeology
had, almost overnight, acquired a new market-value, and it is fair
to say that, since that time, it has maintained its hold upon the
public. The Press, films, radio, and now television, have all mken
it up, and for my part I wholcheartedly welcome this development.
Years before Turankhamtin came to the rescue, G. M. Trevelyan
had been protesting that ‘if historians neglect to educate the public,
if they fail to interest it intelligently in the past, then all their
historical learning is valueless except in so far as it educates them-
selves.’ And apart from everything else, today the public has every
right to its archaeology, palatably garnished; for the days of private
patronage are over, and most field-archaeology now comes directly
out of our rates and taxes, whether we like it or no. It is only fair
to add that in the budgets of other countries State-archaeology long
loomed more amply than in our own.

In :g:ﬁ,ﬂun,begmﬂmmvnﬂunnf{:aﬂlmn,whichlm
continued intermittently ever since with illuminaring results. Tessa
toak charge of the very considerable task of excavating the amphi-
theatre, and subsequently Aileen Fox, Christopher Hawkes, and,
ahove all, V. E. Nash-Williams, continued within the old fortress
itself. Meanwhile, in the latter days of my directorship at Cardiff,
my mind had been turning increasingly to the need for systematic
miuinginadis:ipﬁmwhkﬂlwﬂnowmugingﬁ-nmtb:&qwﬁa
stage and was incidentally now in the public eye. Students were
increasing in numbers; archaeological posts were slowly beginning
to multiply. Something had to be done about it, and, looking round
in my war-depleted generation, I could see no one but myself to do
it—such was the poverty of the land. During the early months of
1926 T drew upad:uﬂe&s:hmmfnraunims&tylus&mteuf
Archaeology such as nowhere existed in this country. The scheme
seemed to me at the time a very easy and convincing one: all we
needed was the money, and we knew exactly how much. I was an
optimist; in fact, it was ten years before the scheme could be
partially realized, It had to be insinuated into a massive university
system where the new was inevitably (and rightly) regarded as a
rival and a challenge to the old and was not therefore lightly
admissible. In July 1926 we moved to London and got to work.

- - -
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Here I must pause for a moment. It would be improper to leave
Wales without a friendly and filial postseript. When, twenty years
later, I was suddenly called upon to face the immeasurably greater
and more complex problems of the Archacological Survey of
India, T was constantly aware of the extent to which my Welsh
experience had prepared and trained me. Wales in parve presented
just that internal diversity of interests and loyalties which charac-
terizes the Indian sub-continent, and the problems of centralized
administration from New Delhi were to offer surprising parallels
to the problems of centralized administration from Cardiff. Com-
pﬂabklomlmmpiﬁonnftheinuudcrhadmh:mm,mphn-
sized in both contexts by the fact that the central agent was an
Englishman and a foreigner. Emphasized, but not always aggravated
h}rﬂlatfant;ﬁ:rinhuthmuntﬁeslhwefmndﬂmmesympa&uﬂ:
foreigner, transcending local antagonisms, was not necessarily
unwelcome as an unbiased intervener. .

Wiales, too, brought me closely into touch with that immensely
variegated and infinitely fascinating phenomenon which is mis-
leadingly simplified as ‘the general public.’ To this, war service had
necessarily been a rough-and-ready introduction, distorted by
special circumstance. Now, in Wales, it was my specific function
mhﬁngthcmandsdmmmﬂmmyriadﬂ:mhuldsnf'ﬂm
general public.' And this, up to a considerable point, could be done
nnlyinthcmmﬁmlm,hypemmalvﬁmim[mul!m
extreme instance.

In:g::,whmlwwurﬁngaICMNM.ldcd&dmpmz-
trate into the almost unknown recesses of Bardsey Island. With me
went my friends Alfred Clapham and Wilfrid Hemp (then Inspector
of Ancient Monuments for Wales), and a local acquaintance,
Shi:{eylmms,whuin:muharﬂempmtdadwdﬁveusmﬁm
Erdemmmlﬁl!ageufﬁhmiamu,ﬂﬂth:mdufﬂmﬂqumimuh.
Inth:d.is:am:e,ﬂucearfuurmikazwn}r.h}r&uishndiuﬂ:
mormng haze.

anhy&mshmm.tlheﬂudwyliuml}'mmnﬁlﬁuﬂ"
the Caernarvonshire mainland, and it might seem no great exploit
to traverse that modest strait. But in fact it is a marter which requires
ﬁluuglztmidpmpmuﬂﬂn.mcmmhrh:mmﬂu'mhm
fierce and formidable; add an ill-favoured wind, and the island is
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inaccessible. On one occasion H.M. school-inspector, having
scrambled on to the island, was unable to leave it for three tedious
weeks, in spite of the superhuman efforts of the islanders to get rid
of him. The story is told of a Lord Newborough of a cynical mrn
of mind—the Newboroughs have long owned the island—who
enjoined in his will, under sundry dire sanctions, that he should be
buried on the island on the anniversary of his death, neither a day
sooner nor a day later. The anxious heir, his eye on the sanctions,
had one course open to him—to build, at extravagant cost, an all-
weather landing-stage on the island, not otherwise could trans-
ihipmﬂitbﬂgum-ameed.'l'hemaﬁivttimhemwedﬂmmd
locked into position; bills for hundreds of pounds were incurred;
:hehiddmdaym.ﬁ:rewm:ahrﬂthnfwind,mﬂﬂm
hmmmdpoetmufdh:w:hemhndedau}mrlmunﬂuiﬁlud
ﬁthmﬂmyuunofhnding-sug:lltissaidtha:,asthnycarﬁadtb:
wﬁnz&:ﬂm,&ubem'ﬂsmuldhm:ﬂuuldmm:hu:ﬂingfﬁﬂy
within. He at least had had his money’s worth.

But his tomb is not the only monument which adoms the island.
Nearby, he or one of his line set up an imposing *Celtic’ cross to
commemorate the ‘twenty thousand saints’ buried thereabouts.
Bardsc}rmus:mmlyhavebunassuin:lyasﬂnmnm]l.The:gﬁumm
is,huwem,mthtam:im:mmmtzr}*,nnwmrkfdb}rnjagge&
fragment of medieval masonry, which goes back to a happy age
wh:naﬂmligim:sm;}:mf«wsaﬁm&minlythekmudﬁnlw
successors have been content with a less exacting standard of
attainment. Indeed, towards the end of the eighteenth century
rhingaha&mm:msunhapnss:hitﬂmlmrdﬂewhumughofﬂm
day decided to impose a constitution upon the island. On the
nmmd&ay,thegmnyufﬂamﬂwmhimwiﬂ:ﬂumhluhrdﬂ
ﬂmirhuad,miledmtheishndinnﬂmtﬂf)ﬂu,mdpnﬁdpﬂﬂd
in a Coronation. The oldest reprobate on the island was selected
for the office and was solemnly crowned by his lordship with a tall
crown made of coloured glass and improvised brasswork, which I
believe still survives somewhere or other. Thereafter the king,
doubtless suarum legum simul auctor ac perversor, Was
fmdh&plhmnnthcizhnd,m&mmionmmmﬂh‘y:hcﬁﬂﬂ-

Mﬂmﬁmufmyvisir,rgu,d:mwmﬂiﬂahuutadﬂm
ﬁmﬂiunnd::‘alarﬂ,disuﬂ:nmdinthcsnmﬂ&mummddufﬂd
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of the cairn-capped ‘mountain’ which lends a little distinction to the
place. Out on a level spit is the lighthouse, but the lighthouse men
had no truck whatsoever with the islanders and in no sense ‘be-
lnugad.'ﬁukingiymmssinnwasaﬁ]luninmrmpmdthm@ld:m
had recently been a change of tenant. At the outbreak of the 1914
war the islanders had met under their previous king and had
declared themselves a neutral power. I believe, indeed, that they
went further and actually proferred their allegiance to the Kaiser
Wilhelm 11 in a document which was intercepted and is still pre-
served. Consistently, they took no part in the conflict until 1918,
when a boatload of seasick policemen landed on the island and
forcibly removed those of military age. Meanwhile, the islanders
had not been inactive in other directions. Sinkings by U-boats in
the Irish Sea had been numerous, and much wreckage, including an
appreciable quantity of alcoholic liquor, found its way to the shores
of the island. The inhabitants, and not least their king, proceeded
(sui:ismld}mﬂpluiuhuinmﬁnmmmdlmmuhuhytg:a
ﬂlcldnghadreachﬂdmadvumdsmgcufﬂmhu!—i:pnimningmd
was no fit leader of his flock. Attempts were made by those who
concern themselves with such things to induce him 1o leave the
island and ‘enter an institution.’ Not unnaturally, the old man
refused, and did so with some spirit. Eventually, however, even his
insular friends decided that the time had come, and, after much
mmulmﬁnn,ﬁcyhitupannm.ﬂnﬂmmninhnduppuﬁnth:
island they built a formidable caim of empty beer-harrels. They
ﬂi:ﬂmrﬁedthgpournldmmuutnfhishnmmdmhisdhnpm
indicated the promised land. “Take me to it,’ he said faintly, and,
fnrugﬁtﬂutisknuwn,ﬁwaemhislmwmds.ﬂuwnkm
ashore and hurried in an ambulance to an inglorious death-bed in
the Pwilheli workhouse, A successor was promptly elected to the

On the shore at Aberdaron our motor-launch had not arrived.
Wcadjuumedmﬂsemighbwrhghmﬁgnﬂ:dnh:wulmhg
an old salt; with a mahogany face framed in whiskers. To our ‘good
mumhg'h:mﬂsafedagnmLUnbcmm,w:mplmishndhhghu
and were rewarded with another grunt. Then, after a long lapse,
he spoke slowly in a rather gruff Caernarvonshire singsong—
'Whundi:wmm:fmmf'lrulﬂymmm&'&rdlﬁ?ﬂmfog



Sull Digging 8o
thickened during another long pause, and then from the whiskers
came the terse sentiment ‘Al sorts comes from Cardiff,’ followed
by a skilful expectoration towards the door. Shortly afterwards
our pirate, without further speech, left the bar and made his way
down to the shore where a boy was preparing to hoist the sail in a
twenty-foot boat. The potman leaned over the bar: “That wass
th:mwKingufEmﬂsey,'hcmid,'hedmmlmuchlh
foreigners. So much we had inferred, but the prospects of our
forthcoming visit to the island kingdom were none the happier for
our new knowledge.

Eventually our launch arrived. In mid-channel we found the
Royal Barge becalmed and adrift. I stopped the launch and offered
a tow, which was grudgingly accepted. The gesture was nat
infructuous. When we landed, we were graciously beckoned by
His Majesty to the hospitality of his cotage, and when we left the
island that evening three lively lobsters of the most vivid ultra-
marine hue were put on board by Royal Command. During a long
and difficult journey back to Caernarvon through the rainy dark-
nm,thnlubsmmdlmnductedmunmsingbaﬂhnnth:back
seat of a lampless car. The lobster is a cunning and unprincipled

In those days of the early "rwenties it was not merely in North
Wales that local worthies and pundits had to be courted and
conciliated and reconciled to the new idea of national institutions.
Inthewuﬂl,Cmnﬂ;mshiumadmdﬂofhmmk,md,in
Ca:mmhanhirc,thrsalf—appniumdleaderinaﬁmmm—mhmﬂ
and social—relating to antiquity was a certain George Eyre Evans,
now gathered to his fathers. Eyre Evans was a Character. He had
m:ct.lbeljﬂre,hemaUnimﬁmminislu,huthndlnngdudimd
from that estate. His energy was unbeatable, and West Wales was
full of stories, true or apocryphal, of his unquenchable zest for
acquisition. A little eighteenth-century house in Carmarthen he
packed from basement to mfu&thamadl:ynfh&ﬂmmsaﬂd
cudm,nbminedmainlyfmmmnmu’yhouﬂonﬂummtshﬂﬁﬂﬂ
of pretexts, but including indiscriminately some objects of real
wrﬁuﬂeibllnwingmqwdiﬁwdﬁnmhimasamiﬂﬂf
disconnected remarks in conversation—a headlong, mixed conversi-
ﬁan,ﬁﬂmlikehismuaeum—unnmufﬂmlaatmcasiunﬂonwﬁal
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I saw him. I remember that he was attired as a boy scout, and his
little white, pointed, Captain-Kettle beard contrasted oddly but
characteristically with his boyish dress.

He had long proclimed that he was the last of his family save
for one venerable aunt, his ‘only relative in consanguinity.” To this
aunt he made an annual pilgrimage in the Devonshire cottage
where, in solitude, she impatiently awaited her end. Many years
pmﬁuuﬂynh:hadmkmuuumﬁcyfmﬂnpﬁunfﬂsbnmm
her decent burial, and annually she used to lament to ‘young
George' that she had not had her money’s worth. Ultimately the
time came, and George Eyre hastened to Devon to see that at last
she had value for her investment. The story that I now place on
record was, I would emphasize, told with complete ingenuousness
and directness. I have merely filled in a sufficiency of description to
complete the picture.

The terms of the assurance policy were, it appeared, that the old
lady should be cremated at Woking. George promptly hired a
motor-hearse; and as the loved one's father had been an officer in
d::Ruyaany,hnhuughtitpmpcrmatmympmemhkm
cover the coffin with 2 Union Jack. At dawn one morning he got in
beside the driver and they started off across the South of England.

Astheysetwr,anidmoc:mnitnﬂmrge.ldmmulmp
mmrﬁngmcmrg:;hisiin}:bnhnemlagadunimspirﬂ
mume,mdﬂn:aﬁ:nfﬁmspin!mad:wﬁunmanﬁqlﬁ:y.lt
now struck him that here was an opportunity such as had never
been offered to him and might never be offered to him again. He
hﬂme:upimrd&mﬁuuﬂanf&ghnd,mdhnmduply
conscious of lacunae in his knowledge. By the slightest deviations
ﬁﬂmwmaightmdm‘Wukingbcmuldnuwﬁllupmninnf
thcmurcimpurmofthﬁehmm}lnhudedhbhudhlﬁsm:p

A little later that morning, the incumbent of the benefice of
mewmﬁmﬁymﬁhy&ﬂwhmhﬁm
Iweufmmmpundphmouﬂumumﬂ&ehischuuh&nm.
ﬂmamudnnwmrhﬂmmdinithmﬁnparﬁﬂlymvu:d
byamhamlmlydnnmdﬂnim]uhﬁvimhmﬁlypm-
dumdhhdiuyhn&mﬂmdm;md,mhelmked.lﬁﬁmm
little white-bearded man emerged at a trot from the interior of the
huﬂ&hg,ﬁ:ﬂwndhyabmrhhnmmmmmmhpr



Sull Digging 82
into the hearse and drove off rapidly down the street. It is said that
for a long time the vicar did not dare 1o mention the phenomenon
to his friends.

An hour or more later, the ex-serviceman who guards the
imprisoned Stonehenge from its admirers, was idly scavenging
within the compound when he heard a vehicle approaching at high
speed. He paid lintle atention until a flash of colour passed the
corner of his eye. As he turned, the hearse swung noisily to a
standstill in the car-park on the opposite side of the road, the
Union Jack now rakishly aslant across the foot of the coffin. A
little man uﬁthnﬂ:msﬁ:tghmddeswﬂ:d,dnggingnfmhhnthe
submissive driver, slapped two sixpences down at the window of
&mhﬂ,uﬂmhndintuthnmedmdumﬂmmtatﬂxdmhh,
thciinhpmyd:.ﬂmd&ummnetusmm,missinguminthc
circnit; and, before the guardian could resume the processes of
nﬁumlﬂmught,thehmmdjppingduwnthnhﬂlinhﬁdlﬂng
flight towards Amesbury.

Alargeandrespcmﬁﬂcmwﬂhmd]imdﬂmappmachesmﬂﬂ
Woking Crematorium. Tt had scarcely assembled when it was aware
of a mud-splashed hearse approaching at an unconventional pace;
but, yes, it must be; there was the Union Jack—though only just—
and the crowd, satisfied if a little surprised, gravely doffed as the
vehicle dashed by. ‘He was always a one for punctuality,’ they said
wm:mnthuudtyﬂow]ymnwcdthm'rh:adgﬂr,‘huwhﬁﬂ'i
the mourners ?'

The crowd had filled the road in the process of dispersal, when
itﬂw:ppmu:hingﬁnmth:dirmﬁnnufthﬂsmﬁonnnﬁwﬂﬁ
mly:quipageuapmpﬂljrrelumspc:d,miﬁngﬂrlﬁﬂﬂ'
into the distance. The ranks opened and stood uneasily but respect-
fully as the polished cortége slowly passed on its mournful way.
A famous and popular smtesman, happily unaware of the rival
candidate who had belatedly preceded him a few minutes earlier 10
the poll, was bome smoothly onward to his last election.



5. London Again: the Institute of Archaeology

I Ma¥ recall that 1926 was for me a year of decision. For two years
I had been Director of the National Museum of Wales. The
museum’s very considerable financial debt had been wiped out,
the builders had replaced the duns in its gaunt scaffolded halls, the
future was assured: a great deal too firmly assured for the liking
of a young man with remoter and more presumptuous horizons. If
my boots were not to grow too large in Cardiff to enable me w0
jump out of them, T must jump now. I leapt therefore into the first
pair of shoes which presented themselves to me, back in London.
For a time, they pinched. London closed in upon us. The asphalr
of Carlisle Place blew cheerlessly into our little basement flat near
Victoria. The monstrous bank in Victoria Street was of a size and
magnificence in inverse ratio to the minute salary which H.M.
Treasury now deposited there as a grudging appreciation of my
services to the derelict London Museum; and, at the museum itself,
the robust Doric of the Cardiff shipowners was replaced by the
pedantries of an ancient courtier. But it was London. All the
&iemﬁﬁpnndmapaaﬁunnﬂiﬂ:lhﬂkﬁb:ﬁhﬂmin&:ﬂi&,
and indeed in Wales generally, were inadequate compensation (in
the eyes of a young man) for the limiting environment of the
Cambrian highlands. By the same token, an invitation which came
to me at this moment to be the first occupant of the recently
established Abercromby Chair of Prehistoric Archacology at
Edinburgh was unhesitatingly declined. For, as 1 have related
nbummypodmthn]gadwiﬂuheﬂupﬁmafﬁmlmﬁmmnf
Archaeology which was the next obvious step in the development
of our infant but growing science. And London was the only
possible milieu for such a project.

Not at once, however, could this new project be exposed to the
mldiighxnfnl.und&mwhntcnmhmlugy,miuduguinuf
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occasional Egyptology and a little classical art-history, was not yet
even on the university curriculum. A suitable climate had to be
created, and this was not achieved in a day. The London Museum
had to be cleaned, expurgated, and catalogued; in general, turned
from a junkshop into a tolerably rational institution. Contacts at
the Society of Antiquaries in Burlington House had to be estab-
lished or confirmed by lecturing and committee work. The Royal
Commission on Historical Monuments (England) was on the
point of plunging into Roman London and demanded guidance.
Not least, the University of London, through University College
{ufwhi:hlmaFdJuw},hndmbeledgml}rinmthﬂgard:ﬂ
and up the right path. And in one way or another a carefully
considered long-term scheme of fieldwork had to be inidated, if
only as a framework for the younger generation of archaeologists
which was now coming forward in increasing numbers into a
world academically unprepared for it. Into all these various
activities I at once hurled myself as lone survivor of the Missing
Generation. When she had eventually completed the long and
difficult task of fulfilling our commitments at Caerleon—a task to
which she devoted skill and diplomacy of a high order—Tessa
joined me and trebled the efficacy of the attack.
The London Museum was the basis of our operations. It was a
institution. A scheme for the establishment of a museum
which should fulfil for London what the Carnavalet fulfils for
Paris seems to have originated in the fertile mind of the late Lord
Esher, who produced it informally as a proposal for a memorial
to King Edward VII after his death in 1910, The proposal never
received official expression in this shape, but nevertheless went
forward with the active support of the Royal Family, who offered
Coronation robes and a wide range of Royal personalia. A friend
of the Royal Family, (Sir) Guy Laking, was placed in charge, the
many gaps were hastily filled up with all manner of improvisation,
and six months later, on 21 March 1912, King George V and Queen
Mary, with Princess Mary and Prince George, inaugurated the new
museum at Kensington Palace. At the time, however, the suffragertes
werein full ery, and the expectant public was excluded until 8th April.
I was not sufficiently prescient to join the queue on that morming,
hut&wmappmrsmh:wbeennmukahlem.ﬁisﬂﬂ
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record that for hours, both before and afier the actual time of
opening, a huge procession of persons of all ages moved slowly
and patiently towards the entrance. The wind was blowing half a
gale, and the reports speak of ‘people falling out of the ranks
through farigue, hunger, and the cold.' The laborious process of
collecting sticks, muffs and other potential weapons or means of
concealing them, slowed the entry, but the small rooms were
quickly packed beyond capacity. By the end of the afternoon over
13,000 persons had passed through the museum. The initial impetus
was renewed momentarily when, two years later, the collections
were removed to Lancaster (formerly Stafford) House in St. James's,
where they remained until they were arbitrarily evicted by govern-
ment after the Second World War.* But in spite of such intermittent
popularity, by 1926 the reputation of this young national museum
was that of a muddy backwater, with picturesque passages but, on
the whole, rank and mangled.

Its original keeper, Guy Laking, I never met, but his reputation
still lingers in odd corners of St. James's. He had flair, flamboyance,
a pictorial imagination, which stood him in good stead in the first
hasty shaping of the new museumn. When the remains of a Roman
ship were found under the site of the new County Hall at West-
minster and laboriously placed upon a dray, he led the cmfalque
dramatically on horseback through Parliament Square and
St. James's Park to his museum, and had the poor broken timbers
atrractively adorned there with stuffed gulls. He had lively models
made of scenes from ancient London, including a lurid *working'
reconstruction of the Great Fire which immediately won the heart
of the London child. A prison cell of the seventeenth or eighteenth
century from Neptune Street was equipped with a macabre waxwork
‘prisoner’ who, from a carefully induced half-light, evoked little
screams from fascinated visitors. All this was admirable. But the
instinct for showmanship triumphed over discrimination; and when
on the death of Laking the keepership passed to a dull and pompous
commercial traveller whom he had picked up in a railway carriage,
the initial sense that it was ‘all good fun’ shaded into a feeling that
the joke was now over.
Pi;nﬂtymm{tgg}uutﬁdhxkhmdﬂ-wiﬂmlm&nﬂm
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In 1926, therefore, I arrived at Lancaster House with an explicit
mission. During the following years the stable was swept, piles of
irrelevant junk were liquidated, and a series of seven or eight guides
and catalogues ufnmpansibhtypempuhﬁshed, beginning in
1927 with London and the Fikings. These catalogues were written
in the evening hours—I rarely went home till midnight; and
looking back on them I find them, on the whole, a satisfactory
intermingling of vulgarisation and scholarship. London in Roman
Times, published in 1930, is still a handhook not without value,
and the last of the series, the Medieval Catalogue, prepared by my
one-time assistant, J. B. Ward Perkins, and issued in 1940, is @
unique study of a neglected subject. Alas, the series has not been
resumed since the Second War.

Other work at the museum during these years need not be
recalled in detail. It includes enlargement of the staff, extension of
lectures to schools (latterly eight classes from London schools
received lectures in the museum every week during term), and the
instirution of an annual inter-school essay competition, for which
a silver cup was ceremoniously awarded through the generosity of
Ernest Makower and his wife. The Makowers also ized and
ﬁmm&tvmingmnmmmvdﬁchﬂmpuhlic,ﬁﬂurfmﬂm
expenditure of sixpence, could hear the London Symphony
Orchestra conducted by Henry Wood or Malcolm Sargent, or &
piammcim]b}-HnrﬁntCuhmﬂrSchuhel.Thﬁ:mmum
a great success. The audience consisted of an astonishing medley of
mﬁu,mnﬁcmﬂmm,mdmgmdmwiﬂathﬁgirh.
passers-by and pilgrims of all sorts. They stood or sat about on the
stairs or balconies or vacant patches of floor, without any special
provision; indeed the slight discomfort contributed to the sense of
informality and adventure. No stage separated listener from
pcdqu,nndﬂwmﬂtammuﬁnﬁmacywmmﬂl
quality to the scene. “But what has music got to do with a museum?’
asked the caviller. *A museum, my dear sir, is a home of the muses.
Why should we turn Euterpe into the storm

And behind the scenes a sort of academic and family life gradually
focused on Lancaster House, My constant and outspoken desire 10
associate students with the museum was officially recognized when,
on the death of Reginald, Lord Esher, his son established an Esher
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Studentship (subsequently replaced by a Leverhulme Studentship)
for research into the history or archaeology of London, and thence-
forth the Trustees assumed in this context a specifically academic
role. But, on a less formal basis, students were in fact beginning
to come to the moseum in increasing numbers. Lectures were given
periodically to university undergraduates there; every evening two
or three research students could be found at work to a late hour in
a room or workshop partially allotted for that purpose; we became
the working-home, too, for the inspector of London excavations
appointed about this time by the Society of Antiquaries, with
which our relations were always of a cordial kind. Pending the
establishment of the Institute of Archaeology of my dreams, the
shadow of a research institute was already coming into being at
Lancaster House. These small beginnings at least emphasized the
need for a full-dress academic institution and encouraged us in our
efforts to achieve it

To that project I now turn. The first task in 1926 was clear
enough: to prepare the ground by infiltration. Today, a generation
later, it is difﬁuﬂ:mt&mxaliz:dxeprimiﬁv:mmofudmlogim]
technique and teaching in the early and mid 'twenties. I have
spoken of this above, but recall it again because it is the background
against which our efforts have to be set if they are to be understood.
Those were the days when a vice-president of the Society of
Antiquaries could display enlightenment with the remark that he
‘agreed with Dr. Wheeler's advice to pay great attention to stratifi-
cation, Whatever material was being dealt with, stratification formed
a very useful principle to follow.” The ingenuous undertone of
that observation is sufficiently self-evident. To the grear mass of
professed antiquarian opinion the art of excavation was a hidden
mystery. I went to the British Museum and talked to Reginald
Smith in the Department of British and Medieval Antiquities.

Shﬂrﬂynﬁcrw:rds,iuﬂmthxgzj,lhuumdmﬂuﬂnyﬂ
Society of Aris on ‘History by Excavation,’ and the lecrure was
subsequently printed with illustrations in the Sociery’s Journal. It
was a slight but pioneer effort to put some of the principles of
archacology before the public. In the discussion after the paper,
Reginald Smith rallied generously to the colours. “The only regret
was,’ he is recorded to have said, “that there were not more young
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men in this country to follow in Dr. Wheeler’s footsteps [«ic], and
to take charge of excavations which were calling for attention. He
hdiwadﬂutDr.'Whmhrhadas:hm:inminﬂfmfuu:dhlgh
London a sort of school or institute for training young archaeolo-
gists, especially in fieldwork. Whether Dr. Wheeler was as capable
of raising funds as he was of inculcating the principles of excavation,
he could not say; it remained for the future to discover that, but he
wished Dr. Wheeler all success in any attempt to make archaeology
2 national movement.” Following Reginald Smith at the end of the
discussion, 1 added: ‘In a nutshell the problem was £70,000, the
sum required for the creation and permanent endowment of an
efficient school of British Archacology.”

That was the first public mention of the scheme, but in 1927 the
way in front of us was still long and hard. The University of
London was not yet prepared for the new enterprise. I proceeded
to organize at University College an exhibition of the results of
recent archacological fieldwork in Britain, and the experiment met
with some success. This was followed by systematic courses of
lectures (unpaid) on British prehistory and protohistory; and 2
sufficiency of smdents was forthcoming to induce the college to
establish a formal part-time lectureship for me. Most of the lectures
were in fact given in the London Museum, but the great thing was
that prehistory was now, for the first time, on the books of the
university. I took a deep breath and prepared for the final assault.

At that moment a succession of chances intervened on my side.
The university was busily planning its new quartersin Bloomsbury,
and the Edwards Professor of Egyptology, Sir Flinders Petrie, was
mtmmufthefaﬂ.]tmmm}'mtbathﬂwaﬁdrﬂﬁﬂgﬂ?
np-upm]{urthtpmperhuusingofardmuing}rinﬂum
hlilding,mdlhmumdmhimwiﬂimymuhamﬂewhulb
heartedly suggested that we should pouluu:eﬁ'um,mdfmm
time we interchanged and adapted our various ideas in the course
of a series of very friendly conferences. Collaboration was noh
hnwm,mmymnm.mﬂﬁampeu-i:lhedalmnnhi
dream-world. He thought in terms of thousands of cubic metres of
space, three or four floors, top-lighting, extensive storage, oblivious
o the basic fact that the university had not even begun to consider
the inclusion of archaeology at all and would almost



89 London Again: the Institute of Archacology

decline to do so! I gradually left him to his dreams and hardened
on my own schemes. Nevertheless it was this conmct with Petde
that ultimately brought the Institute of Archaeology into being.
It happened in this way.

At the time Petrie was greatly exercised as to the future of his
unrivalled collections from Palestine, He intended to go shortly to
Palestine and 1o reside there permanently; meanwhile, no existing
mﬁmﬁmwwﬁmhmhﬁm}ﬁiﬂwﬁ@mm
their contents. He made his dilemma known, and such was the
combined ‘draw’ of Petrie and Palestine that an anonymous donor
came forward with an offer of £10,000, Petrie did not hesitate, He
generously turned the offer over to me, with the sole condition that
the new institute should sccept his Palestinion material. At last I
could go to the university with a concrete proposal. After much
parleying, I was authorized by the university, largely through the
friendly backing of its principal, Sir Edwin Deller, to issue & public
appeal. The hour had struck.

Not that the way was yet an easy one, The whole burden of
raising the necessary funds—very considerably more than the
£ 10,000 already offered—was thrown back to me. But from now
onwards there was no loocking back. The inevimhle appeal
committee was formed in 1932 under the lively chairmanship of
Sir Charles Peers as President of the Sodety of Antiquaries. A
manifesto was addressed to The Times. Likely individuals were
approached. A prolonged search began for a suitable building at
suitable cost. A staff had to be assembled in anticipation of funds
wherewith to pay it. And in all these activities save the last, Tessa
shouldered a great part of the burden, Without her tireless loyalry
through those days the scheme might easily have fallen short of
success. Slowly the fund grew to something approaching workable
dimensions.

The search for a building was not the least of our preoccupations.
We scoured London for the impossible—a large building at next to
no rent. And at last we found it. On the little-known Inner Circle
of Regent’s Park was a derelict and shabby mansion which, as
St. John's Lodge, had long been the town house of the Marquesses
of Bute, but had been used or misused as a hospital during the
First World War and thereafter forgotten. For the considerable
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cost of rehabilitation and maintenance, we secured it from the
Commissioners of Crown Lands at a nominal rent. Save for a
_ somewhat remote situation—mitigated by the proximity of Bedford

College—it was exactly what we wanted. It already possessed two
libraries equipped with shelving; a vast ballroom offered lodging
to the sprawling but invaluable Petrie Palestinian collection; an
annexe would serve conveniently for a time as a laboratory; class-
rooms and studies were there in plenty for some years to come.
Moreover, the building itself, in spite of its present decrepitude, had
an air of repose and dignity which matched an academic function.
Its nucleus was of the Regency period, and was described in 1827
as “in the Grecian style of decoration, partaking somewhat of the
Etruscan.’ It had, however, been extensively altered and enlarged
in 1847 by Sir Charles Barry, who screened a new entrance-hall
with the present pedimented porch and Doric side-loggias. The
great projecting wings, too, are largely of his fashioning, and
indeed the whole external aspect of the house is essentially “Barry
Imalian.’

The restoration of the building was already under way when, as
I have related elsewhere, Tessa suddenly died. She was irreplaceable
but, well knowing this, Kathleen Kenyon, Sir Frederic Kenyon's
daughter, stepped into the hreach with a generous devotion that is

gratitude. For more than a decade, which included the
Second World War and many incidental trials, the administration
of the instiute rested upon her shoulders. She would not mind my
saying that Tessa would have been proud of her.

Meanwhile, Petrie’s collection was rapidly being supplemented
by tmd:ing—ml]m:innsdmivedmmﬂy&murmmmmin
this country and the Near East. Steel cabinets were being made to
contain them. Laboratory apparatus (largely at the charge of
Sir Robert Mond) was being installed. And a nucleus staff was
beginning to lend its services, for modest reward or even for none
at all. Frederick Zeuner joined us as lecturer in the novel subject
of *Geochronology’ or archaeological environment. Sidney Smith
of the British Museum established the teaching of Near Eastem
nchmhg}rmﬁwmnwndedhyth:mﬁwrsityth:hammﬂ'tiﬂ!
of Professor. S. H. Hooke from King’s College gave lectures and
tuition in Biblical archaeology. Kathleen Kenyon and I (as Honorary
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Director) plodded on with Prehistoric and Roman Britain, and
Kathleen also undertook to catalogue the Petrie material. Students
began to arrive and included, amongst the first, Rachel Clay (now
Mrs. Maxwell-Hyslop), who subsequently joined the staff of the
institute as Professor M. E. L. Mallowan's assistant; and Barbarn
Parker, now at Baghdad as secretary and general manager of the
British School in Irag, Alongside this more academic aspect of
the institute’s work, a photographic studio and teaching in archaeo-
logical photography were instituted under M. B. Cookson, and
Delia Parker and Ione Gedye esmblished the technical laboratory
which was to supply an important feature of our training.

On 29 April 1937, almost exactly a year after Tessa's death and
ten years after the first announcement of the scheme, the Earl of
Athlone as Chancellor of the University formally launched the
enterprise. The occasion was used both by him and by Sir Charles
Peers (our chairman) to affirm the principles and intentions that
had been in our minds, and it is perhaps of interest to quote a few
sentences from their remarks:

“If the essential character of this institute may be expressed in
a word, it is this, that it is a laboratory: a laboratory of archaeolo-
gical science, wherein the archaeologist of the future may learn
the essentials of his business. One of the newer sciences is this of
ours; not a few of us here today may have known and spoken
with the men whom we regard as its founders. It has the vigour
uf}*nuth;mmw:majra&ﬂdylookwirhtmﬁﬁahhpﬂeud
confidence—though without insular prejudice—on what has
been and is heing done by British enterprise here at home and
" wherever in the world the records of past history offer themselves
for investigation.
'Inﬁﬁnimﬁmm.ﬂmn,i:'umr&mthemﬂm:ﬁaﬂ
Endt}uﬂﬁﬁngs:mﬁy,miahfmnudy,hwucﬁuniuﬂm
treatment ufm:dquiﬁu,mﬂuﬂninginardnaolnglulnﬁnd
in research and in the recording of research. This is the irreducible
minimun, and, while the principles of archaeological inquiry are
mﬂigim&ydeﬁncd,thuemhythemmoftbemehem
limit to the elaboration of its technique, and to the recognition
of its relations with all phases of the story of nature and of man....
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Thus Peers, The chancellor, who had been at pains to study his
brief, replied in like fashion:

“The primary function of the Institute of Archaeology, as
Sir Charles Peers has told us, is to provide a laboratory which
shall fulfil in the study of civilization something of the function
which the laboratory has long fulfilled in the study of chemical
or physical science. The institute is designed to provide properly
classified collections of material, derived wherever possible from
scientifically conducted excavations, for the use of the student
and the research-worker under normal laboratory conditions. In
this function, the institute has the support of the established
museums which by the nature of things can never, with the best
will in the world, be expected to cater indefinitely for the
individual student. . . .

“In addition to its function as a store-house of material, the
new institute is designed to comprise by degrees a home for -
teaching and research in those spreading provinces of archaeology
for which no adequate provision exists at present in London or,
in many cases, elsewhere. . . . These new fields include Mesopo-
tamia, Syria, Palestine, Cyprus, and regions of what used to be
called “darkest Africa”; nor may | omit to add to this list our
own country where, during the last quarter of a century, the
body of research has far outstripped our academic provision
forit. ...

“To extending geographical horizons must be added a con-
stantly extending technical elaboration of the methods of
archaeological research. At these Sir Charles Peers has already
hinted; but I would once more emphasize the need today for
close collaboration between the humanities and the sciences in
the study of human civilization, The history and prehistory of
man is a constant process of adjustment between humanity and
environment. It is scarcely to be wondered, therefore, that, as
the stmdy of civilization becomes more intensive, more detiled
and more accurate, increasing need arises for the collaboration
of the geologist, the botanist, the palacontologist, the climatolo-
gist, and other workers in departments devoted to the study of
the physical universe. Thus an Institute of Archaeology must,
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under modern conditions, be designed not merely as an addidon
to existing university activities but as a new means of collabora-
tion between them. . . .|

And so on. All this sounds more than a litde platitudinous in 1954,
but in 1937 it still needed saying. To auniversity to which systematic
archaeology was an innovation, these broad and now obvious
principles were revolutionary concepts. And outside London most
of our universities were in similar case. Liverpool had tried and
ﬁ:i]nd:nﬂl}'inﬂamhridgﬂmdiu&ﬂnhurghmﬂlmmhlkhad
and active chairs, and individual chairs fell short of our ambition.
Let us consider this for a further moment, and then I have done
with it.

In the eighteenth century the Royal Society had comprehended
all knowledge. Separate cells were, it is true, provided ouside it for
specific disciplines: from 1707 anwards, for example, there was a
Society of Antiquaries. But the Royal Society was the i
apex of the pyramid, and a Member or Fellow of the Society of
Antiquaries might be, and not rarely was, a Fellow of the Royal
Society. By the end of the nineteenth century the natural sciences

an F.R.S. was Sir Arthur Evans, who was elected in 1gor. In that
Twﬂtdmbemmﬂuhummiﬁﬁmdﬂusdumw
mﬂtalwuhmhy:he[mnﬂ:ﬁmnhheBﬁﬁshﬁm&myuu
conventus for the former.
Fnraﬁuu:ﬁmcanbeﬁrﬂ:dwhuhnthhfnrrmiﬂuwgew
hﬂm'c&s.km:ymh:vepmnndandmgmmdbmhmmﬂﬂﬁﬂ
of learning. A generation later its merits were becoming less certain.
Geology was consolidating its position anew and in a multitude of
ways as a basic factor of archaeology. Botany, not least of that
analytical sort which deals with pollenated soils, was increasingly

hmxﬁvhy.&hrndhﬁnnwmogﬁdﬁ:ﬁnnrin
al'dlmlngiﬂlmmpuuﬁm;md,hm,wmﬂy-pmdmof atomic
Mﬂrﬂlwtﬂpmveo{viu]impmtmdtmdnmdyofm
Mﬂemmplﬁ;thrymuldhewidd}‘mmd:d.ﬂutﬁwm
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enough to emphasize that re-convergence of interest which in the
*thirties was bringing natural science and the study of man through
archaeology back into the same fold.

In a tenmtive but deliberate fashion this new institute of ours
was designed as an explicit recognition of the new rapprochement.
It has been criticized on occasion for its emphasis on methods and
techniques. Such eriticism is praise indeed; for that is its primary
and avowed purpose. But that is not to say that either its founders
or their successors for a moment envisage archaeology by and
large as a mere skill or assemblage of skills. Of course they do not.
Archaeology is admittedly the study of human achievement in its
more material aspects but its ultimate function is the re-creation of
Man—sentient, rational or even irrational Man—in the vicissitudes
of his long life-history. To that ultimate achievement a multitude
of exact and less exact sciences is now, very properly, expected to
contribute, and will increasingly contribute in the future, That is
where our institute, as envisaged, enters the picture. It was founded
primarily as a workshop in which the relevant sciences could be
interrelated and assembled in a humanistic environment and to the
better understanding of humaniry. It represented the culmination of
my efforts, begun almost in vecuo after the First World War, 1o
convert archaeology into a discipline worthy of that name in all
senses. That it is yet in full running order 1 should be the last to
affirm; but the machine is there, its power is slowly ascendant, and
I have no doubt that generation by generation it will be improved,
enlarged, reshaped with the gradual aggregation and re-assessment
of ideas and oppormunities.



6. Lydney, Verulamium, Maiden Castle

Duning all these years, alongside the various activities which [
have retailed and others beside them, we had been occupied in the
summer months and winter evenings with a systematic series of
archaeological excavations on an increasing scale and with growing
numbers of attendant students. Swarting with a classical bias, 1
continued for some time to exploit Roman Brimin as my most
accessible field. When Caerleon had been set aside, chance enabled
me to assume the study of a site upon which T had already set my eye.

Between the mouth of the Wye and Newnham, not far from the
Welsh border, the Forest of Dean thrusts southwards towards the
Severn in a long series of picturesque spurs flanked by glens and
streams. One of these, at Lydney, has belonged since the time of
Gearge I to the branch of the Bathurst family whose head is now
Lord Bledisloe. The spur in question was once known as the
Dwarf’s Hill, doubtless from the fragments of masonry which
projected from the surface, the extensive traces of iron-mining, and
the coins and other antiquities which could be—and were—
scratched, without more than the most elegant effort, from the
intervening surfaces. In 1805 the Bathurst of the day ended the era
of polite pilfering in a substantial excavation, during which a large
part of the site was laid bare and a considerable mass of entertaining
and instructive relics collected for the drawing-rooms of Lydney
Park. At the same time a record of the work, notably in advance of
the standards of 1805, was prepared in manuscript, though it had 10
wait for three-quarters of a century before it eventually saw the
light of print. A similar neglect had meanwhile reduced the site
itself 10 an assemblage of untidy heaps. In 1928 Lord Bledisloe,
reviving his grear-grandfather’s active interest in the place, invited
the Society of Antiquaries to intervene, and 1 was dewiled for the
pleasant task. During the summers of 1928 and 1929 we pursued
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the dwarfs to their nethermost layers and in 1932 published our
report on The Prehistoric, Roman, and Post-Roman Site in Lydney
Park, Gloucestershire.

The title of that report sufficiently indicates that our searches
were not fruitless in spite of the very extensive digging of a century-
and-a-half ago. The new excavations in fact succeeded in elucidating
the main history of the site almost as completely as if it had not
previously been cleared; such were the differences between the
technical methods of 1805 and those of 1928. In 1805 the diggers
worked down to a floor and then stopped. To the modern exaivator,
the primary value of a floor is that it seals and preserves the evidence
beneath it. Our excavation at Lydney was thus, more often than not,
a process of considered destruction that must have shocked the
shade of our predecessor and was a recurrent anxiety to our patient
host. But it is fair to say that the evidence which, with no undue
effort, we recovered thereby made the site at once a classic one in
the proto-history of our island.

This is not an archaeological survey, but a word or two may be
said in amplification of the last assertion. The Lydney ridge had in
the first centuries B.C.—A.D. carried an embanked village of no
manifest distinction, populated probably by a few families engaged
upon farming and iron-mining. Their descendants prolonged this
way of life far into the Roman period, with such slight cultural
elaboration as the introduction of Roman pots and knicknacks
implies. So much was quickly clear to us. At this point, however, 2
more novel fortune came our way. A squalid hui-floor, dated by
coins to about A.D. 300, was found to cover the adit of a mine-shaft,
which must therefore have been of earlier date and is P‘l‘ﬂh-"'hl.‘l' in
fact of the third century. We thrust our way down into the narrow
shaft, often less than two feet wide, and found the marks of the
miners’ picks still fresh upon the surface where the marl-filled joint
in the limestone had been followed through the hill-side. The whole
scene was as vivid as it was instructive; the Lydney iron-mine can
still claim to be the only British example ascribable on conclusive
evidence to the Roman period.

But the site owes its major distinction to the fact thar about
AD. 370 it became a popular centre of religious pilgrimage. A
remarkable basilical temple, a guest-house, a ‘long building’ of
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disputed function, and a sumptuous bath-building attracted wor-
shippers and their humble oflerings—several thousands of coins,
and all manner of winkets and rokens—to the mysterious god
Nodens and the pantheon or pantheistic properties which he had
encompassed. He was amongst other things a healer; those troubled
with their eyes, with unhealed sores, with the ills of child-bearing,
might come to him for relief of their ailments. He had power over
the sun and the sea; fishermen from the Severn must have toiled up
the narrow rocky path to this shrine. No doubt he catered for all
the miscellaneous physical and metaphysical needs of the country-
side with the universality of a village store. He flourished in a time
of confused and groping thought, and in a remote countryside to
which the dust of the old temples was more apt and homely than the
specious furnishings of the new church. Anyway, at the end of the
fourth century and in the fifth, when Nodens held court at Lydney,
Ravenna and Byzantium and Jerusalem were an uncommon long
way off if you had the toothache or a broken arm or had lost your
nets in the Severn tide which comes upon you like a moving cliff
at Newnham.

I have just mentioned the fifth century, age of crépuscule and
quicksand. That brings to my mind yet another title of Lydney 1o
archaeological notoriety. One summer's day 1 was sitting with my
colleagues at lunchtime on one of the walls of the partially excavated
bath-building of which I have made mention, At our feet the floor
showed something of the vicissitudes to which we were becoming
accustomed: the lare fourth-century mosaic had been broken
anciently, and roughly made good with a rather uncouth patch of
inferior cement. Beside it lay a pick, and the conjunction of idleness
and opportunity was too much for me. I drove the point of the pick
into the cement patch.

What happened then is graven on my memory. As the lump
of cement came away, the dark soil beneath it was of a sudden
freckled with minute green specks. On my knees 1 peered at
these specks without touching them further, then called for the
camera and, putting down the only coin in my pocket—a
monstrous half a crown—as a scale, photographed the scene at
short range. Thereafter a quickly measured section was drawn to
illustrate the vertical relationship between the specks, the cement

D
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and the mosaic; and finally we proceeded to recover the specks
carefully from the earth and to place them in a teacup. The cup
was little more than half full when the supply came to an end;
nevertheless we found that it contained no fewer than 1,646 of
the tiny scraps.

A hasty analysis showed that the collection comprised, with
fragmentary Roman bronze coins or their barbaric imitations, an
astonishing range of crude smaller coins descending in regulated
scale to microscopic stamped discs of which fifty-two could be
placed side by side on a single halfpenny! The hoard need not be
described further; Tessa published it fully and carefully in our
report; but when a newspaper a few days after the discovery hailed
it as ‘King Arthur's Small Change,’ the shot was nearer the mark
than it had the right to be. The Lydney Hoard, veritable symbol of
the Dark Ages, would alone have justified our two seasons” work
on that lovely spot.

Our students at Lydney were restricted in numbers by the fact
that the site lay in a private park of which the owner was very
properly anxious to conserve the privacy. But students we had
about us, and of them two were outstanding, One of these was
young Kenneth Ouakley, who was later to achieve a high reputation
in the twin fields of geology and preliistory. The other was Dermot
Casey who, but for the counter-attruction of his natal Australia,
would have risen high as a field-archacologist. He became one of
the most skilful and percipient excavators within my knowledge, and
was later to rescue me in India. In 1930, when our appointed task
was completed, he returned to dig up the adjacent Little Camp Hill,
beside Lydney Park house, where he recovered the plan and pottery
of a remarkable twelfth-century castle built partly of materials from
our Roman site.

In a sense, our work at Lydney was an interruption in the
ordered programme of fieldwork which I had mapped out. Already
in 1926-27 a study of Roman London for the Royal Commission
on Historical Monuments had demonstrated simultanecusly the
interest and our ignorance of those Roman towns which mark the
beginnings of civilization in Britnn. Hitherto methodical archaeo-
logy had concerned itself mainly with the vestiges of the Roman
army, which offered a readier approximation to the historical
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record. True, for three seasons before the First World War the
Society of Antiquaries, in the person of J. P. Bushe-Fox, had dug
into the city of Uriconium (Wroxeter), but rather with a view to
the classification of small finds than to the recovery of social and
economic data on a formative scale. Of all places in Great Brimin,
the obvious testing-ground for these larger issues was Verulamium,
in the valley below St. Albans, where coins indicated a pre-Roman
capital, visible remains displayed a large Roman city, and reliable
history recorded its continued existence well into the fifth century.
The further factors that the site is mostly open to the skies and that
it is only twenty miles from Hyde Park Corner were conclusively
in its favour. I had long been advocating its exploration when,
early in 1930, the city fathers of St. Albans settled the matter by
approaching the Society of Antiquaries for advice and help.

The Corporation of 5t. Albans had recently acquired nearly half
the ancient site for use as a park and playing-fields, and had had the
enlightened thought that the opportunity might be mken to carry
out a tentative exploration there. Alfred Clapham, as secretary of
the society, Dermot Casey and I anended upon the Mayor and
Corporation at a hospitable luncheon which was served to us in the
charming Regency town hall overlooking the busy market-place.
It s0 happens that I have had a long experience of mayors, and am
amongst their most fervent admirers. They represent the heart of
England, these proud, courteous, friendly, sensible folk, who rise
from their railway-ticket offices and their shops to attend in state
to the affairs of their fellow-citizens. And the mayor on this oceasion
was no exception. He was Mr. Ironmonger, the butcher; folk used
to come from miles round to buy his honest sausages, and surely an
honest sausage is the hallmark of a worthy butcher. We sat at his
table, drank an unadventurous Graves, and then rose in turn and
made our little speeches. (One of Mr. Mayor's predecessors had in
the year 429 entertained at just such a table as this the warrior-saint
Germanus when, after paying homage to St. Alban, he had led the
local levies to victory against the advancing Picts and Saxons. Just
50 had Mr. Mayor now invited us to lead the way to new victories,
but these victories would be won on the playing-fields of Verula-
mium. . . .) Thereafter for four summers (1930-33) we industriously
sought these victories, toiling at the problems of, and arising from,
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Verulamium, and toiling always with the loyal backing of the civic
rulers and their officers. It was a happy episode.

I have described elsewhere the carefully studied sequence in
which we defined and pursued the manifold problems of Verula-
mium,! and need not repeat the story here at any length. To me
the whole episode was of surpassing interest as the first occasion
upon which I had had to plan my work in terms, not of a site, but
of a landscape. Our work in fact extended over five miles of
countryside, and would have been impossible but for the fact that
I had an increasing number of assistants and student-assistants,
competent to supervise and classify; men like P. K. Baillie-Reynolds
or Dermot Casey, women like Kathleen Kenyon or Thalassa Cruso
(Hencken) or K. M. Richardson or Leslie Scott (Murray Threipland)
—as able a team as could be wished, supplemented by a constant
intake of students from a multitude of universities. Above all, on
the busy central site of the great Roman town itself Tessa was alike
hostess and organizer and director, her scholarly mind firmly on
the work in hand but with time snd a smile for everyone.

Meanwhile, by car or on horseback it was my task to develop
our work in partibus. In particular, the search for the pre-Roman
city and ultimately for Cassivellaunus himself proved to be a
considerably more complicated operation than had been anticipated.
The conventional theory from which we started was that the
sprawling site of the Roman city which straddled the Watling
Street in the valley bottom was also that of its Belgic predecessor.
Excavation at a number of points proved the contrary; nothing
earlier than the Roman conquest lay beneath it, and its fortifications
were of the second century 4.0, Our next step was to examine an
unexplained earthwork known as “The Fosse’ which projected from
one side of it. This was shown to be of earlier but still Roman date,
and, since the town is recorded by Tacitus to have been un-
protected at the time of Boudicca's revolt in A.p. 61, it was safe 0
infer that “The Fosse’ was the fruit of that experience. Thence our
course led to the plateau sbove, where O. G. S. Crawford had
previously observed a tangle of earthworks in a planmtion on
Lord Verulam's estate. Here at last success began to atend us.
During the next three years we identified three-quarters of a mile of

¢ Wheeler, Archaeology from the Earth (Oxford, 1954), pp. 114-18.
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the pre-Roman town and a great mass of pottery going back in part
to the time of Tasciovanus and Augustus. But Cassivellounus and
Caesar, of 548.c., still eluded us, and failure to find the refuge of
Cassivellaunus and the footsteps of Julivs Caesar was not a prospect
lightly to be faced. The search continued.

A miile to the north there was still an unexplained feature which
appeared to relate to the pre-Roman site, although ascribed tradi-
tionally to the Devil. This was a cross-country dyke or harrier,
facing away from Verulamium. Excivation indicated & pre-Roman
date for this work also, and enabled us to class it with probability
as a territorial boundary of the early city. Its major office in our
task of exploration, however, was as a pointer to a seemingly
related but mysterious cross-country dyke of far more formidable
size, known as Beach Bottom, on the opposite side of the valley.

Precisely at this moment fate smiled upon us. A rumour reached
us one evening that workmen digging a sewer through a filled-up
section of Beach Bottom had found a shovelful of silver coins. The
workmen were ‘foreigners’ to the district, it was the end of the day,
and no time was to be lost. We spread ourselves quickly through
the innumerable public-houses of the vicinity and, with an immense
expenditure of pints and patience, recovered ‘in confidence’ forty
of the coins “on loan.” They were photographed and recorded, and
were sufficient to show that the dispersed hoard had been deposited
early in the second century a.p. But—and this was the significant
factor—the men had been working at a carefully measured depth,
and a visit to the spot showed that this depth was still a dozen feet
above the bottom of the ditch, The grear dyke had been filled at
least to that extent byﬂmhegunn&gnfﬂ::mndmm,m

being indisputably of non-Roman type, its pre-Roman date was
asmmd I spent the next day in the investigation of its probable
funetion.

The problem was not a difficult one, The dyke was designed to
bar an open tract of country between two river valleys and fords:
that of the Ver beside Verulamium and that of the Lea near the
little country town of Wheathampstead. And on the plateau beside
Wheathampstead lay the vestiges of a formidable oppidum nearly a
hundred acres in extent. This appidum had hitherto been unknown
to fame; it now dominated our scene. Excavation quickly showed
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that, with every probability, it could be attributed to the time of
Cassivellaunus. Indeed, in the light of the ‘finds’ which we un-
earthed and the formidable character of the defences, there is no
known rival to Wheathampstead as the site of Caesar’s last, hard-
won victory over his redoubtable opponent in 54 B.C.

Those are some of the results of our four years’ work at and
about Verulamium. Others included a useful new light upon the
economic history of a first-class Romano-British city. Where we
failed disappointingly was in the elucidation of the ‘post-Roman’
phase which histary had led us to expect. Further search may
reveal a little of this shadowy era of civic devolution, but I am not

By 1934 a number of variant schemes were afoot for the building
of a great new arterial highway through or alongside Verulamium,
and the whole future planning and organization of exploratory
work there was in the melting-pot. On a smaller scale work
continued. Kathleen Kenyon uncovered the theatre with her
characteristic efficiency, and the Verulam estate has wisely (and
profitably) kept it open for visitors to see. It is today amongst the
most vivid relics of Roman Britain. Across the Watling Street from
the theatre Kitty Richardson later carried out yet a further season’s
work. But, pending official decisions, which seemed anything but
imminent, we now turned our eyes elsewhere.

For the moment I suffered from a satiety of Roman things. The
mechanical, predictable quality of Roman crafismanship, the
advertised humanitas of Roman civilization, which lay always so
near to brumlity and corruption, fatigued and disgusted me so that
my Verulamium report fell short in some parts of its record, and
1. N. L. Myres very properly rapped me over the knuckles for it.
Nevertheless, aur work at Verulamium, by a happy mingling of
chance and design, had been outstandingly successful, and with the
one proviso the report stands. Now, however, in 1934, there was
an opportunity to break away from the pretentious Roman machine
and to transfer our large and experienced following to other aspects
of that pre-Roman Tron Age which had already enlivened Verula-
mium. Once again the new objective was one on which I had
secretly meditated for several years before the moment came for
action.
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A fair share of voyaging in many parts of the world has failed
to blunt the awe and enthusiasm with which I still approach that
vast prehistoric fortification, Maiden Castle, near Dorchester in
Dorset. Thomas Hardy saw its tumulmous outline daily from his
windows, but familiarity only bred fresh wonder at it:

‘At one's every step forward it rises higher against the south
sky, with an obtrusive personality that compels the senses 1
regard it and consider. The eyes may bend in another direction,
but never without the consciousness of its heavy, high-shouldered

- presence at its point of vantage. . . . The profile of the whale
stupendous ruin, as seen at 2 distance of a mile easrward, is
clearly cut as thar of a marble inlay. It is varied with protu-
berances, which from hereabouts have the animal aspect of warts,
wens, knuckles, and hips. It may indeed be likened to an enormous
many-limbed organism of an antediluvian time . . . lying lifeless,
and covered with a thin green cloth, which hides its substance,
while revealing its contour. . . .

In 1934 nothing whatever was known about this monstrous
artifact, save that years previously a local antiquary had vaguely
found a Roman building within its confines. Sir George Hill said
slyly to me one day: It's a fine place to dig—and a fine place 1o
leave undug,’ I accused him of archaic sentiment, and said some-
thing irrelevantly about Tintern Abbey and i ivy; I confessed
also to a sneaking sympathy with his point of view; bur by August
we had resolutely dug ourselves in, and thereafter discovery after
discovery issued upon us in unending stream. So we continued
with increasing fervour uniil, by the autumn of 1937, both mind
and workshop had reached saturation point and 1 tumed to @ less

sequel.

It is, 1 think, fair to say that the excavation of Maiden Castle—
of such small part of it as came within our compass—touched the
imaginations of others than ourselves, T. E. Lawrence stood shyly
watching us at our work on the eve of his sudden death, Sir Arthur
Evans, small and frail, was blown across our skyline like an autumn
leaf before the south-wester which was our normal accompaniment.
Sir Frederic Kenyon, as President of the Society of Antiquaries,
paid us regular courtesy calls—and, as an unrepentant boy, joined
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us in a Weymouth fun-fair afterwards. Augustus John and a
picturesque entourage might, for a while, temper his science with
our art. The poet Drinkwater, solemnly poised on the precarious
ndgcufnpit,mig'muﬁerhiss:rvicmmuu:hurm.ﬂmitisnm
of such that I speak when I recall the imaginative appeal of our
enterprise. [ have in mind the hundreds of little folk from shops and
factories and back-kitchens, who streamed on to the hill-top, day
after day, and listened to the lecrurettes which my students were
mﬁﬂ]ydﬁﬂedtnuﬁ'nrthun,:nﬂmtﬂmirpﬂuﬁﬁmﬂduir
shillings into the box or maybe simply spoke their thanks. Years
afmw&s,hdivemepnmnfﬂ&:wnﬂd,lhanmmcnm:ll
manner of people, from privates to peers, who had looked over our
shoulders or grubbed upon their hands and knees on that hill-top.
When in 1944 I called upon the Viceroy at New Delhi to present
m}rmspecﬁ,thepﬂwtemml}'whnshuwadminhadwurkﬂ]
with us at Maiden Castle. So had an Indian who greeted me at
Puma,mﬂanmhu;tCalmHu.hMmhﬂanarﬂmummch
the other day and recalled his first essays in oratory as a student-on-
duty on a stormy afternoon. When ‘turn-overs' still turned over,
The Times gave us an annual allocation, and the minor Press were
with us every week. We politely but cautiously steered the informa-
tion which went out in these manifold forms, and in one way and
amd:erthepublicfmﬂmﬁmﬁmebmmemmcinusoftheEui}*
Tron Age and the meaning of prehistory. Wireless had not yet, as it
has since, become a normal vehicle for archaeological publicity.
All this was, in our view, to the good. Our more conventional
archacological friends sometimes raised their eyebrows and sniffed
a linde plaintively at ‘all this publicity of Wheeler's'! But we were
not deterred, and we were right; right not merely because this same
public was incidentally contributing in gifts no small part of our
mnsidmblnﬁmds,huthem:salwns,mdmn,mminmdufﬂm
moral and academic necessity of sharing scientific work to the
fullest possible extent with the man in the street and in the field.
Today, in 1954, he is in fact our employer. Today, ninety per
cent of the money spent on field-archaeology in Great Britain
comes from our rates and taxes. That was not so in 1934; it might
casilymthesonuwhadm,anduﬂmﬁkcm,nmdﬁibﬂahﬂ?
built up a popular mood to which such expenditure was no longer
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wholly alien. It was not the least of the results of Maiden Castle
that this mood of sympathy and half-understanding was by 1937
in the ascendant. Earlier phases had been manifest ar Caerleon and
elkewhere, when competitive journalism had whipped up public
interest as a rather exotic stunt. Now the public was beginning 1o
come to us of its own volition, the mountain was coming to
Mazhomet. But it did not come through the unprovoked force of
gravity!

Of more scientific results Maiden Castle was singularly pro-
ductive. Beneath its massive ramparts of the latter centuries p.c.
emerged an unexpected neolithic enclosure some fifteen centuries
earlier in date. And overriding this were the vestiges of the most
amazing and prodigious ‘long barrow’ yet known, nothing less
than a third of a mile in length, with an elaborately mutilated human
skeleton under its castern end. Its date was in the neighbourhood
of 1500 B.C. Thereafier, at no great length of time, it was followed
by a phase of dereliction that endured for something over a millen-
nium, durng which the hill was covered with woodland. Then in
the third century p.c. new folk, using iron and crude amorphous
pottery, built a stone-faced earthwork, which they subsequently
enlarged and elaborated. Two centuries later their descendants were
overpowered by masters who may have been refugees from Caesar's
bitter vengeance in southern Brittany in 56 n.c. Certainly the new-
comers brought the extended use of the sling and its defensive
counterpart in the shape of multiple and spreading lines of earth-
work, together with alien types of pottery, for all of which southern
Brittany is the continental home; and it was under this immigrant
control that the great oppidum approached its present shape. Uld-
mately, two or three decades before the Roman invasion, Belgic
princes, possibly crowded out of the more easterly Belgic zone of
Britain by the jealous autocracy of King Cuncbelin at Colchester,
seem to have taken the place over, restored its fortifications and
imposed elements of their own Belgic culture, though again withour
uprooting the main bulk of the native population.

But of all the episodes recovered by our spades, the most dramatic
and spectacular was that of the Roman conquest. The whole
process of the Roman artack on the fortress was laid bare to us in
vivid detail. Up to a point Suetonius had prepared us for it in his
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“ife’ of the Emperor Vespasian, who, as a divisional commander,
led the Second Royal Legion into south-western England in
AD. 43-4. Vespasian, he tells us, reduced ‘rwo very formidable
tribes and over twenty fortified native towns (oppida), together with
the Isle of Wight.” Of the tribes it is a good guess to affirm that one
was the Durotriges of Dorset, and it were an unthinkable insult 1o
our most famous earthwork to exclude their Maiden Castle from
the *rwenty oppida.’ In fact no such insult can now be contemplared.
‘The slightest summary of our findings will here suffice.

Maiden Castle has two formidably guarded entrances. That on
the west is screened by no fewer than seven ramparts; that on the
east is sufficiently elaborate but is of less gigantic proportion. The
latter, therefore, we chose for detiled examination, and the gradual
recavery of its varied and intricate evolution occupied much of my
time during three of our four seasons. As a structural problem it
was the most complicated and entertaining within my experience,
but this is not the context in which to retrace the laborious processes
of mtiocination which led eventally to the reconstruction of its
history. 1 am concerned here with one day only in that history, a
day which may be dated within the ym“nfnurnﬂ,mdlv&ﬂ
recall it primarily not as a sequence of events hut as a sequence of
discoveries.

The eastern, like the western, entrance is exceptionally provided
with two gateways (‘in’ and ‘out”), which open on to a
forecourt. On both sides of the forecourt approaching roads wind
upwards from the flanks of an outer court and outer defences. In
the crescentic court we began to find ash and the post-holes of
burnt huts. Here and there amongst the ash lay the iron heads of
Roman catapult quarrels. As we dug on we came upon rough
hollows filled with earth and ash, and in each hollow lay a human
skeleton, sometimes two. The skeletons emerged, as our work
proceeded, in all manner of contortions and orientations, with all
the semblance of having been slung carelessly into their crude
graves. Then two, or three further features shaped the problem.

First, the dead had met a violent, sometimes savagely violent end.
The skulls of many of them had been hacked viciously at the time
of death; one of them bore fio less than nine deep cuts. The victims
had been struck variously on the top, front or back of the head—
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in other words, the wounds were battle-wounds, as indeed their
repetition suggested, rather than the mark of methodical execution.
And in confirmation of this, one skull showed the square piercing
of a quadrangular Roman ballista-bolt, whilst another skeleton—
most vivid relic of all—had an iron arrow-head embedded deeply
in a vertebra. This last unhappy warrior, as he lay grievously
wounded, had heen finished off by a cut on the head.

Secondly, the skeletons were those both of men and of women;

twenty-three men and eleven women were identified. The women
had stood shoulder to shoulder with their menfolk in the final
mélée.
But, thirdly, for all the disorderly aspect of the cemetery, the
dead had been buried by their friends with a measure of propriety.
Most of the burials included bowls or, in one instance, a mug for
the traditional food and drink. In two cases the dead held joints of
lamb in their hands, joints chosen carefully as young and succulent.
Amidst all the evidences of massacre and distraction, this final
attention was not the least touching feature of the scene as it lay
uncovered before us.

Tt was now easy enough to reconstruct the succession of events,
Before the close fighting began, the regiment of catapuls or
ballistae, which habitually accompanied a legion on campaign, put
down a barrage across the gateway, causing casualries at the outset.
Following the barrage, the Roman infantry advanced up the slope,
cutting its way from rampart to rampart, tower to tower. In the
innermost bay of the entrance, a number of huts had recently been
built; these were now set alight, and under the rising clouds of
smoke the gates were stormed. But resistance had been obstinate
and the atmack was pushed home with every sort of savagery. The
scene became that of a massacre in which the wounded were not
spared. Finally, the gates were demolished and the stone walls
which flanked them reduced to the lowly and ruinous condition in
which we found them, nineteen centuries later.

The sequel was no less apparent. That night, when the fires of
the legion shone out (as we may fuirly imagine) in orderly lines
across the valley, the survivors crept forth from their broken strong-
hold and, in the darkness, buried their dead as nearly as might be
outside their tumbled gates, in that place where the ashes of their
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burnt huts lay warm and thick upon the ground. The task was
carried out anxiously and hastily and without order; many of the
dead were still in rigor mortis, contorted as they had fllen in
the struggle; in any event, the living were in no condition for the
niceties of rintal. Yet from few of the graves were omitted those
tributes of food and drink which were the proper perquisites of the
dead. The whole war-cemetery as it lay exposed before us was
eloquent of mingled piety and distraction, of weariness, dread and
darkness but yet not of complete forgetfulness. Surely no poor relic
in the soil of Britain was ever more fraught with high tragedy,
more worthy of brooding comment from the presiding Spirits of
Hardy's own Dynasts.

These and other matters went to the making of a substantial
monograph which was published by the Society of Antiquaries
during the war, in 1943. In that report there are many things which
1 should write differently today, but I think I may justly say that
it has a certain basic and enduring value. The neolithic culture, for
the earlier phase of which Stuart Piggotr and I had no difficulty in
finding Breton affinities, planted that culture fairly and squarely in
the Dorset landscape. The egregious *bank barrow’ I have already
recalled as an early instance of that megalomania which was to
characterize the later Iron Age dwellers on the hill-top. The definitive
absence of Middle or Late Bronze Age occupation, with its likely
social and climatic implications, was well worth demonstrating in
a countryside so densely littered with vestiges of Bronze Age
mortality. The succession of Early Iron Age cultures, ranging from
the third century B.c. to the first century A.p., yielded a mass of
documented material which will for some time to come provide a
yardstick for the local archaeology of this period. The significance
of the great slingstone hoards in relation to the development of
multiple defences was first recognized here. The episode of the
Roman invasion has not elsewhere been so vividly illustrated. The
evidence for continued habimtion for a generation after the Roman
impact threw a new, or at least a newly emphatic, light upon the
cultural transition from Iron Age 1o Roman Britain, i
in the abandonment of the site after the foundation of Roman
Dorchester (it seems) ahout A.D. 75. The partial reoccupation by 2
Romano-British temple-precinct in the latter part of the fourth
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century, long after the formal Peace of the Church, underlines the
equivalent evidence from Lydney and other late sites. Finally, the
lonely Saxon warrior who was laid to rest upon the summir of the
hill about A.D. 600 at least reminds us of the scarcity of pagan
Saxon relics hereabouts. These are not negligible additions ro
knowledge, and, in saying so, I am lauding, not myself, but the
magnificent team—Mrs. Aylwin Cotton, Miss Kitty Richardson
and more than a hundred others—who, before and after Tessa’s
death in 1936, identified themselves with the work. And for two
years of our work, there was Tessa herself.

It was at Maiden Castle, too, that we brought the multimdinous
task of recording as nearly to my satisfaction as I shall myself be
able to carry it. In particular, the development of an area-excavation
by accumulative squares was an elaboration first systematically
worked out here on the basis of trial and error, and the drawing of
the Maiden Castle sections was an advance, technically and pic-
torially, on my earlier efforts. These and other matters of technique
1 have discussed in another place,;t and I need not now marry
over them.

v Archoeology from the Eardh (Oxford, 1954).



7. Near Eastern Episode

BeroRe passing on to the aftermath of Maiden Castle, I pause to
recollect an episode which had perhaps some direct, certainly much
indirect, effect upon my future, In the spring of 1936 T went East
for the first time. In those intercalary years of the ‘twenties and
*thirties, under the easy conditions offered by French and British
mandate, the Near East was alive with excavators of many nations.
The quality of much of this work was highly suspect, but in the
mass it was an insistent reminder of the prime importance of the
East to the student of human achievement. Our efforts in England,
although on an increasing scale, seemed increasingly provincial
and irrelevant. Tt was at least abundantly evident that, as director
of the new Institute of Archaeology which would shortly be opened
inLondon, T must needs have something more than paper-knowledge
of the Near Eastern field. With not a little searching, funds were
just sufficiently forthcoming for a solitary pilgrimage, and I said
good-bye to Tessa. I temember turning hack as I went down the
stairs of our little Park Street flat, and can still hear the words which
followed me in her quiet voice: *Good-bye—and remember, you
are very precious.” That was the last time I saw her.

DuﬂleMemg:ri:sMﬁﬁmIinerwlﬁchmrriedmeﬁﬂm
Marseilles to Port Said I foolishly travelled first class. In the evening
I sat in a boiled shirt at a mble with two formidable she-dragons
from Oxford and a highly scented and obviously very affluent
cigarette-merchant from Cairo. I gulped my coffee and fled to the
lower classes,

Leaning against the rail in the second class was a little Englishman
of communicative disposition. Without excessive encouragement,
hnpmcmdedmmﬁuelﬂspoliﬂﬁ]vkmmdhisprhmnﬁﬁl
He was an employee of the Qil Company, on his way
back from leave to report for duty at Kirkuk. He expected to be
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sent again to one of those little lonely stations which dot the pipe-
line at intervals of something like a hundred miles for general care
and maintenance, At each station are (or were) perhaps four or five
British technicians, maybe an odd wife or two, and“there they are
in the desert for a rwo-year term, hating one another with an
increasing and ingrowing hatred as the months drag by. .. . This he
told me, and more, of these remote, rather pathetic human oases;
then he turned brightly to me and said: ‘But 'm doing all the
talking. Now, sir, tell me what you do.’ *Oh,’ I replied, with a hint
of apology in my voice, Tm—er—an archaeologist.” The little
fellow was silent for an appreciable space; then he looked up with
wonder in his eyes. ‘Coo,” he said, ‘thar’s an OUT-OF-THE-WAY
joBl' ...

From the poop, where the fourth class were impounded, came
bursts of song and merriment. Looking down towards it from the
promenade, 1 could dimly discern, under a swinging lamp, a
sergeant of the Foreign Legion, a creole and one or two other
assortments, dancing to a hand-drum and a banjo. There alone in
the whole vast ship, it seemed, were real, living people, uninhihited
by Oxford Grears and unemasculated by Cairene lubricity. And
then amongst them [ spotted Peter Murray Threipland.

Peter | had vaguely met in England. His father had commanded
the Welsh Guards, but the son had, for reasons hidden from me,
side-slipped into archaeology. He was now on his way out to join
Sir Leonard Woolley at Antioch, and preferred to travel steerage,
sharing a dog-kennel with a bug-ridden Levantine. In my ridiculous
boiled shirt I suddenly felt heartily ashamed of myself. Of course,
that was the way to travel, sitting at night in the swinging shadows
above the churning propellers amongst these happy polychirome
outcasts. . ., . | eventually clambered back to my exalted stateroom
and had a bath.

In Cairo I found the Emerys living upon a dahabiya (small
sailing-ship) on the Nile, and went with them to Sakkars, where
they were digging up very early tombs equipped with desiccated
table d"hétes laid round the corpses on little dishes. W, B. Emery is
now Edwards Professor of Egyptology at University College,
London, and was then in the earlier stages of successful discovery.
His wholesome work, as I was shortly to find, bore little resemblance
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to the sort of thing which awaited me across the frontiers in
Palestine.

Of my tour in that country and subsequently in the Lebanon
and Syria T will say lirtle. The intricacies of the law of libel are
heyond my ken, but I believe that the plea of truth is no sure shield
to the offender, It will suffice to say this: that from the Sinai border
to Megiddo and on to Byblos and northern Syria, I encountered
such technical standards as had not been tolerated in Great Britain
for a quarter of a century. With rare and partial exceptions, the
methods of discovery and record were of a kind which, at home,
the Office of Works would have stopped by telegram. The scientific
analysis of stratification, upon which modern excavation is largely
based, was almost non-existent. And the work was being carried
out upon a lavish and proportionately destructive scale.

Method indeed there was of a bizarre sort, and the most elaborate
machinery. Excavation-headquarters were equipped to the point of
Juxury. At sundown the tables burgeoned with hospitality. Nothing
could have been more courteous than the welcome extended every-
where to the visitor, whether by Briton, American or Frenchman.
Card-indexes, log-books, ingenious instruments for surveying,
drafting and photography, were displayed with confidence and
pride. Only, the fundamental canons of the craft were simply not
comprehended. 1 left the Near East sick at heart, ferociously
determined to make my new institute in London first and foremost
an effective medium for the enlargement of technical understanding.
Without that, archaeology of the sort which I had witnessed was in
large measure destruction.

But here and there amongst my memories of this episode are
brighter moments. When I last passed by El Audjs Hafia, on the
southern edge of the Negeb, the three or four buildings which had
constituted the settlement were charred ruins. In 1936 they housed
a tiny penal colony, clustered round the well which was the only
water-supply for many miles, and consisting of a police-sergeant,
three or four constables, and about twenty sentenced murderers or
olive-tree uprooters. (To uproot another man's olive-tree, the
product of many generations of growth, was a crime second only
to murder.) They were, it seemed, a tolerably happy or at any rate
philosophical community, prepared to make the best of the fact
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that escape into the waterless desert meant death. And now a little
variety had been brought into their lives by the Colt expedition,
which was busily exploring the neighbouring city-mound. With
the arrival of yet another stranger, myself, they felt that something
had to be done about it. They threw a party.

The night was lit by a full moon when we assembled on a small
square platform raised some two or three feet above the desert.
Poles at the corners supported a roof of thatch over the open sides,
and chairs were placed in the middle of one of the sides for Colt
and myself. Flanking us were the policemen, and round the other
three sides squatted the conviets, all amiable with anticipation.
Above, a lamp hung from the roof in competition with the moon.
The inevirable accompaniment—thick coffee—was brought in a
huge dixie by the colony’s attendant, a full-blooded negro who
lived in a hole in the hill-side with a camel, a donkey, a wife, and
unlimited piccaninnies. From foot to shoulder he was swathed in
a white blanket, and I remember vividly how his face and arms shone
purple in the moonlight as he busied himself with his task. From
the folds of his blanket he produced a solitary cup. Then the
function really began.

The cup was filled from the dixie and passed first to me. Under
the appraising eyes of the murderers and olive-tree uprooters, 1
slowly gulped the coffee, making feeble show of the explosive
belches which are the polite accompaniment of Arab coffee-drinking.
T]Ecupwmrzmm:dfﬂrarn‘ﬂLhmﬂﬂlanlt,mdﬂnﬂm
cessively to the sergeant, the constables and the convicts. In a black
and sticky condition it returned to me, and thereafter throughout
the evening it circulated, unwashed, round and around the assembly,
Belches pierced the night like pistol-shots.

At last the stage was prepared for Act II. A rug was placed in the
centre of the floor, and up the steps was led a lintle old grey-bearded
mnnbmﬁngnsqumsingle—sﬂingﬁdﬁddkmﬂmamhﬁdhow.
HEWpludupﬂnthftugdmd,w‘ithhi!iighdﬂt}'ﬁw
upwmismdmmum,h@nmmdlmnaﬂluhmt,huﬁndbyﬂm
or four notes scraped from the solitary string. His theme (I was
told) was the endless epic of Abu Zeid, whose adventures are almost
:nuguﬁmlknuwi:dgﬂuthcﬁnhmdpcmixoﬁnﬁ:ﬁuchbnnﬂm.
Police and criminals were alike enraptured, and the moon had
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fallen far down the sky before their guests ventured to disturb
them. The scene in the moonlight, with its easy picturesqueness,
will remain in the memory long after the sins of Palestinian
archaeology have entered limbo. ...

North of Latakia, on the Syrian coast opposite Cyprus, Claude
Schaeffer was digging the ancient city of Ugarit, an uninhabited
spot known today as Ras Shamra. I lefi the car on the main
Antioch rosd and turned on foot up the long by-way, rendered
impassable to wheels by recent rain. 1 had dragged my feet through
the heavy mud for half a mile or so, when 1 heard hoofs behind me
and a police-officer on an Arab charger cantered up alongside. He
sprang from his horse and listened to no protestation: I must take
his mount and he would follow on foot. There was nothing for it
but to leave Sir Galahad and his impeccable riding-boots imbedded
in the morass, and in ten minutes the spirited steed had discharged
me, a trifle impetuously, into the midst of as surprising an excava-
tion as it has ever been my fortune to witness.

The approach had in some sense prepared me. Against the sky,
the mound of Ugarit had bristled like a fretful porpentine with
what I now discovered to be the rifles of a company of soldiers. In
the midst of them—yes, more criminals, toiling with pick and
shovel, whilst Schaeffer leapt amongst them stemly ordering,
correcting, exhorting, with Alsatian verve. By courtesy of the
local commandant, the labour problem had been solved, and
Ugaﬁtwﬁstmetgingﬁnmﬂ::dmufngm...'ﬁ%mlhnd
down to Schaeffer’s little house by the sea, and his charming wife
ordered in the lunch. The piéce de résistance was a chicken. In
itself, that was no unexpected phenomenon; but this chicken was
no ordinary Oriental bird, Tt is well known that Oriental chickens
lead a hard life which conduces neither to size nor to succulence;
or, as Odile Schaeffer put it more gracefully, they are trop sporeifs,
and in comsequence rarely reach a balanced maturity. But this
chicken, as T say, was an exception to the rule, a handsome, well-
conditioned bird of Occidental proportion. Odile thought rightly
that an explanation was demanded. “Yes,' she said, ‘it is a very
special chicken. You see, it was given to me by a murderer,’ and
she told the story. Amongst the criminals employed by her hushand
had been one who nursed a grievance. True, he had murdered a
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man—that he did not dispute. But the French court had sentenced
him to no less than eighe years' imprisonment, and that was a gross
miscarriage of justice. What had he done? He had killed a man who
had insulted his wife. What else could a gentleman do ? Would any
of his friends ever have spoken to him again if he had not killed the
man who had insulted his wife? He had laid his logical case with
emphatic protestation before Claude Schaeffer, and Claude, under-
standing the East, had represented the case sympathetically to the
French High Commissioner. The sentence had thereupon been
halved, and the previous day had terminated. What did the newly
released murderer do? He went straight off 1o the hen-roosts of
Latakia, stole the fatrest chicken he could find, and brought it back
to his benefictor’s wife as a twken of gratiude. “You see,” added
Odile, *he was always exactly what you English call the perfeer
pentleman, Now let us carve this admirable chicken in the honour
of a very charming murderer.’

But from the criminology of the East it is time to return to the
archacology of the West.



8. Northern France

Tas inevitable sequel to Maiden Castle began to emerge at an early
stage in our work there. By the end of our first season (1934) it had
become increasingly clear to us that, whatever the insular contribu-
tion to the cultures (neolithic and Early Iron Age) with which we
were dealing, we could not place our results in a sizeable context
without a first-hand investigation of the equivalent material across
the Channel. Geologically and geographically, the granite outcrop
of Cornwall and the chalk downs of the southern counties are an
extension of the identical formations of northern France, and it was
fair to suppose that cultural links might be proportionately signifi-
cant. Historical relations between Brittany and Britain in the first
century 8.C. made our supposition something more than guesswork.

Accordingly, in the spring of 1935 one of my young colleagues,
Leslie Scott (Mrs. P. Murray Threipland), volunteered 1o carry out
a reconnaissance. Her admirable report was sufficiently encouraging
ta induce Raieghﬂi&fmdmrlmyselfmjuhhﬂinnfurﬁmrsw
in lg;ﬁ,whenmmndear:pidtuurfmmth:ﬂmchttntht
Atlantic coast, visiting earthworks and museums in rapid succession.
Ey&n:mdufituurfmhernmmwdw.

1 had in mind three main problems. First there was the question
of the earlier neolithic culture of Maiden Castle; secondly, there
was the problem of the sudden arrival, at Maiden Castle, of multiple
defences and developed slingstone warfare; thirdly, there was the
question of the origin of certain new types of pottery (bead-rim
bowls, jars with countersunk handles) which were associated with
these specialized military developments. The first of these problems
was in principle stmightforward: the link between our earlier
neolithic and Brittany was established, at least in part, by the
material in the Breton museums, particulardly that ac Carnac.
Sccundly,amusm?mmimﬁnnufs&mtaduuhwuﬂsmm
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Normandy and Brittany pointed to southern Brittany as the main
focus of the multiple system; and since southern Brittany was the
historic home of the Veneti, who had regular trading-relations with
Britain before Caesar's time, the problem began to take a reasonable
shape. So far as could be seen, too, from the scanty material available
in the undeveloped French museums, the pottery which had
troubled us had Breton cousins. The third problem therefore fitted
into the picture; but clearly, in addition to more detailed ground
survey, we should have to fll some of the many gaps by fresh
digging. We prospected.

Near Huelgoat, in the middle of Finistére, we found an oppidum
after our own heart. The so-called Camp d’Artus, one of the very
few of its kind thought worthy of mention in the Guide Blew, was
for its great size (some seventy-five acres) without rival in the
former territory of the Osismi of north-western Brittany. Moreover
it had a faint outer fortification which, at a stretch, might enable
us to include it amongst our ‘multiple’ earthworks, We had no
hesitation on the spot in selecting it as our starting-point. We
proceeded to tackle the Ministére des Beaux Arts, under which the
ancient monuments of France were administered.

Here we encountered a formidable setback. Most certainly we
could dig the Camp d'Artus—but of course we should have to
insure against fire the whole State forest in which the camp was
situated | We tried to laugh this off; but no, we must quite definitely
insure the forest. I accepted the challenge.

For weeks I tried to persuade French insurance agents to lock
at the matter in a sensible light. Replies came in the form of shrugs
and ‘millions of francs.’ T was nearly beaten, when one day I came
across a Lloyd's underwriter with a sense of humour. The situation
was saved; | forget what his premium was, but it was of the order
of 75. 6d.!

That is not quite the whole of the story. Properly impressed
with the vulnerability of the forest in which we were working, I
issued strict injunctions against smoking, and myself suffered the
tortures of the damned by the scrupulous persanal observation of
my veto. But one morning as 1 entered the forest I saw flames
amongst the trees and a column of smoke rising high above the fire.
1 broke into a frantic gallop and burst upon the scene. Against 3
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handsome larch, and eagerly licking its trunk, was a fire, sure
enough; upon it was a tin can containing a mess of bubbling
bilberries, gathered from an abundance round about; and gleefully
surveying the brew was a posse of the village children. I leapt with
a roar upon the fire and trampled it out, whilst the startled children
fled to a respectful distance and stood wondering at the scene, It
took hours of explanation to persuade the brats and their parents
that this perfectly normal, and hitherto unquestioned, procedure
must, with the best will in the world, cease during our sojoum.
Vividly in my mind was a Lloyd's underwriter far away in blessed
ignorance, happily fingering his 75. 6d. whilst flames swept the
forests of Brittany to the tune of untold millions.

Amidst such vicissitudes our work at Huelgoat developed, until
a Gallic Wall of the Caesarian period stood revealed before us, with
its timbering and its masonry. At dawn one morning we met our
vigorous friend Claude Schaeffer, who came to inspect us on
of the French government, and I think we were able to display to
him an orderly British excavation in full blast, the first of its kind,
I suppose, in the annals of Breton archaeology. We had an admirable
team, with my Maiden Castle foreman, William Wedlake, in charge
of a gang of puzzled but amiably co-operative Breton peasants, and
my photographer, M. B. Cookson, who endeared himself to the
villagers and taught them more than he learned from them.

Alongside excavation, our ground-survey proceeded upon 2
carefully considered plan. With suitable rotation, our large party
was divided into two sections. One section assisted in the work of
excavation; the other section was again subdivided, and in small
groups, each under a leader, combed the countryside within
allotted areas, Uncritical lists of earthworks had been compiled
from miscellaneous literary sources, and with these in hand and an
unblushing use of sixth-form French a great deal of material was
collected. At short intervals the groups would report back to head-
quarters, and where necessary their work was followed by further
investigation, In that way, Brittany and most of Normandy were
covered wﬂtmntica]lyinnpinn::rfnsiﬁun.lhwnnndnuhlm
sites, and even important sites, were missed, but the resulnt maps
may be regarded as reasonably representative. Such work on
modern standards had not previously been attempted.
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Meanwhile, excavation was extended from Huelgoat to a small
multiple earthwork of a characteristic south Breton type, near
Quimper; and we then moved eastwards to the neighbourhood of
Avranches, where a better-known oppidum at Le Petit Celland
produced another Gallic Wall and abundant native coinage of the
Caesarian epoch. In the following year, 1939, we moved into
eastern Normandy, and tackled other types of fortification at
Fécamp and at Duclair, where our armies were later to cross the
Seine, doubtless in the steps of earlier folk. By now our assembled
material began to make sense, to fall into rational categories. A
number of conclusions began to emerge.

First, in northern France, west of the Seine, we were confronted
with a series of widely separated *camps’ or oppide of great size and
of a date, where tested, approximating to that of Caesar's campaigns
in the fifties of the first century B.c. These large oppida stood out
from their smaller neighbours as centres on a tribal rather than a
local scale and could in fact, in some instances, be ascribed to
specific tribes. Thus the Camp d'Artus, at Huelgoat, was the
obvious rallying-point of the Osismi of Finistére; Le Petit Celland
might be associated with the Venelli or Unelli of the Manche;
further south the seemingly unfinished oppidum in the Forét de
Fougdres might similarly have served the Redones; further west,
the Curiosolities probably included within their territory the
immense oppidum at Guégon, near Josseling and further east, in
Calvados, the vast castellier of St. Désir near Lisieux, with its Gallic
Wall, can only have been the focus of the Lexovii. The story was
not yet complete, but its outlines were taking shape. The Veneti of
southern Brittany had many small forifications, significantly
comparable with those of Cornwall, though seemingly no large
oppidum; their ultimate citadel was their famous fleet. But they
were exceptional. For the most part each tribe or confederacy,
under the momentary cohesion imposed by the Roman invasion,
now built itself a great fortification capable of contining the tribal
levy and of focusing defence. These new oppida were few and far
apart; in some instances at least they must greatly have exceeded
purely local needs. They represent strategy rather than tcrics, and
strategy on an unwonted scale, They are a comment on Caesar’s
Commentaries.
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But, as we approached the Seine valley from the west, we began
to ize a somewhat different emphasis. Beside and beyond the
Seine lay Belgic Gaul, which had already, before Caesar’s time,
distinguished itself by its lonely and successful resistance to German
invaders. The Belgic tribesmen were tough fighters who sought
nfﬂykminmassedmncmmﬁunﬂ:mmnnﬂwu:knfsmm
fortifications of an individual type which we, in 1939, were the first
to recognize and investigate. Both Fécamp and Duclair were of
this ‘new’ kind, and we found eight or ten others in Seine Inférieure
mdthzndianentﬁhgeufEm.ﬁE}rhavehugempansnf:arﬂ:,
broad, flat, canal-like ditches and large in-turned entrances, and are
commenly situated upon commanding promontories. Nothing like
them occurs further west, but one example has been identified,
appropriately enough, in Kent. It is sufficiently clear that they
represent par excellence a distinctive Belgic fashion. We were hot
upon their trail when the end came.

The latter stages of our work in 1938 had been uncomfortable
enough, Day after day in that September the cathedral bell of
Avranches had tolled its mournful toesin; in response, day after
day successive classes of the military reserve had left their fields
and workshops and had stumbled into the market-place with their
bundles and their womenfolk about them. In the unreal respite of
the following summer we resumed with half-minds. By mid-August
Lhtmpm:bmmbmnbk,nud,mlshnllteﬂ,lwddmiy
handed over to Kitty Richardson and fled the scene.



9. War Interlude II, 193943

(1) ENFIELD'S own

The day after Mr. Neville Chamberlain had stung his fingers upon
that nettle danger at Munich in 1938 I stood in the foyer of the
Café Royal in Regent Street, awaiting my luncheon guest. Beside
me, similarly unoccupied, was a minor Secretary of State, and 1 an
still hear his words, “Today,' he said, ‘T am ashamed to be an
Englishman." That evening, and on many evenings afterwards, [
got into my car and until after nightfall toured the Territorial
depors of London. It was not merely that war seemed likely; I now
savagely hoped for war, for a national opportunity to obliterate
the disgrace of Munich, and was determined to be in at the kill.
But for weeks my quest was frustrate. I was forty-eight years old
and had not donned a uniform since 1919. My nearest approach to
achievement was at Fulham, where I was put second on a list for
the command of a field battery. (I believe that the battery fell
subsequently into Japanese hands,)

And then suddenly things began to happen. I ran into Colonel
King, who was high in the counsels of the Middlesex Territorial
Association; and Colonel King knew of me as an active antiquary.
Why that qualification should have fitted me for military responsi-
bi]-'it}rI know not, but [ shall be forever grateful to King and to his
colleague Colonel Passingham for thinking that it did. They passed
on to me an order from the War Office to raise a new light anti-
gircraft battery at Enfield, ‘at a rime to be notified.’ With a glad
heart T departed meanwhile for my projected archaeological season
in Normandy, expecting from day to day a stern summons to duty
and Enfield.

None came, By the middle of August 1939 the international
situation had rightened beyond bearing, and one Friday afternoon
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I suddenly handed the archaeological destinies of Normandy over
to my partners, Miss K. M. Richardson and Miss Theodora
Newbould, and took the night-boat from Dieppe. After breakfase
I went straight from Victoria Station to the Association's head-
quarters nearby. The moment was exact; the War Office had just
issued execurive orders and my arrival was acclaimed. By lunchtime
1 was in Enfield for the first time in my life, searching for a vacant
house from which to recruit ‘Enfield’s Own.' I found one in the
London Road.

Alas, it was a Saturday, and the house-agent had vanished with

the keys. I ran him eventually to earth on a golf-links a few miles

. away. In the King's name | dragged him from the second green,
and by the middle of the afternoon I was installed. On a window-
sill T drafted a forthright appeal to the patriotic citizens of Enfield,
bidding them rally to the colours at No. —, London Road, on the
Monday morning. A visit to the local newspaper office—the only
printing establishment open at the week-end—speedily produced
a liberal edition of the appeal, tricked out pretiily in red, white and
blue, and ending with a resounding ‘God Save the King.' By
Sunday morming it adorned the windows of nearly every shop in
Enfield, Nor were the local cinemas behindhand; their films were
thenceforth puncruated by the new battle-cry hastily scribbled on
lantern-slides. Urgent telephone conversations with a variety of
military depots produced the necessary recruitment forms and a
medical officer. By Monday morning at eight o'clock we sat on
borrowed chairs behind an improvised counter, and with combined
curiosity and anxiety awaited custom.

“We' had now swollen to five. To the medical officer and myself
had been added J. B. Ward Perkins (now Director of the British
School at Rome), long a friend and colleague of mine, and my son
Michael (a youthful barrister), together with a young sergeant of
the regular army from headquarters. Michael and Ward Perkins
were awaiting their commissions but were meanwhile a tower of
strength, With the exception of the sergeant, we were all still in
civilian clothes; we were learning our job and improvising as We
went along. On that morning we sat awhile and waited.

The start was a slow one, and it must have been after nine
o'clock when the doorway was filled by an immense figure. Fora
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moment the newcomer surveyed with mild surprise the threadbare
scene in front of him, and then a quiet, pleasant voice mounted up
within him, and he announced his name with a suspicion of hesita-
tion, almost apology. *A. Goodman, solicitor” went down on the
form, and thus a Cambridge graduate headed our list of gunners.
Unambitious but out to do his bit, Gunner Goodman had become

a quartermaster-sergeant when I parted from him two years later,
and I wish him well. He was followed by a thickening stream of
schoolmasters, tradesmen, mechanics, labourers—a mixed lot
typical of those fine early days of the war, when the spirit of service
was universal and unabated. By the end of the week our number
was full to overflowing. In the absence of uniforms, the new unit
was arrayed in brown overalls and was thus reviewed, ar my
request, by the brigadier in a carefully chosen cul-de-sac where the
most inquisitorial of inspecting officers could not expect manceuvre.
For the finer nuances of the parade-ground we were not yet ripe,
but we came to attention and stood at ease like guardsmen,

During that week my new officers, carefully handpicked from a
long waiting-list, began 1o arrive. Amongst the first was Bill
O’Bryen, with three M.C.'s from his first war, a Rolls Royce and a
chauffeur. We promptly enlisted the chauffeur and gave him a pass
to take the car home. Then there was Clive Brook, who did his best
to surmount the medical examination, but was held up by a lameness
which preserved him for his art and his public. And there was
Henry Wynn-Parry. He was at that time a K.C,, and is now an
eminent judge of the High Court. How he passed the sight rest is
known to himself and his Maker; nor was it ever discovered whether
his monocle was an aid or a mask. But he entered our office with a
snuffbox and the air of a Schoof for Scandal, and was thenceforth,
until he went to the Staff and then on to the Bench, the provocaeur
of every sort of satisfactory devilry. We made him a captain on the
spot—those were days of wise if astonishing freedom in such
trivial matters as rank and promotion.

Yet, looking back, I can see that it was the women, not less than
the men, who enlisted ‘Enfield's Own.' Mrs. O'Bryen, known to
fame as Elizabeth Allan, Mrs. Clive Brook, Kay Hammond, and
Mrs. (now Lady) Wynn-Parry, promptly established an exceedingly
efficient and attractive canteen in which, amongst all else, they
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cooked indefatigably and served cheap midday dinners for our
hungry soldiery, and certainly attracted by their charm and cookery
far more recruits than all my red-white-and-blue posters and public

together. For everyone, they were great days, those of
August and September 1939, days of selfless effort and single-
minded purpose. Our initial armament was limited to a few rifles
and half a dozen archaic Lewis guns. Our official war-time destiny
was to guard the Enfield Powder and Small Arms Factories. But
that was no sort of destiny for men of good and adventurous heart.
From the 48th Light Ack-Ack Battery we grew rapidly into the
42nd Mobile Light Ack-Ack Regiment of four batteries, of which
three went with me in 1941 to the Eighth Army in North Africa.
The fourth battery, alas, steamed straight into the hands of the
Japanese on Java, and its fate shall be unspoken. . . .

As in my First War interlude, I propose not to linger over the
tedious demils of regimental history. Instead, I will print a few
abstracts from surviving letters to my most constant correspondent,
Sir Cyril Fox, and will supplement them with stray notes from my
war-time files and diaries. If these miscellanea have any merit, it is
once again that of actuality, for they include nothing that was not
written down within a few hours of its happening.

(11) EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS TO SIR CYRIL FOX

28 Qet. 1941
[On board a crowded troopship in the South Atlantic]

In the wild October night-time, when the wind raved round
the land,

And the Back-sea met the Front-sea, and our doors were
blocked with sand. . . .

Wdl,mumurlmﬂmsiuinahmmdmmywmu-—thﬂﬂ
a tribute to the latitude, these to the October gale. Even the flying
fishes, that sprayed like soapsuds at our bows, have given up, and
the gloomy, humourless shark that nosed our sides has slipped back
into the Atlantic. The spectacle of the heaving ships is a fine and
solemn one, the warships like thoroughbreds amongst a pack of
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mongrels. Day after day, week after week, one eats prodigiously
and drinks carelessly and gambles trivially, and devours anything
in the shape of poetry with a cerebral hunger that might be hard
to believe. Only occasionally Things happen, in a reiterant fashion
that lacks adventure, and anyway may not be told. And one lecrures
to the troops on Cecil Rhodes or Ihn Saud or the Delta, or cries
‘Hard luck, Sir" at a monotonous variety of organized sports. One
also studies the Art of Killing, in a detached academic way. And at
night one treads gingerly between countless bodies prostrate on the
decks. . . . In short, one lives another existence, and 1 should be hard
put to it to say now whether I've always been a Commanding
Officer or whether I'm still a Shippered Antiquary at heart. . . .
P.S. Albatross on the port bow. I've just run out to call in all bows

and arrows.

4 Feb, 1942
[Egypt, beside the Great Bitter Lake]

If T remember, old Dr. Donne described letter-writing as “a kind
of ecstacy.” I dare say he wrote, as I am writing, with the shadow-
bars of a lantern across his script. But he scarcely had the compen-
satory stimulus of all the swars of the Orent overhead, and lake-
water lapping on the shore within a few yards of him, and the long
dim line of Sinai beyond. The Wilderness of Sin has its points, and
I have spent much time of late upon its chilly sands, learning to
live rather like an embattled Bedouin. One trains incredibly much
for incredibly little fighting, but we are very ready and very eager .
for what may, and will, befall. Waiting and waiting is inclined
sometimes to weary the flesh. A commanding officer is not allowed
of course to have a Hump, but the influence of all these camels is
accumulative and insidious. . . . There are many many camels, I'm
afraid. However, I've no doubt we shall win this war in the fullness
of time, and every camel will have the O.B.E.

Burlington House [the Society of Antiquaries] is both remote
and present. The other night I lay under the sky on the beach of
El Arish and woke up suddenly before the dawn. The sea had the
tail-end of a gale in it, and at high tide (as tides go in these parts)
was crunching the sandy pebbles noisily in my ears. It was irrelevant
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and comforting to think then of the domesticity of Burlington
House and the gentle life it stood for. One lay with a quietening
sense of complaisance and permanence; until suddenly the palms
stood out against parallel red and yellow strips along the eastern
horizon, a flight of duck passed overhead, and my men were making
a fire of sand and petrol and twigs behind me.

All this is rather solemn stuff, but it jumps with the night. War
in one’s old age is different from war in one's first youth. So much
that mattered once matters so little now., The knight-errant must
have yawned after his second dragon.

Tonight, by moonlight, I pulled out in a boat after duck with
my gun. No duck but a perilous fusillade from the rifles of the
zealous (Sudanese) Camel Corps, who ‘thought’ we were hashish-
runners. The error, when discovered, was received with shouts of
happyhughmbydmﬂanﬂﬁm'pa,whnmmtmas}mmﬂd
of their own bad shooting. What matters? . ..

2 May 1942
[Egypr]

...Stunmmgcandthnlel}rshweamsuufdmbiﬁtf
about them which is lacking in all this fretful ironmongery—
:Iﬂmughﬂmthishasiumnumnquﬂmdz.m&ghtbefmﬂ
last T was out in the desert on a training expedition with an
armoured brigade, and at nightfall we drew into close leaguer, head
to tail in thick-set files of vehicles. The day had been
hntand&mry,uﬂlhappmcdtuhnwnhi:ufnfwnnmnwhkb
didn'thelpnim.Bmwimth:nighxnlhﬂahmespm@upmd
pmdlighdymmumﬁlla&hepmth:smﬂbmid:ﬁ:m
Thelonmlnghnﬁmnufmhaf:wyﬂdsdimt,‘withﬁlﬁr
porcupine of guns, was black and solid and comforting against @
moon-filled sky, and the only noise was the intermittent padding of
the sentries Tt was a moment of complete and satisfying peace; and
1 lay convinced that daffodils and meandering streams have no
monopoly of Elysium.

We have looked upunm:rdﬁd,bmfnrthemustpanﬂfﬂi’
husily slow. . . . Always occupied—even hectically occupied—but
mentally never stretched. Much fibre is wasted upon the suffering
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of fools—and I've no doubt that the other fellow thinks the same.
One pines more and more for the idiom of one’s own folk, and for
enterprise that is devoid of self-interest. . . .

I'm just back from three weeks with the Higher Tactics, Across
the valley were more pyramids than seemed necessary for one
landscape, and in the middle distance a triangular sail would wander
slowly through the long ribbon of cultivation. Blistering days were
npmta:mdstnphgueufhd}rhuds,nndhugsfzﬂupnunn:a:mght
from the rafters. Nevertheless, an interesting and intelligent inter-
lude. Such are the trivialities of existence. We are still fighting for
tasks which, if no more honourable than those we are doing, might
at least prove more exciting. Meanwhile, one is occasionally alirtle
richer for experience. [ probably told you of my voyage to Rhodes ?
Or didn’t I? It is not secret—it was, as a matter of fact, extensively
referred to some days later in the Egyptian Press, which got it from
the Air Force. Briefly, it was this way.

As an anti-aircraft gunner I felt that I could never really get
round my job without some first-hand knowledge of the receiving
end of the business. From my familiarity with military compar-
mentalism, it was equally clear that, as a commanding officer, 1
should never receive official sanction to carry out the necessary
investigation. The answer to the little problem was not difficult;
a whisper in the ear of the group-captain commanding a bomber
landing-ground near Suez brought a laugh and a promise. Two
days later, with twenty-four hours' leave in my pocker, I was
locked into the front gun-turret of a laden Wellington bomber,
and in the evening, en route for Rhodes, we came down for
refuelling at a landing-ground on the North Afrcan coast,
There, as ill-luck had it, an enemy squadron dropped a load
of bombs on us by last light; they knocked our only one of
our nine planes, but blasted the runway and so shortened it to an
uncomfortable minimum. Later, in the prison of a moonless night,
we—ithe five of the crew—were o little tense, I think, as the
bomber, with its heavy cargp, sluggishly gathered momentum
down the runway towards the little red lamp which now marked
the nearer lip of the intrusive crater. At the last moment we just
lifted over the lamp; I climbed forward thankfully into the circular
gun-turret, and was again locked in.
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These things, and those that followed, are routing to our Air
Force, but to a mere landsman they were new enough. There
were, as | say, five of us; the pilot, a grand boy { Canadian} of
twenty, the sergeant-navigator, the bomber, the tail-gunner, and
your cowering colone! as front-gunner, cold and chewing pepper-
mint to keep back nausea. Out over the sea we went [at 130 m.p.h]
in a wall of blackness broken only by an occasional dim cotton-
wool cloud. At one point far below a lamp waved up 1o us—
*Some poor fellow down in the drink’ was the comment over the
'phones. Three hours, and, in spite of the periodical ‘Do you see
anything?' from the alert pilot, 1 was lapsing into semi-conscious~
ness when the sharp voice of the rear-gunner pierced the ear-phones
with ‘Fighter on our mil!" Simultanecusly, things happened: the
pilot, reacting instantly, threw the heavy Wimpey on its side and
we dropped like a knife into a cloud. This unexpected operation 1
accompanied with my mind rather than my body; the latter seemed
to remain aloft, poised in the empyrean, and I remember observing
mnhandswhichgraspedthrtwunn:hhm-guuﬁmfmmnfm:as
curious and alien objects. . . . We emerged once more into the
lonely night, and shortly made out the shadowy eastern end of
Crete. It had a friendly look to it—at least it was land! Thence we
veered north-eastwards, and presently the slightly intenser darkness
below us was the island of Rhodes, with the vague mass of the
Turkish coast beyond.
Itmm:.;ua.m.,anﬂintmminumwcmdunmdmpuur
bam!:s.Butgnﬁnnghndmwaaaiaﬁmﬁn&ingﬂmW
when we got there! Our mission was to bomb and machine-gun
the larger of two aerodromes, but for several minutes we patrolled
Lhris]andfmmmdmmﬂwithnutdimmraingmslupcinﬂw
blackness. The enemy (ltalians) were either asleep or unusually
cunning, If anly they would open fire and give the show away!
The stillness was a little eerie.
Atimgthwespnmdwhuts:ﬂmeﬂmbeamm'ny;mdﬂﬂ
circled over it the night was suddenly pierced by a i
The blade of it cut straight through us and for a moment the
sensation was that of a blow on the face, Then the pilot
his escape-manceuvre and we dropped out of the glare, Imme-
dhnlyﬂmwmm,d::uuﬁxﬂmrdﬂiﬂm,mdmldﬁwdf
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QN THE BATTLEFIELD OF EL ALAMEIN DURING THE LAST DAY OF
THE BATTLE



129 War Interlude I, 193943

tracer-shell bent beneath and behind us; the target was no longer
in doubt. We made five runs up the course at 3,000 feet, discharging
our load piecemeal; whereafter we swung out to sea, came down
nearly to sea-level, and groped our way back inland between two
hills vaguely visible above us on our flanks. At the expected order
from the pilot ‘Let them have it, the front- and rear-gunners lowered
their twin Brownings, firing several hundred rounds blindly at what
we trust may have been the target. I say ‘blindly’ because the
dazzling flash of the machine-guns and the smoke which quickly
filled the wurrer blotted out the scene. As the fog cleared we were
already rising fast and wrning towards home.

But not yer! We were perhaps ten miles from the island when
the agonized voice of the bomber came over the 'phones—"Oh
pamy., We forgot to post our letters!” (Our ‘letters’ being several
packets of crude leaflets printed in Greek and designed 1o stiffen
the antipathy of the island peasants to their dasmrdly Iwmlian
masters.) A speedy five-way debate over the telephone followed.
Should we push the infernal leaflets into the sea and say nothing,
or should we go back and do our stuff? Cowardice prevailed: we
turned back to the island, which was now well alight, and dropped
our subversive lirerature on it through the bomb-chute, I remember
hoping that the packers would hit someone—friend or foe, 1 cared
not—on the head, in bulk. . . .

My excellent adjutant, Percy Stebbing, the only member of my
unit who was in the secret, met me at the Suez landing-ground;
and as I left the mess-table an hour later after a short and silent
breakfast, I heard one of my subalterns whisper to another behind
me—'1 say, the Colonel must hiave had the hell of a good party in
Cairo last night! ...

to May 1942
[Still Egyprt]

. » How long they will permit me to stay out here 1 don't know.
You see, I'm seven years over the age-limit and they've been
applying it very strictly of late. Jn sha' allah. I sometimes find
myself reflecting a little bitterly on those younger members of our
craft [archaeology] who so reluctamtly, if at all, gave up their
E
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peaceful calling and, at the best, took upon themselves gentle jobs
at no great discomfort. How can . . . and . . . face themselves at
the shaving mirror or go quietly to their beds at night? Or am T
stupidly bitter? T think nor. This war will be won by blows and
by bleeding, and there are enough intelligent women in the world
to do all the jobs of . . . and his tribe at least as competently as
they. I suppose I'm old, but I grudge youth nothing except security,
which is not the privilege of youth in these days. Oh helll I'm
sorry, but I feel strongly. . . .

11 June 1942
[The Western Desert, at last]

War is a natural condition of man. Whether war be good or bad
is not in question: nor is the canon of rectitude whereby such
niceties may be judged. But, for good or ill, to regard war as a
temporary lapse from a normal condition of peace is to invert
nature and to falsify history, What major moment in the course of
human culture has not had war for irs background or its stimulus,
is not rooted in contention? Ts not the Parthenon a war-memorial 2
And was not the whole movement of the Renaissance a marching
and counter-marching of armies? That turbulence of the spirit
which gives rise to masterpieces and major discovery is but a
p:me]ufanuurﬁtwhichﬁndnequalcxpressimind:zcallnfm
trumpet. Peace and plenty, perhaps; but peace and poetry—where
mycmﬁmid:unjoinod,savemnmgs:m:pnﬁmandﬁulcm?.--

Sorry, my dear Cyril, but this is the first night for some time that
I have been able to have a candle after dark, and my pen has run
away with itself and got bogged in platitude. T won't do it again.
The war is still, for some of us, spectacular rather than really
dﬂng&mus,butdmreiinslighthnpmmnnm,andlhawhﬂahfﬂ
sight of a modern battle. It is a Thing. A cloud of twenty or thirty
Junkers 88 wheeling and diving in the air, their little black bombs
drnppingﬁmnﬂ:mlﬂceﬂﬁngsnfhcads.ﬂmkns,ﬁﬁ:mnfﬂm,
tumbling about the sky and filling the air with the swish of their
falling salvoes. And, most moving of all, a modern armoured
brigade moving grandly into action. It is Miltonic; at the same
time unreal and acutely real. . . .
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Today 1 lunched with & company of the French Foreign Legion,
a lunch partaken in a g0 ewt. truck but lasting in all three Aowrsl
A wvast deal of chemical was absorbed, and the rations were tricked
out into the semblince of a four-course &feuner. The captain was
rioe 2 Frenchman, no, he was a Breten, subject to much ribald good
humour from his Norman juniors. We talked of everything save
the war, and parted with alecoholic poisoning and a restored sense
of proportion. They're a grand lot, these Free French, at hearr—
and stomach. But they're a pain in the neck to the British milirary

mind,

6 July 1942

[Written at Burg el-Arab on a hot summer's day at the end of the
retreat of the Eighth Army 1o El Alamein, where the first battle of
that name was still in doubr a few miles away under Auchinleck.
We occupied a reserve position in ‘box’ formation. Everyone was
pretty tired]

The El Alamein Line

The air is vibrant with the clubbed sound of guns,
Beating on forty miles of desert dust.

Unwilling men fight on because they must,
Because some are called Free and some called Huns.
Yet all are choked with the same quenchless thirst,
All seared with the same fiery blinding sand,

All loathe alike this dead and evil land,

All fear at heart the harsh pulsating burst

Of bomb and shell and sudden earthy blast;

All are consumed in hate and lurking dread,

All are impatient both of dread and hate.

As thus | wrote an Arab goatherd passed;
Across the sand his whimpering flock he led,
Secure and happy in the hand of Fate.

A sonneteria, my dear Cyril, bears the same relationship 1o a
sonnet that a cafeteria does to a café. I found it easier to write a
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sonneteria than a letter. We live, these days, from dune to dune.
We are unbeaten. . . -

27 July 1942
[In the desert somewhere behind the El Alamein Line]

This afternoon the air is so full of sand that a London pea-soup
is daylight in comparison, and I have just been to the necessarium
mnmnpan—hening‘.ﬁsfnrmypm,itissuduggcdasalmmm
justify my handwriting. Somewhere out in the dust is my little
command, and for the rest there are a good many miles of desert
between us and higher authority, so we are pleasantly isolated.
Your letters, with their news of marrying and giving in marriage,
are good to read and are a link with another life which will come
very pleasantly to me again, if so it be. Yet, this life gets its claws
into a fellow. My batman, an old Cockney soldier, remarked to me
today—Leave to Alexandria? Not for me, Sir. The Desert’s in me
blood; and when 1 goes ‘ome after the war I'll take a sackful of sand
with me!" He almost meant it.

I've been tuming over the pages of my field-notebook, and
amongst map-references and orders I've come across some highly
remarkable vers libre (save the mark!) dating from the first day of
the retreat: libre if not vers, (What a devastating habit this is of
bursting into verse in moments of crisis—and on the spat, tool)
It is a terrifying effort but does represent an actual picture, however
pedestrian. Take a deep breath—here it is:

Bel Hamid, 12 June 1942"

The steel-black road to the West stabs the white sand
And plunges into the quivering horizon.

The car jolts and sways from rut to cratered scar,
And those within are hot and unpeaceful.

* The final retreat of the Eighth Army to El Alamein began (very un=
expectedly) on this day. The writer was driving forward to visit some guns
south of Tobruk when the first wave of the retreating army engulfed him.
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A lorry, and another, looms and takes shape out of
the haze,

One with men clinging about it, another with a portéed
B

Then more appear, tanks, guns and yet more lorries.

Now they spread beyond the road, on both sides,

And the dust rises in an angry turbulence from their tracks.

At last the whole landscape is moving eastward in a

great Aood
Against which the westering car weaves falteringly.

A few miles further and the car is fenced by a solid wall

Of pressing transport; an officer stands in the road,

His face plastered white with sand, like a clown’s;

The question, "Tell me, where is the Hun '

Brings back the casual answer, ‘Just behind that ridge,

And coming along quite nicely.” The mass

Surges eastward again, in unanxious but unordered haste. . . .

Yesterday was heralded by achieved success;
Today a great army
Has snatched Defeat from the very jaws of Victory.

Since then, the great army has wmed and is fighting back, so 1
can send this balderdash without being accused of defeatism.
Eventually we shall win, Meanwhile we need a little heaven-sent

impatience. My love to you both. . ..

16 Sept. to42

[At the control-headquarters of the anti-aircraft artillery protecting
the landing-grounds behind the El Alamein Line]
Beyond a radius of 10 yds., my dear Cyril, the desert landscape
is blocked out by a wall of moving sand—the usual afternoon
sandstorm. It clogs my pen and trickles through my hair. It's
probably got into my brain. But I'm just back from four days in
Cairo, my first leave since arrival in the Middle East. The full Nile
flood, chocolate with the snows of Abyssinia and vast leagues of
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rich alluvium, tumbled refreshingly under the bridges. I slept
excessively and had many baths, bought a book or two, and
explored that astonishing monument, the walls of Caire, with the
veteran Creswell. In an embowered house beneath the pyramids I
lunched with the R. G. Caseys, an assortment of admirals, and two
American ambassadors, who surveyed the world with the good
humour and the detached curiosity of schoolboys. There was
a high-spot during luncheon when, under the guidance of a
demonstrative admiral, a convoy-mat, escorted by heavily armed
pepperpots, was safely brought into port beside the corbeille
de fruits. Otherwise there was comfortingly little ‘shop.” The
German push had been counter-pushed with success; for the
moment relative peace reigned and war was no longer intruding
upon the preparations for war.

The previous formight I had spent mainly in a lotry, ringed by
telephones, at rare intervals reading Gordon Childe's Man Makes
Himself (which T had bought in Alexandria), sometimes ordering
guns to fire, always with half an eye on the plotting-board spread
under a light-proof tarpaulin on the ground below me. On the
board half-a-dozen enemy bombers would suddenly be marked,
advancing in line abreast across the Cretn sea. By successive
plottings we would trace their landfall and see them hiving off 1
their targets. Two or three would come our way, and [ would
order the guns to stand to. . . . On one occasion, I remember, only
a single enemy bomber was marked on the board and, tired of
waiting for more exciting stuff, the telephonists (their receivers
strapped to their heads) began playing whist on the board all round
the solitary foe. Now and then a fresh plot would come in, and 2
hurried search would be made amongst the assembled cards for the
plot-mark, which would he moved to its new position, and the
game without ceasing would appropriately readjust itself. Eventually
the bomber arrived overhead, shells bursting about it, and malevo-
lently dropped its bombs just outside. Following the almighty
crash, there was a great scatter of bits and pieces over the i
and then a piping voice from one of the players—"Now, boys, we
canmovethe f......b.coees off the f...as. board and get on
with the f...... game." Which they f...... well did, without
further interruption. Almost immediately afterwards the aforesaid
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R by esives was brought down by one of our nightfighters,
and Man Makes Himself proceeded evenly to the end of another
chapter. I'd like Gordon Childe to know that his ckef &"auvre is
meeting with a proper appreciation in the midst of Man's next
"Revolution.’

But these things are augae. I hope and think we are on the verge
of a more exciting destiny, What the hell of a time to live in! 1
wouldn't have missed it, would you? ...

8 Ocr. 1942
[Still Egyp]

+ . - The extremes of this life are remarkable and significant. This
moming—machine-guns; tonight a hundred miles away and only
a vagrant bomber overhead. Time is bridged by all this animated
ironmongery, with the result that barharism and civilization are
now a geographical, not a chronological, problem. You may live
like a desert-rat one day, and the next you may sit in comfort and
listen to the very excellent symphony orchestra that Malcolm
Sargent has pushed off in Palestine. Of course there is an alternative:
live in the Balham High Street and read the Daily Mirror version of
what it thinks you (not youl) think life to be. 1 have only one
complaint about soldiering—so much of it is so unutterably boring.
I suppose that on the balance the Balham High Street is far the more
exciting of the two.

Anyway, Cyril, congratulite me. I'm now in the crack Division
of the British Army! This means a seat plumb in the front row of
the stalls for anything that is going, and that'll probably make the
Balham H.S. look silly. It's a grand and gratifying thought. My
work now is nearly done. I boast that I've been able to lead this
gang from the suburbs of northem London right into the very
middle of the picture. The rest doesn’t matter now. Almost for the
first time a little sense of achievemnent has trickled into my conscious-
ness. Forgive! It was better than staying at home with a red hat
round my head. . ..

Please know, my dear Cyril, what a godsend your leters are.
They are the needed antidote to the mental inhibitions of war.
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20 Nov. rog2

[The second Battle of El Alamein—'the sixteenth decisive battle of
history’ as Montgomery had foretold it—had come and gone. In
my letters to Cyril Fox during the battle it was the subject of
security-ridden disjecta and unprintable verse. The series is resumed
nearly a manth later, on the fighting march to Tripoli. Winter was
closing in]

There's three parts of a moon away up outside, and a howling
icy wind around and about. If I stuck my head out I'd see something
of a rolling stony desert country in front of me and a stony little
hill at my back. But I won't stick my head out. Instead, I'll sty in
this blacked-out armoured car of mine with the lamp in the roof
and a thin draught sticking like a needle through a vacant rivet-
hole. I've been turning over the pages of honest William Cobbett’s
Rural Rides, and have just lighted on the following: ‘From the top
of this land you have a view of a circle which is upon an average
about 7o miles in diameter. . . . You see the Isle of Wight in one
direction, and in the opposite direction you see the high lands of
Berkshire. It is not a pleasant view, however. The fertile spots are
all too far from you.” Good old Farmer Cobbett! What a revealing
passage. And he might with considerably greater ease have written
thuswise of this devilish landscape. Here one is not in a place, one
is in a six-figure map-reference. There is no house, no tree; but to
emphasize the vacuum there is, 100 yds. from me, sitting proud and
alone and irrelevant on the desert, an enamelled bath in first-class
condition! . ..

Well, here we are for the moment, on our west-faring. T remember
how I watched the hirth and waxing of the last moon, knowing in
some secret detil what it portended. On the first night of the
attack at El Alamein, about 3 o'clock in the morning, I lay down
in my coat amonggst the din and went easily to sleep. At 6 1 woke,
turned on my back and opened my eyes. The ﬂymld:u:khdigﬂ
but illumined by a sort of premonition of dawn, and across it lay
two wan searchlight beams, in a St. Andrew’s cross. It was the
pre-ordained signal of success, As things turned out, the signal was
premature, and twelve days of rather sticky fighting followed. My
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regiment behaved properly and there were a good many gaps in
our ranks [we actually lost 5 officers and 52 men)] but they did not
exceed expectation. Personally, my batteries being all deployed to
a variety of formations, I had an easy time of it, with the free run of
the batrlefield; a close-up view of a modern battle, including a
German tank-attack. There's something curiously obscene about a
tank waddling towards you—ten, fifteen tanks crawling loath-
somely. Just before this counter-attack, Field-Marshal Smurs was
brought up along the shore by a cloud of attentive staff officers who
busily expounded to him the principles of war and their local
application. Now hereabouts the shore-line is of dazzling white
sand (powdered gypsum) and the sea an incredible blue; and after
listening patiently but with manifest inattention for some consider-
able time, Smuts tumed blandly upon his entourage with the
remark: ‘Thank you, gentlemen, but now at last I really do know
what the colour wltramaring actually looks like." . . .

Christmas Day, 1942

[A lile west of Mussolinis ‘Marble Arch' on the borders of
Cyrenaica and Tripolitania]

Are you good at flowers? I'm bad at them. Birds, fishes, butter-
flies, yes; but not flowers. Through the open doorway of this steel
curricle I look upon the sandy desert of Tripolitania, with its
hummocky lumps of dingy camel-grass under a rushing wintry
wind and a pale sun. There is no general sign of calour, and yet,
probing among the camel-grass this moming, I have found an
astonishing number of secret flowers: some 1 can only call daisy-
lions, some small white poppies, sprays of yellow and purple that
are just flowers. Such is my learned contribution to the Herbarium
Tripolitanicum, the choice fruit of a few hours of invigorating
solitude. For roday, the first time I think for 3 years, I'm alone,
almost, I'm at my Advanced Headquarters, with only rwo wireless
operators, and they are in their wireless truck 150 yds. away.
The rest of my folk 1 have sent back for 24 hours of glut and
goodwill. If you think of the unrelenting publicity of the desert,
where every detil of one's life is performed in the market-plsce
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and scarcely a thought partakes of privacy, the restfulness of these
few hours will be a little understood. It's a good Christmas Day.
And, like a proper pagan festival, it’s founded on good feeding,
We sat down, my two signallers and I, to a monstrous great midday
dinner prepared by themselves, with a full-dress sEnv beside each
plate:
CHRISTMAS DAY 1942
DINNER
MENU
Chicken soup,
Braised (query) pork chops & la Western Desert.
Baked beans.
Boiled potatoes.
Bartlett pears and Cling peaches with cream.
Coffee.

Cigarettes—State Express 535-

How's that for a blow-out? And if the winter's wind did blow a
little on our soup and cool our coffee, what of it ? Buy that luncheon
for your 3s. 6d. plus 10s. for holding your hat and another ss. for
looking at the waiter! How’s that for the Forward Area? T'll tell
you: bloody good. And for the cool of the night in front of us I've
got a bottle of rum in the box behind me, and the Old Buccaneer

b g JM. 1043

[In Tripolitania, on the desert near the coast, The writer had evi-
dently been reading Moy Dick]

What ho, Cyril! It’s a cold day of winter and I've issued a tot
of rum to all hands. * “Drink and pass!” he cried, handing the
heavy charged flagon. . . . "Round with it, round | Short draughts—
long swallows, men; "tis hot as Satan's hoof. So, so; it goes
excellently. Tt spiralizes in ye; forks out at the serpent-snapping eye-
Well done; almost drained. That way it went, this way it comes....”"
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And on the strength of it I've given the troops a lecture on the
Post-war World. *For the making of it, each individual man of you
is personally responsible,’ I shouted, glaring from one spade-like
face to another. ‘Now go and wash yourselves in the sea, and mke
a rope with yel't At that moment three Hun ground-straffers came
charging and rolling by through our encampment at so fi. and we
shot one down; I've just sent a man to the smoking ruin of it. Are
you alive, really alive, my dear Cyril, this brisk winter’s day? Do
you hear the Middle Sea spewing and sucking along the foreshore
behind those blanched sandhills? Are ye alive, Cyril, spinning the
world around ye like a top? For sure you are, most vital of men.
And what is your news? The postman happens by in these remote
parts now and then, and I hope he may empty your brave penman-
ship from his sack at his next happening—a letter from the real to
the unreal, for this life of mine has no tangibility, and already one
of my correspondents has referred to me as a 'myth’! On the whole
I'd rather be that five-shillingsworth of chemicals which is a man.
My love for you both is at least not mythical. . . .

[At this point there is a ren-weeks' gap in the correspondence,
coinciding with the entry into Tripoli—see p. 143 and the advance
into Tunisia. The letters are resumed at the time of the Battle of
Medenine and the capture of the Mareth Line, though the busy
military life is scarcely referred to in them.]

19 Merch 1043

[At Medenine. About this time the writer assumed command of the
8th Army’s strange and wonderful anti-aircraft brigade which had
been brilliantly led by Brigadier Calvert-Jones. It was anything but
a conventional brigade of its class and included as special problem-
children a mixed battalion of Free French, survivors of Bir Hakim)]

- + « Here, on the edge of the mountains, the spring flowers are a
rior. They have been and will be obscured by the smoke of battle
and related irrelevancies, but it isn't a bad scene. If you find me

* Owwing to bathing casunlties from the under-tow along this coust, it was
an Army order that a rescue-rope should always be available.
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writing henceforth a little patronizingly, there is reason: in spite
of my regimental address I am in fact in command of a brigade, a
pretty large body of men of more than one nationality. My age
(I'm now very near the uttermost limit) bars my formal promotion,
but that doesn’t matter—I'm doing the job. After Tunis I imagine
that 1 shall go home. Probably it's time. It's been a long journey.
On the other hand, there's some suggestion, apparently, that I
should go to Turkey and Iraq in a civilian capacity. . . .

7 May 1943

[The active advance towards Tunis continues: actually outside
Monastir, near Sousse]

Since your letter of 29th March the military life has been pretty
strenuous in these parts. I've left my regiment, bless it, and have
bheen wielding a full-size brigade—I was, in fact, formally made 2
brigadier this afternoon. Don't laugh! Instead of sending me home,
they've made me a full-blooded bouncing brigadier, all dripping
with red tabs and platitudes, and well on the way to Cheltenham.
In the future T suppose I shall be regarded as a "retired brigadier
who dabbled a little in archaeology.” It's a funny world, excessively
unreal. But if in years to come you ever hear me begin a sentence
with “When I was a brigadier in the Eighth Army,’ you have my
full and free permission to kill. . . .

Outside, the rain is tapping on the roof of my caravan, and
somewhere up above is the drone of a night-fighter, with a bomber
or two in the distance. About me in the blackness are the olive-trees,
amongst which I took my shot-gun this evening for half-an-hour—
result, one pigeon for the pot. Nearby is the small town where
yesterday 1 visited the gaol with the local native potentate, the
kadi. To my mild embarrassment, at the conclusion of the visit he
insisted on releasing two of the prisoners ‘in my honour'—a pretty
gesture, 1 thought, and anyway the scallywags inside looked no
worse than the scallywags outside. It's a pleasant prolific country
where all is sloth and fleas and potential evil—proper breeding-

ground for the Barbary pirates. . . .
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t3 July 1943

[After Tunis my headquarters were withdrawn to the vicinity of
Tripoli, whence 1 flew from time to time to Algiers in connection
with the planning of the invasion of the Iralian mainland]

I'm sitting back in my canvas chair, my dear Cyril, during the
lull berween episodes. It's hot, damnably hot, and the old brain is
numb and secluded. In fact, it's only just ticking over. If it is
reflective, that is because it's so much easier to reflect than to shine
forth. Tt is at this moment dripping ink only as my body is dripping
sweat. It is just about as sentient as my foot. Not a well-chosen
moment in which to write a letter. This isn't a letter.

Looking back, I can only confess, Cyril, that I have profited by
my wars. I should have been a fretful and restless man without
them. Caught up in them, I have at least enjoyed something of the
anxious stability of the whirling top. . . . Always timely, the cook is
now beating upon his suspended tin. I must telegraph to my body
that lunch awaits its tolerance. . . . Body apart, there’s nothing like
a slab of luke-warm bully beef as plaster to the soul. . . . Send me a
book please, Cyril, a book tsting of flora and the country green,
and costing not more than two bob. . . . And I'll let you into a plot,

but not now. . . .

JJ‘J’E’. 1943
[Still Tripoli, but referring to a session at Algiers with the planning
committee for the invasion of Traly]

Your letrer has gladdened my eye after a bumpy aeroplane and
1000 + 1 miles of sea and mountain. . . . I hope 10 be with you all in
December, . . . If's this way. The other day I was [at Algiers]
rmmingmmy:enthtb:wurﬁngm,m&mmy&rpﬁum-
mander [General (Sir Brian) Horrocks] dashed along with a signal
in his hand and the remark—'T say, have you seen this—they want
you as (reading) “Director General of Archasology in India." Why,
}Fﬂummthemdwnking-pinitﬂﬁsmnhhing!’fmkmw,l
thought you were a regular soldier!” If the General ever paid an
extravagant compliment, he did so then, although there was, 1
thought, a hint of pain and disillusionment in his voice. Apart
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from that, the proposition was a complete bombshell to me. Without
any sort of pre-warning, the India Office was asking for my release
to take up a key-post in a country I'd never been to in my lifel
However, I gathered my wits and said I'd accept the offer after
the next battle but sot before. It would obviously have been re-
grettable to miss all the carefully planned fun at this rather exciting
juncture of the war. So I'll join you for a couple of months later on,
with the snowflakes and the robins, before going East. Meanwhile
T have some very active, tricky and interesting work to hand. And
by the way, it is only fair to the Honourable Mysterie of Brigadiers
to say that your very kindly reference to my now having *less

nal risk” does them less than justice!! They're no heroes, but
a red hat on & hostile beach isn’t really much safer than a khaki
one!!! However, I'll see you at Christmas. . . .

Jo Sept. 1943

[The Salerno landing, of which a linle will be said on another page,
is now of the past, and Naples lies a few miles in front of us, The
scene is night at the Amphitheatre Gate of Pompeii]

I have just turned up the light in my caravan and have shut the
door. Before that T had been sitting here and smoking in the
darkness. High up in front of me the inflamed eye of the volcano
blinked at me beneath the Plough. Now and then was added the
flash of a gun, and the leisurely whine of 2 mortar shell. At the foot
of my steps is a bomb-crater, and a hundred yards away in the
darkness is the amphitheatre, ruined now as in A.p.79. It's all
astoundingly unreal, but it's many months since 1 had any close
contact with reality, with accepted things. . . .
1t’s been a stiffish battle, but full of new interest. For the first
time for some considerable period P've been really busy, as distinct
from being merely occupied. It's a good ending to the chapter.

Your letter of the 1ath has lifted me buoyantly through the day.
First, let me say how overjoyed I am to know that you are to be the
next president [of the Society of Antiquaries]. No other choice
indeed was thinkable. No other man has the constructive imagina-
tion essential to carry our science (and art) over the critical transition
from war 1o peace. For that transition will assuredly ocour during
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your presidency, and it will demand all your finest qualities. And
you'll be happy, as one whose faculties are fully strerched. . . .

Secondly, thank you for all you say about my new advenrure
in the East [as future Director General of Archaeology in India]. . ..
In cold blood I'm sometimes a little terrified when I think of the
immensity of the task. Then my blood warms up and the giant
shrinks. I think that what I'm most terrified of, in prospect, is the
element of loneliness. . . .

(11} JOURNEY TO TRIFOLI

[In action, the troops and batteries of a light ack-ack regiment were
normally attached to other formations and units, with the result
that its commander was liable to be under-employed. Hence this
care-free journey, undertaken (be it emphasized) before the author
had attained to the responsibilities of brigade-command]

Bir Dufan does not loom large on any map and is absent from
most: an obscure carfax of desert tracks, normally derelict but now,
on the 18th of January, 1943, a scene of some slight and various
activity. A rough German landing-ground, mined and sketchily
cancelled by ploughing, was being cleared by our sappers. On the
fringe, an armoured-car of the 12th Lancers had just blown itself
up on a mine. Up a side track an advance post of some kind was
being established. A brigadier sat gazing, a trifle desperately, at a
vag‘tmmnpiuhinu:;mdapmﬁﬂwuﬁugmlitmdm&umd
the inhospitable landscape.

Here was the designated rendezvous of the tactical headquarters
of the Eighth Army and one of its armoured brigades with which
I was to join forces. Behind me, as a regimental commander, fol-
lowed my wireless truck and the ‘C.0."s troop’ of three Bofors
guns, with their lorries. A code message was brought to me by my
signaller: the plan had been changed, and both the brigade and
Tac. Army had swung northwards, away from us, towards the
coast at Zliten. 1

Similar examples of mutability had prepared us for this, but it
mmwalnmdantiydcarthﬂ,withmgmwhgmumﬂfﬂw
ait, my appointed rask—the long-range reconnaissance of defiles
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ahead of the advance—was become a fool's game, fraught with
inevitable frustration. I spread the map a trifle impatiently upon
the ground and called my two subalterns, Ashton and Plunkett, to
me. On the map we drew a straight red line from Bir Dufan ro
Tripoli, and, after a word by wireless to my distant adjurant and
a final ‘brew up’ in the waning light, we set off into the unknown,
leaving the two wings of the Eighth Army to perish without us on
our distant flanks.

Our compass-bearing was 309 degrees and the crow-dismnce
100 miles. Beyond that the map told us little of significance, save
for an Iwlian place-name or two fir ahead of vs. In the falling
darkness and the rising moon we set our course across a desert
plateau that might have been designed to speed the night-traveller
on his way. For twenty miles or more our nine vehicles and aur
guns surged forward steadily abreast in desert-formarion, until a
slight mechanical casualty and a sudden breaking of the ground
hrougi'ltu:mmfmﬂmnighLW:sleptwd]inat’n]duf&m

with the guns around us on protective summits.

Next day, after repairs at first light, we set off again on our
309 degrees. The declivity in which we had bivouacked led us
downwards to a wide and fumultmous wadi, broken by steep hills
and bounded by a landscape that can fairly be called mounminous.
The horizon was a rigid tableland bitten sharply into segments and
all of it flushed with rose and purple. Our course flowed in and
out amongst the foothills, deviously and laboriously reconnoitred
up the major slopes and down hill-sides that gave anxious thought to
the drivers and their commanders. The ground was now hesitant,
rock-strewn and treacherous upon vehicle springs, now soft and
sandy or newly ploughed, where speed and determined driving
alone forced the wheels through. Sometimes the guns and tractors
were heeling over like ships in a storm, and the gunners
upon them clung precariously, sustained (I am prepared to believe)
as much by the majesty of the scene and by the sense of adventure
and uncertainty that attended the whale episode, as by the odd bits
of ironmongery within their grasp. The guns and tractors
country that day which I ar least, without this stimulus, would
have regarded as untraversable by them.

After descending a particularly broken and difficult ravine, we
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debouched upon a small grassy pliin dominated by the ochre-
coloured wreck of a Roman pele-tower upon which the Moors had
left their later mark. There we lit our fires and fed. As always, the
halt was the signal for the sudden and magical appearance of Arabs
from the empty landscape—the hidden cultivators of the little
patches of soft ground in the wadis, the obscure keepers of the
flocks of goats that thenceforth appeared here and there amongst
the hills. Our empty petrol tins and spare cigarettes found new
owners, and we resumed our journey. The country became if
possible rougher, and the bottoms of the wadis were now steep-sided
fosses which often demanded wide detours and anxious crossings.
More ruined towers stood out upon the hills, rising naturally from
the rocky summits, ... to them were now added buildings of other
sorts: the remains of little Roman temples or tombs, each some
forty feet square, sometimes with broken columns standing amongst
the debris, and the vestiges of Roman farms, with the gaunt side-
stones of their vanished olive-presses, These little buildings crowned
the dome-like hills of the wild landscape in impressive numbers:
on one occasion there were no fewer than six of them simultaneously
within view. 2 o

At length the vestige of a path—a tenuous track amongst
tiny tented villages of which we now caught fleeting glimpses here
and there—guided or sometimes misguided our advance; and at
length in a V-shaped gap between two hills flashed for a moment
the white buildings and dark trees of another land. Our compass-
course had served us truly, and ntt]wdm:iusunuh:luliaum]{:qy
of Breviglieri shone upon the scene. We were all of us, I think,
suddenly mﬂ:leofauewimmﬁt,a!m:nu:whnpe,uﬂ?n
disciplined handiwork of man was shown to us momentarily in
that rugged framework.

We approached the long and straggling colony along a re-entrant
slope which defiladed us, by a few yards of rising ground on our
right flank, from all but the most distant buildings. In front of us
the foreground, beyond which the hills fell sharply to the houses
and the trees, was bounded by the ruins of yet another Roman
tﬂmh.ﬂmgrom&dnhmﬂmaﬂrpﬂufﬂﬂmth:mighwhmhl
half-finished military trench cut its way. I halied the convoy. Below
us, a few hundred yards distant, lorries were clatering noisily, but
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with a noise which was not quite of our own kind. On our left two
Arabs were approaching us, and I sent for them. ‘Inglesi " we asked
them, pointing towards the village. No, no, by no means Inglesi;
only Italiani—many Italian troops. With one of my subalterns I
crawled up the slope on our right and locked into the valley. Some
five hundred yards below us, amidst tillage, were three of the small
white cottages which the Iralian Imperial Government had built for
its lesser farming; Ttalian soldiers were wandering in and out of
them, and a machine-gun stood upon a roof. Beyond them were
larger farms, more soldiers. Between ran the highroad; motor-cycles
and lorries, some Italian, some apparently German, were hurrying
intermittently along it, whilst further up the opposite slope four
empty lorries stood upon a farm track. There was no doubt a5 10
the correctness of our Arab informants. To prevent evil communi-
cations, we forthwith impounded them.

The situation demanded an immediate plan. We had come for
the fun of it, and here was material in abundance. It would have
been easy to man-handle the three guns to a hull-down position
on the crest and to have blown some of the lorries to pieces; on the
other hand the soldiery could readily have found refuge from our
two-pounder shells, the occupied houses up and down the valley
could have brought us under immediate cross-fire, and with our un-
wieldy lorries we could not have escaped attack from tracked or
even wheeled vehicles at speed. Without escort, direct attack was
suicide, and the only justification of this somewhat irregular
expedition would lie in the avoidance of avoidable disaster.

Accordingly 1 decided instead to withdraw the guns a short
distance to some defensible position, and to organize a commando-
raid upon the village later that night.

Slowly the convoy tumned upon its tracks. The noise of its
mmiugmdgnhmglmdmngedinﬂmmﬂknﬂhetmdhﬂw,md
it was furthermore clear that no hostile approach was suspected by
the enemy from the direction of the almost impassable hinterland
over which we had travelled. We rumbled away unnoticed, or at
least unrecognized. If, instead of three Bofors guns, we had had two
companies of lorried infantry, we could, then or after dark, have
taken the whole garrison with ease. As it was, we withdrew some
two miles and formed a close leaguer or *hox’ in the ruins of one
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of the hill-top shrines. On another hill-top four hundred yards to
a flank I placed & Bren-gun with three men; and the whole of our
little force commanded a small but difficult wedi which we had
placed berween ourselves and the enemy 1o impede a rushed artack.
The position was a strong one, and every man was confident of
our strength.

I then called for volunteers, three from each sub-section, to form
a commando for the raid after dark, and nominated the junior
subaltern and the senior sergeant of the party. It was now about
18,00 hours. We had a cold supper, and I named 20.00 hours as the
time of starting. At 19.30 hours I reviewed my foree, gave it words
of advice and a tot of rum, issued sign and countersign, and,
punctunlly at 20.c0 hours we set forth in two small columns, thirty
yards apart and each man ten yurds behind the man in front. Qur
abjective was a house where we had observed soldiers on the nearer
side of the colony.

A difficalty which 1 had in fact anticipated now made itself
manifest. There were a number of small tented villages hereabouts,
each armed with countless dogs of uncanny susceptibility. My
untrained commando was shod in ammunition boots which were
not designed for stealth, and the night air soon re-echoed © the
barkings, wheezings, whinings, rumblings of countless mongrels.
We pursued a cireuitous course to avoid approaching the tents 0o
nearly, navigating by the stars and an approximate compass-bearing,
and led on by the noise of traffic in and about our destination.
Finilly, we turned northwards at right-angles to our previous
course, at a point from which it was estimated we should reach the
fringe of the setrlement. As the event proved, in the absence of
opportunity for reconnaissance we had turned four hundred yards
too soon and, when we reached the road, were several hundred
yards from the settlement. The latter was, moreover, hidden from
us at this point by the sharp and broken hill-side; only here and
there in the distance could a white building be discerned in the
moonlight in gaps of the hills, We made our way down 10 thnmnd.
intending to follow its course in a deep wadi that ran alongside it.

Mwmmgndnrpmthzmad,nmbﬂud&mmm&um
the direction of Marconi. We deployed with commendable speed,
two men beside the road, others on the slope of the wadi. My



Suill Digging 148
subaltern Plunkett and T with a gunner stood on the road and, as
the car approached at speed, vigorously called upon it to stop.
Instead of obeying, the car accelerated and one of the occupants
fired through the glass. The car was in tum immediately riddled
with our bullets and brought to a standstill about forty yards up
the road. The officer, an Italian air-force major, was dead on the
back seat and the driver mortally wounded. We pulled the driver
out of the car, tisd a shell-dressing round him, and left him visibly
heside the road.

By this time, overladen amateurs that we were, we were beginning
to feel the effects of our unaccustomed tramping across the hills.
We made our way southwards up the steep hill-side and rested
awhile. But the alarm had been given. Lights were flashing here
and there in Breviglieri, and shortly afterwards vehicles began to
stream down the roacd towards the scene, Exhaustion and inadequate
numbers prevented further action on our part, and we laboriously
climbed back across the hills to our guns. Eventually at 23.40 hours
the blessed challenge *rripoLr’ was wafted o our ears, and with
the countersign ‘MoxTY' we entered our leaguer. The shooting
had been heard by the guns, and the results anxiously awaited. . .«
And 50 to bed.

Shortly afterwards, and for some considerable time, an enemy
plane flew round about us at a low level in the moonlight, but we
were not otherwise molested,

The following morning at first light and before sunrise, when the
valleys were rivers of white mist, Plunkett and I went down to the
fringe of the colony to observe. Already as we moved forward we
heard the noise of departing lorries and motor-cycles, and when
we reached our observation post a more peaceful scene met our
eye. Most of the soldiery had departed, though a few still moved
about amongst the adjacent cottages. Farm caris at several of the
farms were being piled high with household goods. A cart led by 8
soldier and followed by a man with a bicycle, a woman and three
children, was coming down the road. For an hour or more we
watched such scenes as these.

Later I got into wireless communication with my main H.Q.
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forty miles away at Zliten, Breviglieri and Marconi, 1 was informed,
were still held in force by the enemy. Our eyes, however, had told
us a somewhat different story, and late in the afternoon our Arab
friends—-we were now on excellent terms with the local villagers—
told us in broken Italian that the Ttalians had ‘gone away in their
machines.” Further reconnaissance confirmed the report; accor-
dingly, at eight o'clock next morning, again in swathes of sharply-
defined white mist, we set out for the village, my scout-car plus a
Bren-gunner at the head, and the three guns very ready for action.
Qur ghostly arrival, thirty miles or more ahead of the Eighth Army,
took the inhabitants by surprise. They flocked to their doors as we
passed, one or two of the women in tears, but most of the folk
gravely saluting. Here and there a uniformed policeman stood
amongst them, and a young fellow with a rifle over his shoulder
cycled out of the mist upon us and collapsed with astonishment.
Peace reigned, and in due course we turned from the road and
resumed our 309 degrees along a track marked (without excessive
confidence) upon the map. Penetrating through farms and farm-
lands, we eventually re-emerged in the wilder Arab country and
approached the great escarpment below which lay the plain of
Tripoli. Here our troubles began.

Reconnaissance failed to reveal any egress down the escarpment.
Wadis were broken or inaccessible, the mountain-sides precipitous.
We breakfasted in the warming sun—breakfasted royally, for the
Arab villagers brought us an abundance of eggs. Meanwhile, on the
map I chose a parallel path some six miles further west, and decided
to go back to Breviglieri for this second venture.

We had returned to within a mile of the colony when the hill-rop
in front of us was suddenly lined with excitedly bobbing heads and
waving arms. The Arab population—some fifty persons of all ages
and sizes—had turned out from the fringes of the town to wam us.
‘Germani, Italiani’ were back again in Breviglieri. They had just
come in, many of them. Our experience of the local Arab had given
us a high opinion of his veracity and accuracy, and we accepted the
information. In other words, we were between the enemy and an
impassable escarpment.

Accordingly, I refrained from proceeding further to the settle-
ment (from which a single machine-gun could have picked us off)
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rnain road. In this fashion we in fact struck the aliernative track
more quickly than we should otherwise have done, so the enemy
at least saved us a little mileage.

On the new track we again turned northwards towards the
:su:pmmLFnrsomemiJﬂ,uurpﬂhmeduswﬂLTheu,hﬂ#—
wu,mysmmmbmkwiﬂa&iﬂ'mmmﬁepathhnd
become a mere goat-track, clinging precariously to the precipitous
sides of the cliff.

1 placed the guns in a defensive ‘box,’ and, as in all such crises,
ordered a ‘brew-up,’ and went forward. On the summit of the last
rise 1 looked down for the first time upon distant Tripoli, feeling
much as the crusaders must have felt on sighting Jerusalem the
Golden. Smoke was rising above the town and, further east, a black
sooty column stood above the landing-ground of Castel Verde.
Beneath my feet lay ample confirmation of my path-finder’s gloomy
report. The sheer sides of the involuted mountain barrier were
rendered further untraversable by intermittent ledges of vertical
rock-face.

Over four hours’ hard scouting produced no answer to this
problem. About 16.0c0 hours we gave up the search, footsare and
a little tired, and set our course again westwards towards the hills
above Tarhuna with the intention of following on the morrow the
road Tarhuna—Tripoli to the foot of the escarpment and then taking
once more to the desert for the last lap.

Our path that evening led us towards an unbelievably beauriful
sunset, through fields and orange-groves, past the high upstanding
Roman mausoleum at Gasr Doga and past a solemnly-gay Arb
wedding in full blast. That night we slept amongst olive-trees
above Tarhuna, to the noise of the barrage which heralded the
taking of the pass.

Next day, to give time for the tolerable clearance of the pass
after the night-attack, we put in a morning's vehicle maintenance,
and then set off at 12.30 hours for the road. There we inserted
ourselves into the incipient traffic-stream and, with it, Aowed
down the escarpment, by-passing mine-craters and minefields on
which the sappers were hard at work. Towards evening we
turned eastwards off the road at the foot of the hills and, in the
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moonlight, bore again northwards towards Tripoli along a rough
and sandy track.

We had been informed that the 11th Hussars were already in
Tripoli, but six or seven miles along our route our scout conmcted
an armoured-car patrol of that regiment which had been watching
two German armoured-cars and four enemy guns in & wadi some
three miles further on. We accordingly reversed for a mile
prevent rush-tactics on the part of the enemy and went into a box-
leaguer, once more with double sentries and a Bren-gun post on a
commanding flank. During the night the armoured-car patrol
retired past us with a view to rejoining its squadron on the main
road and advancing upon the objective. There was now no one
directly between ourselves and the enemy, but the night was
peaceful, save for the glare of fires in the direction of Tripoli.

Shorily before dawn on the following day, 23rd January, I sent
Plunkett to the main road for tidings. He returned with the informa-
tion that Castel Benito appeared to be in our hands and that, in the
absence of news, it was assumed that the way was reasonably clear
to Tripoli. Accordingly with our scout well in advance, we set off
once more northwards across the sand. For ten miles all went well;
then suddenly we found ourselves embedded in a hopeless sand-sea,
and, having struggled on inch by inch for a time, I went forward ©
prospect.

There was only one course open to us if we were to be in the van
of the Rush to Tripoli: to join the main road without more ado and
to follow it northwards to our destination. Just before midday we
struck the road, our goal the harbour of Tripoli. At 12.45 hours we
enmmdthg:i:}r,mdan].mhwn:hugummhnﬁmmd‘m
quays—the first A.A. guns in Tripoli. We surveyed the wreck-
filled harbour and ate a contented meal.

(Iv) ANCIENT MONUMENTS IN NORTH AFRICA, 1943

%Enduﬂﬁﬁsthmaﬂmwmﬂinmljhyiinth?:um?nof
1941 immediate steps. were taken for the preservation of any
archaeological monuments which might come into our possession
ﬁﬁngﬂumwnfmm.‘&ﬂm:&umm&
admmmﬁnim&mmmgiminﬂummuflﬂjbyﬂu
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Secretary of State for War to an inquiry in the House of Commons
as to measures taken for the preservation of ancient monuments in
Cyrenaica and Tripolitania. In those righteous words, and others
which accompanied them, the Secretary of State had unhappily
been misinformed: not to put t0o fine a point on it, his office had
been guilty of communicating an impudent lie. At 2 distance of a
dozen years, the truth of the matter can be told with detachment,
and is perhaps worth recording if only as a characteristic exemplifi-
cation of British improvidence and improvisation. The contem-
porary documents from which the story is recounted lie before me
as | write.

The facts are these. Greek, Punic and Roman enterprise had
strung the congenial Libyan coastline with a series of flourishing
commercial cities, whilst in the hinterland farms, tombs and
churches of Roman Imperial and Byzantine date almost humanized
a present wilderness of rock and steppe. At cermin of these sites,
particularly at Cyrene, Lepcis Magna and Sabratha, the Italians had
cleared and partially restored considerable and imposing groups of
buildings. The motives behind this work were mixed, as was its
technical proficiency. In part they sprang from the established
Tealian tradition of spectacular if superficial research; in no small
measure they were political, whether the intent were to advertise the
splendour that had been Rome’s and was now reincarnated in
Fascist Italy, or whether to lure tourist traffic and advertise Fascist
colonization. Whatever the motive at any given site and moment,
the work had been elaborately organized and lavishly financed.
And now all these resurrected splendours were the playthings of
roving armies little less alien and indifferent than the Asturians and
Vandals in whose footsteps they trod.

To doit justice, the Afrika Korps had behaved itself commendably
well amidst the recurrent temptation to destroy. I can recall no
instance in Libya of major damage attributable to German wanton=
ness. (Later, in Iraly, a different verdict could be given.) The
British Army, with the breath of freedom in its nostrils, was less
inhibited. Not for nothing was the admirably flamboyant Highland
Division (‘HD") known to its envious friends as the Highway
Decorators. Not for nothing had the bartle-worn apostles of
common weal come from the antipodes to undo Italian imperialism,
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its past, its present and its future, The colonnades of Lepcis and its
underclad statuary were fair game.

Now let me make it clear that, in spite of the subsequent assertion
in the House of Commons quoted above, at the time of our advance
into Cyrenaica and Tripolitania in 1942-43 no steps of any kind
had been wken by our military authorities to safeguard museums,
records, works of art, ‘monuments,’ whether during the active
process of occupation or during the subsequent military administra-
tion. The idea had presumably not been put to them, and in their
busy preoccupation with other things there was little likelihood of
its spontsneous emergence. Certainly no blame for the omission
can be attached to the Eighth Army. Although a professing archaeo-
logist, | had not myself envisaged the problem in any clear fashion.

It was on the night of 19 January 1943, on the summit of a stony
monticule behind Breviglieri, that the need first thrust imself stackly
on my consciousness, As I have narrated elsewhere, we had that
evening boxed our guns in the ruins of a tiny Roman building,
from which many other similar vestiges had been visible on adjacent
hill-tops in the dusk; and 1 reflected that down on the coastal plain
lay the great Roman cities which must now or shortly be battlefields
in the main advance and thereafter casy meat for any dog that came
Alofg. + s s
In Tripoli T went straight to the Brigadier Royal Artillery at
Eighth Army headquarters. He listened with a ready understancding
which 1 am glad here and now to record. During the lull in the
battle whilst Tripoli was being stocked for the next phase, I might
take a few days off and see what action, if any, could be mken.
With Major J. B. Ward Perkins, who had recently rejoined me from
hospital in Alexandria, I set off on a lightning reconnaissance.

There were three primary objectives: the Three Cities which
gave Tripolitania its name. OFf these, the modern Tripoli (ancient
Oex) is dominated by its medieval and later castello, in which were
an archaeological museum and a central depot of archaeological
records. It was already swarming with navy and army, of whom it
i!pillﬂfllltﬂrﬂﬂrdthltﬂitlﬂlﬂwmth:gmandm
persistent offenders. Inevimbly, the archaeological workshop had
been forced and, almost as inevitably, cameras had been abstracted
and the records dispersed. With highly exaggerated authority we
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harassed the senior officers on the spot, and & somewhat precarious
security was established. Further along the sea-front, the Fascist
Library, which T had in fact glanced into on the moming of our
entry into Tripoli and had found to be of considerable value, was
cleared and stacked under an intelligent welfare officer with Iralian
aid. And then we hurried eastwards to the spectacular remains of
the second of the Three Cities, Lepcis Magna, sixty miles along, the
coast. Through and by this city the right wing of the Eighth Army
had fough its way to Tripoli.

Since the war the British School at Rome, under Mr. J. B. Ward
Perkins who happily became its director in 1946, has carried out
brilliant research work at Lepcis, and the great Romano-Punic
city, birthplace of a Roman emperor who was fated to die at York,
ie now familiar in many of its details to all who are concerned with
classical antiquity or indeed with the general history of civilizatidn.
On that day in January 1943, only partially aware of the potentiality
of the site, we nevertheless approached it with a combined sense of
anticipation and anxiety. The scene, as we found it, more than
justified both emotions. Between the roadside grove and the sea
with its Roman harbour, great stretches of the ciry had been cleared
and re-erected by the Ttalians, and the most casual glance indicated
the astonishing value alike of its archirecture and its sculpture. Of
more immediate concern to us was the fact that the small roadside
museum had been ransacked and the epigraphy on the monuments
which fringed it brought lightheartedly up to date. Through the
ruins swarmed the momentarily idle troops of a famous division,
with Satan in active attendance. The Royal Air Force was hunting
for @ spot amongst the debris for the insertion of a formidable
radar-station. To complete the picture, a divisional commander,
sought out by Ward Perkins, turned upon his heel with the
remark: “What would it matter if the whole of these blank ruins
were pushed into the sea?’

Our brief initial visit to Lepcis was, in short, not without incident;
but, always wielding an authority which it would have been very
difficult locally either to substantiate or to dispute, we bluffed our
way through a number of fairly effective measures. Large ouT OF
BOUNDS notices were placed at strategic spots and the vague
attention of the military police directed to them. A few groups of
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the soldiery were summarily assembled, and potted lectures of a
propaganda character given to them amongst the ruins. The Royal
Air Force, as a body of men of notorious culture and education,
was invited to take a hich-brow interest in the place and (inci-
dentally) to move its radar to a less crucial locale. And we discovered
shortly that the gallant Eighth Army, though destructive enough
in all conscience, was not our only foe, for the locl Arabs made an
organized raid upon a wall-up store in the reconstructed Roman
theatre and visibly recorded their displeasure at finding nothing
more negotiable than books and archaeological photographs. On a
subsequent visit the helpful town-msjor of the neighbouring
townlet of Homs, Major Wisdom, supplied an enthusiastic Sudanese
sentry who was placed outside the museum, thus rendering approach
a chaney matter to all concerned.

The third of the Three Cities, Sabratha, forty miles west of
Tripoli, was not yet in our hands. We employed the brief interim
in associating ourselves more or less offically with the chief
political officer in his headquarters at Tripoli, and there we found
in Lieutenant-Colonel Blackley a smunch friend and colleague.
Henceforth we were armed with something more substantial than the
supposititious status under which, a few days previously, we had
started our crusade. How far if at all the remote and ultimate head of
the Civil Affairs Branch, Major-General R. R. Hone, was a party 10
our activities at this time I cannot say, but my slight contact with him
at a later stage in Cairo made it clear that he would readily have
taken our part and may in fact have done so.

Meanwhile, within the week the Army was once more on the
move and I had to return to my regiment. Before returning I drew
up and presented a sharp and detailed report on the archaeological
situation, as a result of which, by some special arrangement which
1 marvel to look back upon, Ward Perkins was attached for 2 month
to the political officer to continue our salvage-work, with my
long-range collaboration. The range shortened for a moment as
Sabratha fell. On a bright sunlit moming, in the wake of the forward
troops Ward Perkins and I drove our jeep gingerly through the
modern entrance into the excavated Roman town, avoiding the
mine-craters which bestrewed the approach. In front of us a white

hgdmpad&ma[mxgpoiepmieﬁhﬂﬁnmlbnwﬁﬂnwuh
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building which we subsequently found to be the museum. Other
low buildings were grouped under the palms, but not a living thing
was 1o be seen. We dismounted and advanced cautiously with a
weather eye upon the suspect ground. Suddenly, at first with
hesitation and then almost tumultuously, Iralian civilians with their
womenfolk were about us with ingratiating smiles and a crescendo
of talk. Their leader, a little man whom we afterwards knew as
Dr. Gennaro Pesce, Chief Inspector of Antiquities, was gradually
isolated, and negotiation began.

My Italian is negligible and Ward Perkins was then less proficient
in the language than he is today. But with the aid of borrowed

logy the situation was quickly clarified. Here, at the western
end of Libya, had accumulated the whole of the Italian archaeologi-
cal personnel of the two provinces. From as far afield as Cyrene
and Prolemaide, from Lepcis and Tripoli, they had been swept
westwards with the retreating Axis forces, and now here they were,
forty-six men and a number of women, ponded back on the horders
of Tunisia. Their relief on being liberated from their German
allies was manifest and genuine. With an immediate Latin sense of
the appropriate, the womenfolk withdrew and, with such poor
scraps of food as they could muster, began to prepare a luncheon
of welcome on long trestle-tables under the trees.

Ward Perkins and I summoned Pesce gravely into an office and
closed the door. How far was the place mined? Pesce would
immediately show us exactly where the mines were. Who were all
those folk outside? Pesce would immediately provide a complete
list of them, showing where each was normally employed. Were
the contents of the museum intact? Pesce would immediately show
us the olive-grove in which all the principal sculpture had been
buried—without the knowledge, he was careful to add, of the
Tedeschi (Germans). While the lists were forthcoming, we drew up
a series of regulations which Ward Perkins put into approximate
Italian. The pencilled pages of my notebook read as follows:

LEPCIS MAGNA, SABRATHA, TRIPOLI
Regulations for the safiguarding of antiquities.
1. The senior Ttalian official at each place will be responsible t
the Superintendent of Monuments and Excavations, and
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through him to the British authorities, for safeguarding
excavations, workshops and stores.

2. At LEPCIS MAGNA every day, throughout the hours of day-
light, 3 Arab custodians shall be on duty in various parts of
the excavations under the direction of an Italian supervisor.
At no time during daylight shall the number of custodians be
less than 3, and at no time shall the Italian supervisor absent
himself from the excavarions, unless properly relieved.

3. At Sabratha similar armngements will be made so far as
personnel is available.

4 At each of the 3 places the senior official will prepare in 2
notebook a weekly report of work done and of matters
requiring action. This report will always be available for
inspection by the Superintendent of Monuments and Excava-
tions or by the British authorities.

5. Pending the appointment of British police o assist in safe-
guarding the sites and collections, all difficultes will be
reported immediately by the senior Italian official to the
nearest British offical.

(Signed) R. E. M. Wheeler,
Lt.-Col.
z Feb. 43 for D.G.P.O. TRIPOLITANIA.

With the Italian version of these ad Aoc regulations in hand, we
sallied forth. Pesce summoned the forty-six Italians and they stood
before us in an uneasy but attentive line whilst Pesce, flanked by
Woard Perkins and myself, informed them that, as soon as facilities
could be made available, they would be carted back to their normal
stations, and that the following regulations would be observed.
He read the document down to the concluding date; and then he
put it behind him and leaned forward, the whole five feet of him,
raised and shook a minatory finger, and added a sentence of his
own with a look of extreme ferocity. I promptly called him to me
and asked him what the blazes he had added to my instructions.
Ah, he said, he had wanted to make quite certain that the colonel’s
orders would be strictly obeyed, so he had added ‘And the colonel
nysﬂmifanynmnfymdimbcys&meardmhthesﬁglm
particular, you will be sent IMMEDIATELY to an Internment Camp—
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and you all know what a British Internment Camp is like!” Such
was the force of careful indoctrination! However, it worked;
thenceforward we had no trouble whatsoever with the Italian staff,
and the luncheon that followed was the preface to a friendly
relationship which has lasted to the present day.

Thereafter, I passed on into Tunisia and 10 the command of a
brigade, leaving Ward Perkins to the strenuous task of rehabilitating
the Tralian archaeological department and, through it, of ensuring
some measure of archaeological maintenance and protection both
in Tripolitania and in Cyrenaica. With limited time and means he
wrought wonders, The rare combination of a practical scholar and
a combatant soldier qualified him alike to appreciate the technical
problem and to deal with uniform in its own idiom. When, a few
weeks later, he returned to command our old regiment in the
closing phase of the Tunisian campaign, he left behind him along
the coast an Italian staff once more busy upon its proper vocation
and a British administration sympathetically disposed.

T would emphasize again that all this happened in the opening
months of 1943. The ‘Monuments, Fine Arts and Archives Branch,’
which, fortified by the powerful blessing of the Allied Commander-
in-Chief, subsequently accompanied the Allied invasion of western
Europe, was not yet in being. From Tunis, indeed, Ward Perkins
returned again to his work of salvage, but the absence of any clear
direction in the matter from higher authority was still ominous and
discouraging. Soon after the end of the African campaign my
brigade was withdrawn to Tripoli for special training, and there,
meditating upon the forthcoming invasion of Sicily (a top secret 10
which T happened to be a party), the archaeologist within me was
filled with anxiety. In June I took up my pen and wrote to the
titular head of all archacology, the President of the Society of
Antiquaries of London. After outlining our makeshift efforts in
North Africa, I pleaded urgently for action.

“There are many difficulties,’ 1 wrote, ‘but it is fair to say that 8
great deal has been done by this initial work of salvage and pro-
tection. The Civil Affairs Branch under Major-General R. R. Hone
has been very sympathetic to our efforts, and we have arranged that
furapﬂiodufﬂtmenmﬂuWnrchrkinsshaﬂhemndﬂdﬁﬂm
combatant duties to look after ﬂ:ardmnhgiulnmahh,mﬂf
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Tripolitania and Cyrenaica. With no staff, without even a policeman,
the task is wellnigh impossible, but I have no doubt that the
impossible will be done. . . .

*All this business has brought out a vital need for a small but
properly-thought-out organization for the preservation of works of
art and antquity in newly occupied European territories. This
organization should be a part of the Oceupied Enemy Territory
Administration. It should, 1 suggest, be based upon geographical
areas, to each of which, irrespective of the priority of military
operations, a qualified archaeological official should be earmarked
forthwith under OETA. This official should enter the new territory
with the foremost troops, and, working with the provost authorities,
should, on a prepared scheme, institute immediately the necessary
preservative measures. Subsequently, he should be responsible for
reorganizing and tightening up the appropriate local administrations
under the jurisdiction of OETA.

‘1 cannot of course indicate the military order of priority in
respect of Europe. Nevertheless, a glance at the map is sufficient to
indicate certain zones as particularly urgent. It is immediately
necessary, therefore,

(i) to divide potentially occupied Europe into its appropriate
culiural zones;

(ii) to earmark an appropriate and experienced archaeologist for

each zone;

(iii) to get him incorporated in the fabric of OETA; and, above

all,

(iv) to get this laid on from che highest level through the War
Office,

‘There you have it, What about it? I flew up to Cairo and talked
to Harlech about it (he was on his way through from South Africa
to London) and 1 also pulled other strings. But Grigg, or even the
P.M,, should be got hold of."The matter is vncenT.

That visit to Cairo at the beginning of June had been a desperate
effort to secure by direct action some provision for the safeguarding
of the ‘monuments’ of Sicily in the impending invasion. I flew the
1100 miles from Tripoli and went stright to General Hone at the
Civil Affairs Branch. He was all sympathy and understanding but
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was himself on the point of transfer and unable therefore to act.
*‘Go and see George about it,’ he said.

Now ‘George’ was the name of the secret headquarters where
GﬂmﬂIMmiganmtdhissmemplmniugtBESide
operation. The building lay, i T remember rightly, somewhere off
the Sharia Imad ed-Din, on the way to Old Cairo, and preserved
its anonymity with the aid of two barbed-wire fences and a posse
of white-spatted military policemen. My red har carried me through
the door and, after much inquiry, I was directed toa basement-cell
occupied by a lieutenant-colonel and a wing-commander. In the
former it was not difficult to recognize Lord Gerald Wellesley, and
my spirits rose. Here at last one could talk without preamble, and
it did not take us long to reach the question, “What, if anything, is
being done?' No one knew, but a wireless inquiry would be put
through forthwith to Allied Headquarters at Algiers. Whilst this
was being attended to, we discussed forthcoming evenis. Lord
Gerald was himself commander-designate of an area in Sicily and
would of course do everything within his power, though he
regretted that his memories of Sicily were not more recent and more
detailed. ‘Even a Baedeker would help'; but it was scarcely the
moment for a British officer to buy a Baedeker’s Sicily in a Cairene
bookshop!

Nevertheless, ‘Baedeker’ sugpested a train of thoughr. The
Cairo papers had that morning announced the arrival of Lord
Harlech, then High Commissioner for South Africa, en route fora
conference in London. I hurried from ‘George,” found Lord Harlech
on the telephone, and met him shortly afterwards on the terrace of
Shepheard's. There we discussed the situation, and he undertook
incidentally to let Lord Gerald Wellesley have the missing Baedeker
from London. _

From Shepheard's, since it was still too early to expecta reply
from Algiers, 1 made my way for tea and talk to the rambling
tenement-building on the top of Which Archie Creswell lived,
somewhere near the Abdin Palace. Professor K. A. C.
then Professor of Muslim Art and Architecrure in the Fouad Uni-
versity, was and is amongst the most treasured of my friends. Not
the least of his titles to fame is his monumental work on Mﬂ“f‘?
architecture, but to his familiars an abundant and tireless
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is merely one of his virtues. For something like thirty-five years his
small, neat frame, with a collar always immaculately starched
whatever the temperanire, has stalked through the streets of Cairo
with 2 benevolence that is on occasion 2 source of embarrassment
and even peril to an innocent companion. Evangelical humani-
tarianism is, be it remarked, subject to misunderstanding in the
East; it is a manifest shock to the Cairene carter to find that the
insistent and savage belabouring of his quadruped can be regarded
as other than a routine mode of progression entirely acceptable 1o
Allah, The following is a typical convergence of events: (i) Arab
carter thrashes hopelessly overloaded donkey; (i) Creswell leans
over the side of his open car and thrashes Arab carter; (iff) crowd
assembles and blocks the narrow street; (iv) Creswell spos a
distant and reluctant policeman, leaps from his car, thrashes his
way through the crowd, and collars the reluctant policeman when
on the point of escaping; (v) Creswell compels reluctant policeman
to march the offending carter in front of him to the nearest police-
station; (vi) crowd makes away with cart and donkey, To his
friends it has long been apparent that Creswell bears a charmed life.
For his prowess is not limited to the reform of donkeymen, Whether
by similar or parallel methods, he has so impressed the Cairo
municipality that quite impossible things have been done to the
civic architecture. When [ first knew the imposing medieval walls
and gates of Cairo, they were encumbered and largely concealed
by a welter of slums and shacks, at one point by a Muslim cemetery.
Today, great stretches of these walls stand revealed in the north-
eastern quarter of the city and are one of the most dramatic sights
of Egypt. The work of clearance is a tribute to the enlightenment
of the municipality, but the prime source of light is Creswell and
none other. No greater testimony to his powers of radiation could
be found than in the removal of that most inviolable of obstructions,
a Muslim cemetery.

Even Creswell, however, has had his moments of adversity. On
one occasion we were traversing the fortifications of Saladin in the
quarter which I have mentioned, and were persecuted by a small
imp who whined and begged at our heels with a more-than-usually
maddening persistency. Rebuke failed, and at legrh Creswell
turned upon the juvenile delinquent and gave him a sharp crack
F
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with his stick. The little wretch ran off yelping and peace descended
upon the scene. But only for a brief span. We were perched pre-
cariously, 1 remember, upon a sort of Mappin Terrace when
suddenly out of the blue a whirlwind barrage of brickbats descended
upon us. The young manster had sent round the fiery crescent, and
there he stood above us with a host of evil allies, heaps of ammuni-
tion piled in their cupped gallabiyeks and murder in their fly-bitten
eyes. The situation was one of instant and deadly peril. Passchen-
daele and Salerno were picnics in comparison, and Mons was an
advance compared with our retreat. The highly trained missile-
throwing street-Arab of Cairo is no proper oppanent for two
defenceless pedestrians, and as we moved away I found it politic
to grasp Creswell’s right arm firmly, happy enough 1o leave our
dignity with Saladin’s successors. . . .

Bur before this digression 1 was climbing the long stairs of
Creswell's tenement, stepping over recumbent forms untl 1 at
length reached his hospitable eyrie. He opened the door with his
usual welcome (“Take off your jacket if you're not wearing braces’),
and disappeared into his kitchen to boil the kettle. On a sudden
inspiration I darted round his bookshelves. There in a corner Was
Baedeker's Soutk Jraly and Sicily. Lord Harlech's mission was null
and void. In an instant the little red volume was in my pocket, and
1 turned to greet my host with his tea-tray. . ...

Back in ‘George,’ a reply had just come through from Algiers.
It appeared that two Americans, whose names meant nothing to us,
were, somewhat vaguely as it seemed, going to keep an eye upon
the churches, temples and collections of Sicily. We glanced scepti-
cally at one another, admitting however that the Americans were
at any rate half a move ahead of us. My own comment was t0 turn
to Lord Gerald and hand him the purloined guide-book. I left him
with a lively mental picture of his lordship descending upon the
shell-stricken beaches of Sicily, Baedeker in hand. . . .

In October that year I was flying back from Naples to Algiers for
a post-mortem on Salerno. We refuelled at Catania, and there Lord
Gerald came aboard. He had recently succeeded his nephew who had
been killed at Salerno, and as Duke of Wellington was returning 1o
England to assume his ncwmpumibﬂiﬁﬁ.ﬂntheplmeherummd
the Baedeker to me, now with battle-honours to its credit. . . «
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Eight years later, Creswell was my guest at a dining-club in
London, and after dinner 1 formally handed the stolen Baedeker
back to him. He received it with no little surprise; he had not
missed it from his shelves.

(V) OPERATION AVALANCHE

Ten years afierwards. I have this moming been tuming over my
orders, reports, diary, technical analyses, and emergent memories
of the most absorbing military operation within my immediate
experience: the opposed landing on the Salerno beaches in Septem-
ber 1943, Operation Avalanche. The misery of Passchendaele, the
intermittent strain and triumphant reaction of the two battles of
El Alamein, linger vividly in the mind; but in these and other
cpisodes the measure of one’s participation was regimented and
rationed at every tumn. The air of Salerno was of a freer sort. In
that minutely narrow strip of Irly which for days divided our
crowded seaway from a bitter enemy, I walked with an unwonted
sense of liberty and exhilaration, Surprise and accident thronged
upon us from hour to hour, a constant stimulus; on all sides trained
men responded with sureness to sudden orders of unaccustomed
kinds. And through it all was a present sense of intimacy, an
intimacy normal indeed to our desert warfare of the past years but
here accentuated hyhmmwmﬁmi&;ﬂmhgb:;ﬁ
and heavy guns were in side by si guns
mnughEEE:unt nft};iﬂi:':kcgh: Cockneys, Scots, swarthy Bechuanis
and Swazis, gunners, privates, brigadiers, all alike dependent upon
ane another, spattered by the same high explosive, the same machine-
guns.brewiuguprhemmﬁnhmmdmpdngﬂmﬂﬁfum
meat-can. 1 remember reflecting one day, when my own h‘lE“dﬂ
headquarters was under mortar-fire, that there was something of
a grim Saturnalia about it all.

As commander of the 12th Anti-Aircraft Brigade, my own
function in the landing was to organize and direct the anti-sircraft
protection of the British 1oth Corps, which in fact bore the brunt
of the operation, on the left flank of the American Fifth Army.
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This task was one of special interest because we were at thie extreme
limit of our own fighter protection and had to rely therefore on
ground defence. The lists remind me that my brigade included
three regiments of heavy artillery, three of light, two detached
batteries of each category, two smoke companies for the purpose
of laying smoke-screens, and the necessary operational units for
inter-communication and pre-warning: in all, I suppose, some 8,000
men. To these a squadron of mobile captive balloons was shortly
added. 1 have just described all these folk as ‘trained men’; and so
most of them were, but I recollect exceptions. Two or three of my
units, which had been stagnating on the Egyptian Delta and had
been posted to me only on the eve of embarkation, had very
primitive ideas of speed and mobility. T remember that during my
rounds on the day after the assault T was so painfully impressed
with the inadequacy of one of these newly arrived batteries that I
took it straight away out of the operational réle, turned it into 2
field scarcely more than a thousand yards from the enemy, and put
it through three long days of intensive training under my best
available instructors. Ta do the battery full justice, both officers and
men appreciated the situation and worked like slaves; so that at the
end of the third day I was able to pass them out and send them back
into action, with a new and mutual confidence in their capacity.
Only our lack of progress, the crowded condition of the beaches,
and the consequent redundancy of troops there made this fantastic
interlude feasible, but the very anomaly of the situation cemented,
I think, a rather special bond between myselfand the neglected unit.
Then again, one of my smoke companies consisted of Swazi
dock-labourers who, until a few days previously, had been un-
loading ships ar Tripoli. Their conversion into front-line troops
might have disturbed a more pliable and adaptable mentality. As
i:muﬁmﬂmfmbwmnfﬂﬁ:mmndinguﬂiw,whﬂ
undmmndﬂmm,:heyha&hﬂﬂamimuiﬂu&aa:Tﬁpnﬁm
remiﬂngnzwsufﬁmhnpmdiugdmg:.mdaﬁzramnﬁmm
day’s and night's meditation, had gravely indicated their assent.
Now here they were, a long line of them standing grimly all night
beside their little smoke-cans like bronze stmtuary; sleep nei
permitted nor sought, for a sleeping Swazi is almost impossible
restore suddenly to active consciousness. Yet, in spite of their
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of training and their incomplete undersmanding, they twice came
into action with the most beneficial effect during the battle and,
incidentally, suffered their share of casualties.

But the history of those critical days is matter for other pens and
occasions. Nor need the less advertised minuriae of an individual
brigade-commander’s progress be thrust upon the reader, although
such minor histories may sometimes claim a certain scarcity value
with the passing of time. At the most, an occasional vignette may
be permitted to the present story, drawn without much consequence
from the miscellaneous material which at this moment les in front

of me.
- - L]

The LST (landing-ship for tanks) No. 402, Lieutenant-
Commander Sprigge, R.N.R., lay off the African coast at Bizerta,
carrying a naval crew of 50 and 243 army personnel, with heavy anti-
aireraft guns and vehicles packed tightly into its capacious hold, and
myself as brigade commander on the bridge beside the commander.
In front of us a long stream of smaller landing-craft, laden with
infantry, passed out of the harbour line-ahead and made for the
open sea under naval escort, with the precision of a drill manceuvre.
Qur engines had given trouble, and night found us still at anchor
in a blackness that was impenetrable and a silence that was almost
eerie. Then suddenly the bombers were all about us. The sky was
nﬂm,smredbybumﬁngshe]hm&mmd:ﬁzmmdhy
searchlights, in two of which the tiny moth-like form of an attacker
swayed and darted and tumbled about the sky. Fires began to glow
from the environs of the town, and in slowly mounting streaks
across the kaleidoscope a smake barrage added undertones to the
scene. It was a noisy and spectacular farewell to Africa.

The next day, 7 September 1943, the westemn coast of Sicly lay
low down in the mist to starboard, and two massive 1j0-ton
pontoons (to bridge the landing) wallowed in our wake. There
was a cool sun on this Sunday morning, and, in the absence of a
cluplahl,d:nmmmmdnraudlmmmdaﬂhmdsm:h:htpmk
for a short ship's service, with the usual adjunct of a Union Jack

sprmdpremiamlyumnpacking-mtalnr.hrﬂnlufml
chose Joshua i. 6-9; and I can still hear my voice seemingly
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disembodied and echoing strangely from the stark and alien steel-
work and the skyward guns of the little ship as the solemn sentences
followed one another into the gusty air.

“Be strong and of good courage: for unto this people shalt
thou divide for an inheritance the land, which I sware unto their
fathers to give them.

‘Only be thou strong and very courageous, that thou mayest
observe to do according to all the law. . . . Turn not from it to
the right hand or to the left, that thou mayest prosper whitherso-
ever thou goest. . . .'

The Union Jack rose in a sudden draught and subsided askew
upunlubux.Thbm’chEﬂdsmdhluemdklﬂkifumsinfmtuf
m:smo&ﬁgidmfnrﬂicaﬁghtmyinguf&ms]ﬂp,

'...sztmtlmnmndedthufﬂesuungnudnfagnnd
courage; be not afraid, neither be thou dismayed: for the Lord
thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.’

The fine resonance of the Old Testament had ever the stuff of
battle in it, with just that hint of the theatre which helps a man
through the first impact.

Northwards we fared across the Tyrrhenian Sea, line upon line
anST's,uﬁthlargers}ﬁpsauda‘uisershc:wmmmdﬁeiuvﬁhk
mmnfluly,mdahmymemufdﬁunjen,auﬁ-suhnim
mwhsmdmnmrhunchﬁnﬂnboutu&ﬂurﬁngﬂ:enighuhm
hadbaengunﬁrcnmﬁudirﬁnzwaymth:mt.meﬂuhﬁdgt
beside the commander, the scene was picturesque but quiet, ordered
mdhmlligmhhsignalmdhnhing&:mﬁmﬁheladhguhlp,
nndlpurnutm:,rhmdfnrﬂmmd:—huuk.Speﬂingumth:sigml
with unaccustomed eyes T wrote on the pad ITALY HAS SURREN-
DERED, and turned to the commander. ‘Do you see what I see?” I
caid to him. He took the book from me, glanced at i, and replied
'Yﬂ,lmm.ﬂmwhaimwgoingmdn?'[pi.ckadu?lbﬂ
nwgaphommdmdmndnﬂharﬂs:ﬂﬂrmymdﬂawpmkﬂﬂh
hdmﬁehﬁdge,and[tuldﬂwmﬁmmamﬂnﬂfﬁ
pause, then a wild burst of cheering that was echoed from ship t0
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ship as the word spread. The cheering died and I again put up the
megaphone. “Well, that's that. Now I am going to ask you to do a
lirtle thinking. What does Italy’s surrender mean to you and me?
It means just this. It means that, instead of a reception committee
of a few half-hearted Ttalians on the beach ar Salerno, we shall find
a first-class German armoured corps with its back well up. We
shall beat it, but tomorrow’s battle will be a trifle tougher than it
might have been. Each one of us . . ." They dissolved slowly into
serious little discussion-groups.

In the gathering darkness we altered course and, leaving the
commander on the bridge, T went down to his tiny cabin under-
neath, ook off my boots and immediately fell asleep. . . . A pene-
trating jolt, as though the ship had struck a rock, nearly threw me
from the bed and a second jolt brought me to my feet. We had
been closely straddled by two bombs, and as I climbed to the
bridge hell was let loose. Rocket-ships were hurling blazing salvoes
at the unseen coast; monitors, cruisers and destroyers were blasting
the blackness and intensifying it by their lightning fashes. The
first landing-craft, including one of my light batteries, were groping
shorewards. The flickering night was alive with hidden activity.

Dawn, after a sudden faint start, grew slowly amidst the mist and
smoke. Detached fragments of mountain began to appear in the
intermittent rifts; 1 remember the greedy delight with which my
eyes, mountain-starved by two years on African desert, feasted
momentarily upon a jagged crest of the Apennines. Now we were
ﬁgagingmwardsth:bm&m,ewdmgthnhiﬂ.ﬁtﬁsmnﬁm
which, loosened from the sea-bed around us by our devoted mine-

clustered like fishes” eggs amongst the waves. And now
we were under shell-fire. In front of us a landing-craft with tanks
aboard slowly rolled over and sank. A destroyer coming inshore
mrhcmm,mlik:wis&hinﬁmﬂ‘mlﬁvydmedinmdgwc
lheuﬁfmdinghutmrjrwujmhing,-{'\ﬂhmlvﬁmddulpnthmin
the day, I found the German guns knocked to all points of the
compass and dﬁrphad:gmmspluhcdahmnﬂm}h[mwhﬂn,
another German battery, four 88-millimetres, had got the range of
our craft over open sights as we moved slowly in, awaiting our
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turn at the beach. The captain of the next landing-ship beside us
was killed by a direct hit on the bridge. Another ship beyond was
struck forward and received a number of casualties. Our turn was
next. The rounds came over in sharp salvoes and bracketed us with
perfect precision, sending showers of spray over us as we changed
course cumbrously to vary range. The troops lay flar on deck or
wmmi]dly;mdinthchuﬁ.ﬂ:ﬂmwl commander and the
brigade commander on the bridge took it in rns, salvo by salvo,
to stand and watch the beach ahead, making the usual fatuous and
self-conscious jokes which are appropriate to such an occasion and
taking turns ceremoniously also with the single tin-hat which we
shared. At length the awaited sign flashed 1o us from the beach;
the commander signalled ‘full speed ahead’ and we struck the beach
fairly and squarely. Sprigge, RLN.R., had brought us in to a nicety.

My first recollection, when we came up to breathe, is that of a
raging thirst. For the moment the bartle had settled down quietly,
as battles do during mutual readjustment, and beside us, impinging
on the shore, was a field of those luscious elongated Talian tomatoes;
ripe to perfection. We ate our fill of them, and their delicious
savour is with me still. Our guns, some of them, were adequately
dug in along the beach. Others were pushing forward to support
the infantry as medium field-guns, or as an additional anti-tank
screen. In a ficld nearby an artillery observation "plane was being
unpacked and put together, rather like an out-size toy. Beyond, a
hnding-gmundmpnrﬂallyhm:rhmds,and a fighter-strip was
huhxgpup:md.lu&un-ymdaﬁ:wwﬁtswmmuvingfmi
little uncertainly. There was intermittent machine-gun fire in front,
mﬁda:lng]:rw-lwdamdummndefmmﬁmrmﬁmw
enemy fighters. One of these was brought down on the beach, and
its black smoke stood out in sharp contrast to the white fountains
which enemy shells were still sending up off-shore. That night the
enemy filtered back towards us and reoccupied one of the beaches,
but for the most part the position was held, with mounting but not
disproportionate casualties,

It was a long, fidgety but interesting battle. It had one rather
particularly uneasy moment on the seventh day (15th
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I remember, when an expected infantry brigade failed to arrive from
Tripoli and left our line very thin on the ground. The right flank
of 1oth Corps was in fact penetrated by the enemy and an ugly
situation was in the making. At midnight I was called up by the
corps commander and ordered 1o collect an emergency force of
all available gunners to fill the gap as infantry. In the course of
half an hour some four hundred of my artillery-men, armed with an
assortment of Bren-guns, Tommy-guns and rifles, were assembled
from all quarters in the vivid moonlight, formed into a hollow
square for a rapid appredation of the situation from their brigadier,
and marched off in groups to the broken front line. One group,
under Major Sir Basil McFarland, redoubtable ex-mayor of London-
derry, came quickly into action; the gap was sealed, and next day
*Gunnerforce” was creditably relieved for its proper duties by
reinforcements brought in by air and sea. The incident, trivial
enough in irself, was of the kind that varies routine and, by inter-
change of experience, makes an army something more than a mere
aggregation of specialists.

- L] L]

But enough of these minutiae. They are capable of indefinite but
thankless extension. Those days were full of incident; ler them
remain the secret memories of old age. I pass on (with some
casualties as my records show) over the coastwise ridge whence we
looked first upon the promised plain of Naples, past Pompeii
where, in a moment’s respite in the Amphitheatre Gate, 1 wrote to
Cyril Fox a letter quoted above, to Naples itself, into which I drove
on 15t October as the Germans left northwards. There memory fora
moment breaks the bounds of privacy.

Leaving my cumbrous armoured-car ro follow, 1 threaded
rapidly in a jeep along the broad street beside the docks, which were
clogged with the capsized hulls of Italian warships and merchant-
men. There was sAll intermittent firing in the further ourskirts of
the dty, but all Naples was afoot to welcome us with flowers and
strange varieties of Union Jack. At one point, where the Germans
had overturned a number of tramcars across the road, 1 slowed
down to negotiate the obstacle. The crowd surged ﬁ'lrmtrd_md a
man thrust a leaflet into m}rhznﬂs,lthldhumprimrd,mmfuﬂr
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at the risk of his life, when the Germans were still in occupation, and
is one of my more treasured relics. It reads thus:

Brothers,

Afier thirtynine months of war, pains
and grieves; after twenty years of tiranny and
inhumanity, after have the innocent victims of the
most perverce gang at the Government; today,
September 8. 1943, we can ery at full voice our joys
our enthusiasm for your coming,

We can’t express with words our pleasure, but
only we kneel ourself to the ground to thank Good,
who have permit us to see this day.

With you we have divided the sorrow of the war, with
you we wish to divide the day of the big victory.

We wish to march with you, until the last days
against the enemy N.1,

We will be worth of your expectation, we will be
your allied of twentyfive years ago

Hurra the allied
Hurra the free Ialy

The committee of antifascist

fighters of the big war

There spoke the general and genuine voice of Iraly. That there
were also others of a different sort in the recesses of the city was
equally clear from the sniping and bomb-throwing which broke
mg;uhrl}rupauthelﬁg.htai:fmnunrhnrweekurtwninﬂmhighﬂ
part of the town, But for the most part there was no doubt about
our welcome. On this first day, | drove on straight through the city
and up the hill to the Aosta Palace of Capo di Monti, which T bad
marked down for my brigade headquarters. As 1 drove into the
grounds towards the massive sandstone buildings, the old Dowager
Duchess of Acsta, erect as a guardsman and lightly supported by 2
tall ivory-topped stick, was walking back across the lawn in the
rain. She had been to the burial of five neighbouring townsfolk,



171 War Interlude I, 1939-43

for whom my advance-party had just dug graves a hundred yards
away, and as we entered the palace together she told me the story,
to the following effect.

The Hermann Goering armoured division, she said, had been
there the previous day and, shortly before it pulled out, two of its
Panzer Grenadiers had been shot—their new graves were likewise
on the lawn. They had probably been picked off by American
snipers at the head of our advance, but the German commander
accused the Ttalian populace, sent a squad to the nearest house by
the palace gates, pulled out the first five civilians, lined them up
on the lawn and shot them, leaving them for us 1o bury. He then
said that he would show those ....... Ttalians what his tanks
could do. He brought a tank up to the front of the palace (the
tracks were still there) and fired a round at the palace imself. It
made, however, almost no impression on the thick walls; so he
swung his gun round and blew the inside out of the house from
which the unhappy hostages had been collected. He then moved
out—and we moved in.

The old duchess was utterly charming and bravely sad. Had 1
seen her younger son, the admimal? He had been in command of
the little ships of the Italian fleet and had written to her two or three
weeks earlier to ask her whether she thought that he oughe 1o
surrender or fight on. ‘T am only a woman,’ she had replied, ‘and I
know nothing of these matters. You must write to the King and
ask him.’ Since then, she had heard nothing. Had he surrendered ?
Where was he? I could not tell her, but ten days later her son
himself answered her question by walking into the palace. He and
his fleet had participated in that disciplined and dignified surrender
at Malta of which the rearmost unis of my brigade had been
admiring witnesses en route for Salemno.

The duchess ook me round her palace, showed me her excellent
French tapestries, her indifferent pictures (the best, including the
Goyas, had gone), and her great armoury of muskets of which she
was particularly proud, though the Germans had abstracted the
choicest—together with her own treasured rifles, for she had been
a great game-shooter in her day. Her rooms were full of the
dismembered heads of her victims, and she knew the saga of each
one of them. ., .
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A fortnight later, during a lull whilst the Army was fanning out
north of Naples, my brigade major (Dick Stratron) and I spent a
dozen hours on Capri. But that, as wrirten at the time, must be a
separate chapter.

(v1) TWENTY-FOUR HOURS' LEAVE
{Ocrober, 1943)

The island rose and dipped as the schooner was thrust towards
it by the labouring motor. The surging peak, the sudden green
precipices, the scattering of little white houses, were pleasant to see
again with the passing of years. Amidst so much chaos, Capri at
least was little changed. Mine-sweepers were plying between the

ory of Tiberius and the mainland. An American landing-
craft and a British destroyer shared the tiny harbour with a handful
of smaller fry. Otherwise all was peace, and on the quay the blue-
clad hotel-porter fussed forward as of old for our packs and coats.
A ‘special’ train (fifteen lire) on the funicular hauled the pair of us up
to the town past the clinging orange-trees and hill-side cottages. On
the terraced threshold at the summit the decrepit taxis and the line
of Rosinantes, upheld by the shafts of antique buggies, had altered
not at all. The cafés in the little square were still busy with their
wine-selling 2s of old, save thar Nordic honeymooners had given
place to a scattering of Yankee soldiers and British ratings. The
porter hastened busily in front of us up the cavernous lane to the
Hotel Morgano Tiberio.

Then war began to rear its ugly head. Across the door the
notice ‘Officers Only’ boded no respite there from one’s caste and
kind. The uncarpeted hotel corridors echoed emptily to our tread.
The urbane and polyglot staff survived in a spectral world of two
dimensions. Rather shyly, we handed over our rations. They were
received deprecatingly, and transmitted avidly to the voided
kitchens. Upstairs, only a thin trickle of cold water could be enticed
into the ample bath; but from the balcony opened the scented vista
of a blue sea and a sleepy and eventless town which no music-hall

song or songster can vulgarize.

- - -
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In the piazza, the Duke, with the aspect of Balbo and the piercing
grey eye of Augustus John, sat possessively ar the little table under
the awning. Beside him, the monocled Marquis nodded a halo of grey
hair, and beyond sat the Russian danseuse and her little daugliter.
On the other flank, the Duke was supported by a picturesque
blonde, who punctuated the conversation with an occasional smile
of modest intelligence. A thin brandy sustained the company, but
no stimulus was needed for the flow of mlk. The Marquis was
rallying little Thais on her dancing, for she too was to become a
great danseuse. The blonde, in a casual undertone, reassured us that
after eighteen years in gaol her father, the assassin, was strong in the
cause of [taly, but a trifle weak in the digestion and too occupied to
indulge in the apéritif. The danseuse sparkled alternatively in
French, Italian, Russian and Estonian, and explained that her
Thais was the namesake of the saint, not the sinner. The Duke
burst occasionally into song, irrelevant save in the private context
of his own mind, but accepted without remark as a part of the
mise en scéne. Of a sudden he issued a pronunciamento: there
would be a party, it would be that very night, it would be held in
the café round the comer, the danseuse would dance, little Thais
would dance, there would be singing. The time would be after
dinner, ten o'clock. The assembly was purposefully adjourned.

L] L -

It was five minutes to ten. The café was still exposed in all is
internal gauntness by electric light, which at 10,30 would cease,
An American subaltern lurched through the door, strode up to the
coy but middle-aged woman at the booking-table, leaned confi-
dentially over her and, without the formality of removing his steel
helmet, kissed her experienced chieek. She thrust away the assaulting
lips, though with no great determination. The dalliance was
interrupted by the arrival of the Duke and the Blonde.

The staff—the imperilled booking-lady, the boots and a weedy
waiter—bustled hastily about the noble guest, who left them to
their preparations. Shortly he returned to find 3 funereal table
surrounded by chairs like tombstones in a darksome corner. “This
is not a meeting of the League of Nations,’ protested the Duke.
‘It is a Party.’ A fresh rble and white linen were brought forward
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into the full glare of the electric bulb, sofas were placed about it,
champagne glasses were set upon it. Guests and bottles appropriate
to champagne appeared simultaneously upon the scene. Only the
danseuse and her daughter had gone astray, and search filed to
reveal them. Introductions, and the party was under way.

Here it is fitting to introduce the assembly.

Dramatis personas

THE PRINCE (a redoubtable old warrior who had fought against the
Senussi in 1911, the Germans in 1915, and in the Spanish Civil
War. A defender of laly and liberty, but chiefly a fighting man).

THE DUKE (seven years in gaol as an anti-Fascist: forceful, cultivated,
and intelligent).

e BLonNpE (daughter of T, Z., who, eighteen years ago,
made a half-baked attempt to assassinate Mussolini, and was
thereafter imprisoned until the surrender of Italy. Z. is a prota-
gonist of the party which seeks to rehabilitate the Italian Army
in the cause of liberation).

THE MARQUIS (many diplomatic and other friends in London).

A GIRL,

THE conTessa, of the Villa ——, Capri (middle-aged but doesn't
believe it, formerly wife of a count in the diplomatic service,
who divorced her ‘because she was anti-Fascist’; a dominating
charmer with penetrating and slightly Mongolian eyes.

THE YOUTH (son of a Neapolitan poet).

myseLF (‘the General”).

MAIOR DICE STRATTON (my brigade major).

A FISHERMAN FROM THE HARBOUR.

L L] L]

Small talk grew into bigger tlk, and the party warmed up. A
dry but sugared white wine trickled gently round the table. The
diplomatic Contessa flitted from London to Pekin, touching lightly
upon an uncomprehending hushand, a lovely daughter far away
near Venice, and her own ambition for a higher life. Also her dogs.
Four of them were circulating amongst the assembled legs. “Lie
down, Wednesday, you naughty little dog. Monday, sit up and
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beg! ... Therd's a good dog. I can never pass a dog in the street,
General. And I always christen them by the name of the day on
which I picked them up. Except for Friday . . . Friday’s dog is an
unlucky dog.' (Pause.) ‘You know, Genemal, I saw you this
mormning in the town. T looked back at you—when you looked
back at me. [ regret. . . . I have never picked up a General. It would .
have been a new experience!” She sighed, and paused. *Consider,
my dear Contessa,” muttered the General reflectively, ‘tar my
name would have been Friday.'

The Prince had reached the Battle of the Piave, and the Girl
was listening to him with polite inattention. The Duke waved a
hand towards the shadows, and a bowing figure emerged with a
fiddle. The Duke called for song, a Neapolitan song, *One of your
father’s songs’ (to the smirking Youth). The Fisherman stood up,
the fiddler waved his bow, and a flood of melody submerged the
‘Battle of Madrid." I know not whether a Neapolitan fisherman can
fish. But sang is his birthright, and no professor stond between the
singeer and his soul. The untutored loves of the Neapolitan shone
from his eyes and sheltered beneath his clasping hands, His [ralian
listeners were tken to his bosom, and their hearts beat with his. A
sudden and surprising explosion of soprano song from the Girl,
four or five bars of a rich spontaneous baritone from the Duke,
the party melted into ecstasy and flowed through the midnight
hours into another day. ‘Come to my wvilla,’ murmured the
Contessa. ‘Yes,' replied the General; ‘it is now Saturday.”

Half a waning moon blackened the tree-shadows across the
little stone-paved lane above the sea. The scene had an easy loveli-
ness that drugged and lulled the mind. A scattering of dogs flecked
the alternating shine and shadow, The trousered Contessa with her
captive on her arm and, behind them, the Duke, the Marquis, the
Blonde and the Youth, formed a writh-like procession, none the
more substantial for its accompanying murmur of tongues. A mile
or more, and then a hundred steps climbed to the ultimate arcaded
terrace. The Youth produced the larch-key, and was dismissed to
light the acetylene lamp whilst the guests sat out upon the parapet
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and spoke dangerously of politics in undertones which merged into
the night. Through the window a light flickered relucrantly. The
Contessa would show the General her pictures: portraits of herself
in the flight of time, mostly as the Circe which was her
‘Diplomatic self” but was clearly near enough to the truth to make
one question the origin of her swarming menagerie. A bottle of
brandy was produced and handed, with orders, to the waiting
Youth. Around the glasses the company reassembled on chairs and
a broad divan, with the uncertain lamp in their midst.

*This is the book of my friends,’ the Contessa was saying.
*These written lines are their memorials.” “You mean their grave-
stones? *No., Most of them were dead before they arrived. A few,
on the other hand, were re-born hereabouts. One or two of them
are still alive’—and she indicated a flamboyant apostrophe from
an Ttalian admirer. As he looked, the visitor's eye caught also the
ingenuous entry which followed: ‘T have had a wonderful time here.
R. Smith, Sqn. Ldr., RAF. ‘Now it is your tum, General,’ said
the Contessa. The company pressed embarrassingly about him as
he took her pen obediently and wrote his epitaph: ‘Hic multi mula
scripserunt; solus ego nihil scripsi. Thus the wise Pompeiian, I,
less wise, will add my love.” “That is the best of all,” purred the
Contessa, clasping the book and glancing at the General with a
witchery that sent him hastily for his hat. The Duke, the Blonde,
and the voluble Marquis tripped gingerly after him from shadow
to shadow down the long escalade. On the receding summit, Circe
waved an arm across the moon, the while with the other she leaned
carelessly upon the Youth as upon a walking-stick. Anon she
turned back with him towards the house, and the homing guests
stepped into the lane,

‘I want your help.” The Duke had stopped suddenly beneath an
orange-tree, and confronted the General like a Hounslow highway-
man. ‘Z. is the destined liberator of Italy. Four times he won the
Medal of Valour with the silver palm. Twice he was recommended
for the golden palm, but he had the misfortune to be a Socialist. He
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held the rifle which would have freed Imly from the tyrant, but
again misfortune dogged him. We follow Z. We will follow you.
Will you lead us to General Montgomery ?* For a moment the
torrent ceased, and the General struggled vaguely to regain his
poise. Then once more the flood engulfed him. Imly had been
wrecked. Italy could be saved. Italy must be saved, and one
thing only could rescue her. ‘Could you wmke us to General
Montgomery ** Without waiting for an answer, the Duke resumed.
‘This General of ours, Pavone, of whom so much has been said, he
is already discredited. He is a politician. We are not politicians, we
are not revolutionaries. We are soldiers and include all parties, all
worthy men, all sincere patriots. We have one purpose. Our sk
is to rescue and rehabilitate, under your British Command, some
small part of the broken Italian Army—broken by the ineptitude
of its own leaders. . . . Our broken Army is the symbol of our
broken Italy. And a broken Italy is useless, dangerous, not only to
iself but to the world. . . . Give us a corps, a few regiments, of
our legionaries. Give us our self-respect. Send us out as guerrillas.
Send us to the furthest limits of Iraly. Send us beyond our frontiers,
wherever the spectre of Nazism is a present or future peril. Send us
to your General Montgomery and his Eighth Army.’

The little parlioment melted for a moment, and quickly re-
grouped in the shadows. “These patrios—ces hommes verraient
dans la personne de T. Z., grand décoré de la premidre guerre
mondiale, deputé socialiste de droite au parlement pré-fasciste,
auteur du premier et du plus sérienx attentat contre Mussolini en
1925—non seulement leur chef militaire mais bien aussi leur
drapeau, le centre de ralliement. . . ." In English, French, Ttalian,
the tide of eloquence streamed onward. Occasionally the Marquis
took over whilst the Duke gathered new strength. The daughter
of the hero-assassin stood patiently behind them; she had heard
something like this before. "We are not “Badogliani,” we are
not “Pavoniani,” we are United Imaly. . . . Tell your General
Montgomery that we are ready. Ce ne sera pas la premiére fois non
plus—comme le preuve la sanglante guerre combattue 3 cité de
IAngleterre par le génération qui nous a précédé—que les
Italiens se seront sciemment engagés d’enthusiasme sur le chemin
de I'honneur et pour la défense de la dignité humaine. . . .’
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The Blonde yawned slightly and fidgeted on a tired foot. Over
the sea the sky was silvering in the pre-dawn. The twin grey faces
of United Traly looked up appealingly through the half-light.
‘Mon Général, nous sommes ceux qui ont été persecutés par le
fascisme, ceux qui ont souffert le “confino™ et les poursuites de la
police fasciste, qui connurent dans leurs biens et dans leurs affections
le joug honteus du régime mussolinien. . . '

L L] L

The first shaft of the sun struck the shadows from the empty
lane.



10. Archaeology in India

TuE old Archaeological Survey of India, now the Archaeological
Department of the Republican Government ol India, was and
probably stll is the largest and most complex archaeological
machine in the world. Prior to the partition of 1947 it administered,
directly or indirectly, the archaeology of one and a half million
square miles of Asia, much of it difficult of access. In that vast area,
it dealt with the structural preservation of ancient sites and
buildings ranging from a crude monolith to the Taj Mahal; it was
almost the only body in India with the money and indeed the urge
to carry out archacological excavation; it was responsible for a
series of museums, some in urban centres, one at least a six-hours’
march through jungle from the nearest railway; it was charged with
the collection of the epigraphs, Hindu and Muslim, upon which, in
the deficiency of a systematic historical literature, much of the
history of India must be based; and its duties included the publica-
tion of all this miscellaneous material in reports and monographs.
Such was its explicit function, but implicitly its sk was also to
arouse in the growing Indian universities and ultimately amongst
the educated public a new sense of values in matters relating to the
material heritage of India. It had its hands full.

This great machine was essentially the creation of two men,
Lord Curzon and Sir John Marshall, and it came into effective
existence during Curzon’s Viceroyalty in 1902. But already in the
nineteenth century long phases of neglect and destruction had been
varied by phases of inadequate though useful activity. As long ago
as 1862 General (Sir) Alexander Cunningham was temporarily
appointed Director of Archaeology "to make an accurate description
of such remains as most deserve notice.’ By 1871 the dimensions of
this mission had become more clearly appreciated, and Cunningham
was made Director General of the Archaeological Survey of India
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with the duty of superintending ‘a complete search over the whole
country and a systematic record and description of all architectural
and other remains that are remarkable alike for their antiquity or
their beauty, or their historic interest. In fact, Cunningham con-
fined his artentions to North India, where his personal survey-work,
carried out and published berween 1862 and 1885, was of an
outstanding range and quality. Today a surveyor in Cunningham's
boots would be expected to operate primarily by aeroplane, train
and car. Save for a mare train, Cunningham had none of these
advantages. He used his boots for the purpose for which they were
made, with interludes of saddle and bullock-cart. In consequence
he saw the countryside, not through gaps in the clouds or engine-
smoke, bur at close and familiar range, stopping awhile to commune
and converse when the spirit moved him as it often did. His mind
was full of the records of the Chinese Buddhist pilgrims, and he
followed their footsteps, re-creating with argument and with some-
thing approaching intuition the course of their travels and the
shrines and cities which they saw. His name ranks high in the select
sodality of discoverers; there was genius in his composition.

Meanwhile, in 1874, the survey of South India was delegated to
the able but uninspired Dr. James Burgess, who later, in 1885,
succeeded Cunningham as Director General. After Burgess's
retirement in 1889, however, the department became very largely
inoperative, and it was to all intents and purposes dead when, a
dozen years later, Lord Curzon, with characteristic vigour and
susmined interest, revived and reshaped it in something like its
present form.

Curzon’s long-range appointment of John Marshall o the
reconstituted office of Director General is the subject of an apo-
eryphal story which may be no truer than many apocryphal stories.
But whether the very young Marshall who, in response to a telegram,
arrived in India with his bride in 1902 was or was not the Marshall
actually intended for the new and responsible post, there can be no
doubt that Fors Fortuna knew her business. Curzon instantly took
to the shyly confident youth, full of the Greek lands in which he had

* An sccount of these heginnings and of subsequent developments may be
found in Revealing India's Past, edited by Sir John Cumming (London, The
India Society, 1039).
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lately been a student of archaeology, and the combination of the
Viceroy's whole-hearted backing with the Director General's whole-
hearted enthusiasm quickly set the department upon its feet. The
task which awaited it was a colossal one. With gathering experience
and strength, Marshall tackled it upon a proper scale, and inspecting
his work a generation later I found myself constantly marvelling at
its scope. No contemporary of Marshall's known to me coald have
left anything like so deep an imprint upon the archacology of a
subcontinent.

Let me amplify this last statement for a moment, because 1 mus
then tum to the reverse of the medal. Oustanding amongst
Marshall's achievements are the first comprehensive scheme for
conserving India’s superb legacy of medieval and Moghul archi-
tecture; the drafting of a hasically sound Ancient Monuments Act;
the building up of an epigraphical department of the highest
quality; the examination for more than twenty years of a site,
Taxila, famous in the protohistory of north-western India and
meeting-place of East and West; and the discovery of the Indus
Civilization, which he has shown us to have been one of the great
civilizations of the pre-classical world. These are merely the highest
peaks in a lofty mountain-range. The annual reports published by
rhfmuveydurhggvhrs]nil'atmummﬁalloﬂmcrbmsﬁ]l
imposing heights.

What then went wrong after Marshall's retirement in 19297
Why in the "thirties did his old department sink so rapidly into
disrepute, as indeed it did? 1 need not here resuscitate a whole
family of clanking ghosts, but, in justice to Marshall on the one
hand and Woolley and myself on the other, two or three of them
may be exhibited.

First, the retiring Director General had, it must be remembered,
ukmuﬁinrntnmyml}ragcmdnnpcﬁodwhmmndun
archaeological technique (outside Cranborne Chase) was in a
rudimentary stage. In Greece, it was cerminly no less rudimentary
than elsewhere, and such little practical experience as the young
Marshall had had was in Greece. His immense task in India in-
evitably barred close or continuous coniact with international
development, and in excavation his technical standards remained to
the end substantially those of Greece and the Near East in 1900,
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The defect was aggravated by other factors. Several of his senior
colleagues, mostly European, retired about the same time as him-
self; and in less than ten years after his retirement the department
had no fewer than four successive Directors General (two European
and two Indian), all of them men at the extreme end of their service
and not likely therefore cither to innovate or even to maintain
with any special fervour. And there was yet another factor of a
personal kind. I once heard a friend and admirer of Marshall
describe him as “a beech tree under which nothing grew.’ That was
well put. Marshall was of a temperament which hinders the confident
delegation of responsibility, and hinders therefore the adequate
training of subordinates to assume responsibility. It may be that
something in the air of Edwardian India, some germ surviving from
the India of the Moghuls, had entered early into Marshall's system.
Certain it is that, when I reached India in 1944, Marshall was still a
remote king-god of whom his worshippers had no intelligent
comprehiension, and sought none,

Then finally, in 1932 the Indfan Government, like others in the
universal stringency, applied drastic finandial cuts with much haste
and little understanding. The survey was left with an urterly
unbalanced, ill-trained and un-led staff. It disintegrated. . . .

In March 1938 the Viceroy, through the India Office, summoned
Sir Leonard Woolley to the rescue. Woolley's advice was sought
on four points:

(1) The most promising sites or areas for exploration.

(2) The best methods and agencies for achieving the speedy
and fruitful development of exploration activities in general;
consideration, in this regard, being had not only to Government
but to non-official agencies such as universities, learned societies,
etc.

(3) The best method of training or selecting officers for explora-
tion work, including such points as the most suitable age for
recruitment.

(4) Any general points bearing on the field of exploration and
excavation not covered by items 1—3,

Sir Leonard was quick to point out that the ‘general points’
mentioned in item 4 might well be of crucial importance. For
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example, it would be impossible to recommend excavation and the
consequent amassing of antiquities if no sufficient means existed
for their conservation and exhibition, so that the question of
museums was intimately connected with the inquiry. Furthermore,
it would be futile to recommend excavations if there were not
sufficient funds for the work, so that the finances of the department
would also have to come under review. Again, excavations if not
properly conducted were worse than useless in that they involved
the destruction of historic evidence, so that the capacities of the
staff had to be adjudged. Thus any advice given under items 1-3
would be strictly conditioned by observations under item 4.

In the light of these comments the terms of reference were
indefinitely enlarged, and during the very active three months
which Woolley spent in India in 1938 he examined all the main
aspects of Indian archaeclogy. The resultant report, dated
28 February 1939, and the unpublished notes which lie behind it,
are a monument of quick and penetrating vision and of trenchant
but judicious and constructive criticism. My more ample opportuni-
ties at a later date for observation in demil confirmed Woolley's
views at every significant point.

Tt s not fitting here to reproduce ‘Sir Woolley's' Report at any
length, but a hint may be given of its trend. On the negative side
he found the conservation of ancient structures hidebound and
undiscriminating, often enough ‘wasteful financially and scientifi-
cilly deplorable.” The departmental policy in regard to museums
had been ‘radically wrong and detrimental to the real interests of
archaeology.” Excavation had been ‘haphiazard, initiated for no good
scientific reason on new sites or carrying on the clearing of old
sites which had already yielded their essential information.” The
vital study of pottery had been neglected; in particular *for the
historic periods no information was available and a pottery type
could not be dated within a thousand years. . . . On almost every
[excavation] site which I visited there was evidence of the work
having been done in an amateur fashion by men anxious indeed 1o
do well but not sufficiently trained and experienced 0 know what
good work is.”’ For these and many other criticisms chaprer and
verse were given, interleaved with an occasional word of com-
mendation where feasible. The conclusion was that in museum
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. work, in excavation and in conservation in some of its aspects,
‘the staff of the Archaeological Department are insufficiently
trained by precept and by experience; they are not themselves
adequate to their msk and naturlly they are unable to train up
their successors to any higher standard than their own—indeed,
as regards the students and junior members it is a case of the blind
leading the blind, and the quality of the department is likely to
deteriorate progressively. Outside help is necessary if any good is
to come of the department’s work."

In short, Sir Leonard recommended that *a European Adviser in
Archaeology be appointed for a strictly limited term of years." |
subsequently found that he had privately associated my name with
that recommendation.

With the fatal timidity and vacillation which characterized the
last years of the British Raj in India, the Woolley Report was
issued and immediately withdrawn. Accordingly, it created a storm
which could not be allayed by a study of the reasoned and mani-
festly impartial terms in which it had been framed. Only gradually,
as its contents became more widely known and appreciated, did it
gain that acceptance amongst educated Indians which it had
deserved from the outset. After all, although the stafl of the
Archaeological Department was now nearly 100 per cent Indian,
it owed its inadequacy basically to its inheritance from British
direction. Had the steps taken acrunlly in 1o44—47 been taken a
dozen years earlier, they could have been taken at a more rational
pace and the thomy crisis would not have arisen. As it was, the
hypersensitive condition of Indian opinion in and after 1939
impeded progress and obscured the objective.

The war inevitably hindered the implementation of the report.
But by 1943 even war could not longer defer some sort of action,
particularly since the transfer of power was now assuming an
increasing definition and immediacy. At the end of June 1943
Mr. Amery, then Secretary of Swmte for India, received a code
telegram from the Viceroy (Lord Wavell) which included the
following sentences:

‘Post of Director General of Archaeology fulls vacant next year
and the Member for Education, after discussion with me, is ex-
tremely anxious to get a man . . . from home for succession. I fear
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that condition of department is quite lamentable. It contains no
one of any quality and level of its work is low. . . . I do not know
if Mortimer Wheeler who [ understand is at present serving in the
Army would be possible. . . .

The result of this message was the invitation which I received
in July at Aliriers, as narrated elsewhere. My reply was that, whilst
T was not prepared to leave the Army unil the conclusion of the
forthcoming operation (the Salerno landing), T would accept the
Director-Generalship if still available in six months' time.

Accordingly, in February 1944 1 found myself imprisoned in a
tiny cabin of the City of Exerer amidst the sprawling lines of a
seven-knot convoy of about a hundred ships. Slowly we steamed
westward as though seeking India in the track of Columbus,
rounded the Azores, and veered towards the African coast. The
brilliant lights of neutral Tangier came up on the starboard bow
as we groped darkly into the Mediterranean, and the trouble which
it was easy to forebode broke upon us in daylight north of Algiers.
For an hour successive waves of German torpedo-bombers came
at us low over the water, and in the carefree way of maritime anti-
aireraft gunners the air was filled dangerously with an infinirude of
polychrome shells. With El Alamein and Salerno fresh in the
memory, my inglorious task was now to amuse the large number
of small children assembled below deck; where, by rationalizing
the attack as a bang-game, we weathered the little storm successfully
and almost regretted the succeeding calm. Thereafter an eventless
mmg:mnkmtnﬂumhay,demppduimr:ﬁmamindfnﬂ
of ill-digested Indian history but with a pretty clear plan of cam-
paign. My impact with the East was hospimbly softened by Sir
John Colville (later Lord Clydesmuir), at that time Governor of
Bombay, and two days afterwards I took my seat very comfortably
in the Frontier Mail, bound for Delhi and Simla.
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Ox the top floor of the gaunt Railway Board building where the
Archaeological Survey was then housed at Simla, I stepped over
the recumbent forms of peons, past office windows revealing lirtle
clusters of idle clerks and hangers-on, to the office which I had
taken over that moming from my Indian predecessor. As | opened
my door 1 turned and looked back. The sleepers had not stirred,
and only & wavering murmur like the distant drone of bees indicated
the presence of drowsy human organisms within. I emitted a bull-
like roar, and the place leapt to anxious life. . . . One after another
my headquarters staff was ushered in, and within an hour the purge
was complete. Bowed shoulders and apprehensive glances showed
an office working as it had not worked for many a long day. That
evening one of the peons (who later became my most admirable
Headquarters Jemadar) said tremulously o my deputy's Irish wife,
*Oh, memsahib, a terrible thing has happened to us this day. . .."

Had Jemadar Bagh Singh known the Revelation of St. John he
might aptly have recalled the prophetic words: “The Devil is come
down amongst you having great wrath, because he knoweth that
he hath but a short time.” The Devil had in fact a four years'
contract from the Viceroy in his pocket; though, as events shaped
themselves, only three of those years were o be effective, the
fourth being submerged in the turbulence and bloodshed of Parti-
tion. In that theoretical four years, nearly everything had o be
done. The department had drified to a standstill, encumbered by
ignorant seniors and devoid of replacements. Nor was it merely a
matter of reshaping, refinancing, revitalizing. The dead wood of
obsolete and erronecus ideas had to be uprooted, without (for
political reasons) too drastic an uprooting of their elderly ex-
ponents. The Dmiihadmﬁghlwiﬂ:nncarmﬂedtnhisﬁdﬂ.mth
the other he proceeded to lay about him.
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Looking back at this period, 1944-48, from the quietude of a
Chelsea study, it is not difficult to count both the losses and the
gains. You can't have omelettes without breaking eggs, and I have
no doubt that the omelettes which eventually emerged justified
the breaking of a good many eggs, especially at the outset. Opposi-
tion, both political and departmental, was not inconsiderable, and
was not lessened by the circumstance that before my arrival the
appointment had been announced in the Indian Press as that of a
‘Brigadier Wheeler' —manifestly another of those ignorant red-
hatted blimps for whom a job had to be found. Subsequently it
emerged that I had dabbled in Roman Brimin: but what had Roman
Britain to do with India? The question was a not unreasonable one,
and I can now only retaliate by saying, ‘See below, p. 194." More
than once during that four years the old and largely fallacious
advice, ‘Don’t try to hurry the East,’ was quoted to me; without
perverseness, it remained a stimulus to new and yet more urgent
activity. ‘Remember and respect the Indian climate: the impossible
hot weather, the rains.’ At the outset, my staff was told that for
the four short years we should ignore the hot weather; whilst the
importance of the rains was that they pointed vividly to us, on our
continuing rounds, some of the technical weaknesses which under-
lay our work. My older staff groaned at the wilful and pernicious
unconventionality of the newcomer. The younger staff which I
proceeded to recruit responded with a high spirit thar was my
greatest reward. Now, years later, my youngsters are mking charge,
and 1 am satisfied with their prowess.

My immediate tasks were threefold: to set my idling staff at
headquarters to work, to see the problem on the ground throughout
India, and above all to meet every member of my staff, from
Peshawar to Madras, The first of these tasks occupied a preliminary
tent days at Simla, and included a project which, as things turned
out, was to bear astonishingly good and abundant fruit.

At this point I may return for a moment to my cabin in the
City of Exeter. There, brooding upon a scheme for fieldwork and
excavation in India, I had jorted down the following notes:

“In the immense field offered by India for archaeclogical
c:p[m:ﬁm,nmn}rn}mmaﬁwphmufﬂmnutaqwlwﬂum
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necessarily feasible. It may be desirable to divide our programme
into two separate parts, corresponding to the two main geo-
graphical divisions of the sub-continent: on the one hand to the
great phins of the north between the Vindhyas and the Hima-
ia}’a,nulonﬂ'xuthﬂmmﬂplatﬂumdﬂmcoamlstﬂp;ohhr
south.,

‘In the north the great hiatus between the end of the Indus
Valley civilization, dated by Mesopotamian contacts to the
3rd millennium B.c., and the absorption of North-West India
into the historical Achaemenid empire of the 6th century B.c.—
the hiatus which must have coincided with the formative period
of modem India—is a standing challenge to Indian research.
What was the material background of the Vedic hymns? What
part if any did the Indus cities, representing one of the great
civilizations of the ancient world, play in the formation of the
Indian civilization of later ages? Of what sort were the Aryan
invaders ? Whence and when ? These are questions in which the
problems of India are integral with those of greater Asia, but they
are also questions to which Indian scholarship may be expected
to provide an important part of the answer. And further sub-
stantive advance is unlikely until Indian field-exploration, care-
fully planned and executed, provides fresh material evidence.

‘In the south of India the archaeological problem is, in a
sense, vaster still. There we have no dated contact with ancient
Mesopotamia, no intrusive Persian empire. Scraps of informarion
approximating to an uncertain history begin in the time of Asoka,
hut it was not until the Graeco-Roman geographers of the 1st
and 2nd centuries A.p. included Indian trade within their survey
that the historical map assumed something approaching a
coherent outline. Not indeed until the time of the Pallavas of
the 6th and 7th century A.p. is South Indian history firmly
established upon a basis of written record. For earlier periods
material is abundant, its inter-relationship unknown. Itis 2 jumble
of words with no consecutive meaning. But here again,
work can gradually bring order and significance into chaos, A
potential datum-line is provided by the impact of Roman com-
merce upon central and southern India, with the consequent
deposition of Roman coins and coin-hoards of known date. The
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careful correlation of these coins with the contemporary Indian
cultures is an obvious starting-point for research. It has not yet
been attempted.

‘Here then are two great problems which demand attention.
In tackling them, I propose to work on a restricted and economi-
cal scale, with a view to developing the technical side of our work
and to training the younger generation who will succeed us.
The work may not be immediately spectacular in the popular
sense of the term, but, properly planned and controlled, it is
capable of adding notably to our knowledge of the components
of Indian civilizaion. And that is a basic function of the
Archaeological Survey.'

Tn my room at the top of the Railway Board building, now and
then snatching books and papers from the paws of an intrusive
monkey, I sat down and drew up a list of the many Roman coins
which, since 1775, have been recorded from the soil of South India.
1 then sent for two of my officers, went through the list with them,
and despatched them on a four thousand miles’ rour with instruc-
tions to select one or more of the named sites where significant
association with an Indian culture seemed a fair gamble and where
excavation might be feasible, Thereafter I hurried off to the
North-West Frontier and the Indus Valley.

On the borders of the Punjab and the North-West Frontier
provinces a lirtle railway jmcdanhu.axﬂuimtnmeofSir]nhn
Marshall, been rechristened Taxile. The name is that of a famous
dtywhi&honamiunfmmﬁwﬁmhmﬂuum,ﬂouﬁs&ﬁna
local capital and university town berween the fifth centuries n.c.
and A.D. Its fame, already secure in classical and ancient Indian
wriﬁngs,i:fu:ﬂnu'mhmmdbyduthmemassiwmimmiuwhim
Marshall has displayed the results of twenty years of intensive
excavation, and it is not my purpose here to review this accessible
literature. But I cannot omit a passing word about the site. Tt lies
at the foot of the Himalaya, in a terrain sufficiently reminiscent of
Greece to have been an additional lure to its excavator, with a
crescendo of hill and mountin to the east of it, rising upwards
into the brief dawn with a dazzling Turneresque opalescence of
tones and undertones. Then, or in the grey pre-dawn when the
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February mustard-fields are a sea of dim yellow and, overhead, a
lone wvulture on dawn-patrol masks its obscene aspect by the
majestic sweep of its wings, the picture is one of unforgettable
beauty. But it was on a hot moming of early May that I first knew
this place, and what most struck my calculating eye was the presence
of a colony of useful buildings and a first-class site-museum which
together provided the ideal setting for a future training-camp. Thus
early in my tour a major problem had settled irself without effort,

Then onwards. Three hundred miles to the south lies Harappa,
the little country town beside which rise the dusty mounds of ane
of the two greatest cities of the Indus Valley civilization, Here, in
1921, @ member of Marshall's staff had discovered remains of a
people who used both stone and copper (but not iron) and were
therefore in what archaeologists call a ‘chalcolithic’ phase of culture.
The date of this manifestly ancient culture was then unknown but
has since, after much further exploration, been defined roughly as
2500-1500 B.¢. The ‘Harappa’ or ‘Indus’ civilization has now taken
its place amongst the great civilizations of the ancient world, and
it was with a proper—though, in the event, inadequate—sense of
things to come that, on a May night in 1944, a four miles’ tonga-ride
nlungauackdcepinsandhmughtmewiﬂ:m}rlnmlh!usﬁm
officer from the nearest railway station to the little bungalow beside
the moonlit mounds. Warned by my anxious colleague that we
must start our inspection at 5.30 next morning and finish by 7.3%
*after which it would be too hot,’ we turned in, with the dark
figure of the ‘punka-walla’ crouched patiently in the entrance, and
the night air rent by the howling of innumerable jackals in the

Next morning, punctually at 5.30, our little procession started
out towards the heaps. Within ten minutes, I stopped and rubbed
my eyes as I gazed upon the tallest mound, scarcely trusting my
vision. Six hours later my embarrassed staff and [ were still toiling
ﬁmpi&smdhhﬂmﬂﬂthﬁbhﬁngm,ﬂxmdnhihﬂm
a relentless pace. To explain what had happen:d,lmustdﬂhmfﬂ‘r
a moment into Indus archaeology.

The sites of the Indus civilization spread along the rivers from the
Iﬂmﬂayawﬂmﬁnbhnha&hmmufomthnumdmﬂﬂgﬂd
itwas thus by far the largest unitary civilization of pre-classical times.



191 Indian Summer: I, The Promised Land

Within that great area two cities were outstanding and presumably
in some manner metropolitan: Harappa itself and, four hundred
miles to the south-west, Mohenjo-daro, beside the main stream of
the Indus. Both cities were something like three miles in circum-
ference; both were thought to be devoid of forifications. Accor-
diﬂgky,pﬁnrmtpqmmmztmdmcymmgmﬂihnln&u
Civilization as something extraneous to the normal trend of the
autocratic or bureancratic king- and priest-ridden societies further
west, in Mesopotamia, Anatolia and Egypt. This apparently
heterogeneous character, strangely anachronistic in the chalcolithic
age, was stressed by Professor Gordon Childe in his New Light on
the Most Ancient Eare, 1934. “No multiplication of weapons of war
and battle-scenes,’” he wrote, ‘artests futile conflicts between dity-
states as in Babylonia nor yet the force whereby a single king, as in
Egypt, achieved by conquest internal peace and warded off jealous
nomads by constant preparedness. We cannot even define the
nucleus round which accumulated the surplus wealth of capiml
involved in the conversion of the village into the city. . . . One can
indeed distinguish between industrial and commercial quarters,
between the lowly abodes of artisans and shopkeepers and the
larger mansions of prosperous burghers. But no temple nor palace
dominates the rest though the total areas excavated would compare
favourably with those explored in Mesopotamia. The visitor
inevirably gets an impression of a democratic bourgeois economy,
as in Cmm,mmnmmtbcubﬁnuﬂymmlhdthmmdmmd
monarchies hitherto described.’

This Elysian polity, not altogether devoid perhaps of a Marxist
ﬂavnur,mdmugmﬂmbctru:hmwnmmthumum
false. There was little in the printed evidence to contradict it. But
ﬂ}:pﬂmcdmidmmwinﬁntuinguhﬂyinmmphm

lemmﬂd&mhighmtmmduﬂnlppmmuﬂny
morning, the truth, or a part of the truth, of the matter stood
suddenly revealed to me in the strong sloping light of the early sun.
Themnundv.ru[rhlgtdwithgrﬂtpﬂndmmuf}*:lhwmud
which could mrcdybcndmthnumﬂnsoun—rh’mhd:hl{:rcmd
there it rose to tower-like peaks; everywhere it contrasted with the
interior of the mound, where brickbats and potsherds covered the
surface with a red cloak. Nay more; close inspection and a little
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scraping of the peripheral mud showed up the actual joints in the
brickwork, and doubt was out of the question. The mound, standing
high above the adjacent heaps, had been barricaded by a great brick
wall, long worn and melted by the summer rains. The city, so far
from being an unarmed sanctuary of peace, was dominated by the
towers and battlements of a lofty man-made acropolis of defiantly
feudal aspeet. A few minutes’ observation had radically changed the
social character of the Indus civilization and put it at last into an
acceptable secular focus. There remained the task of demonstrating
the structural make-up of the newly found acropolis by excavation,
and this was in fact to be achieved with rewarding success two
later.

Meanwhile I hurried on to Harappa's opposite number, Mohenjo-
daro, away down in Sind. There, as we drove through the heaps
and scrub towards the heart of the site, a high mound rose suddenly
in front of us, crowned with the tattered smpa or shrine which
Buddhist monks had added to it in the second century A.D. And
there at ance the same phenomenon was clear to see: the floodwom
remains of an acropolis of similar size, orientation and relative
position to that of Harappa, and similarly showing the mud or
mud-brick of which its clif-like edges were composed. In the
adjacent bungalow 1 sat down and wrote to Gordon Childe in
London that the bourgeois complacency of the Indus civilization
had dissolved into dust and that, instead, a thoroughly militaristic
imperilism had raised its ugly head amongst the ruins. To his
credit he accepted the retrogression with a good and unhesitating
grace, and in due course rewrote his book.

Back in New Delhi, not displeased with my hurried westem
tour, | made official contacts and sped upon my way east and south.
At Pama 1 found the vicechancellors of the nineteen Indian
universities assembled in conference and seized the opportunity of
haranguing them with such eloquence as I could muster on Indias
urgent need for a younger generation of archacological explorers.
The subsequent response was more favourable than I could have
hoped, and it is a pleasure here and now to record the constant
co-operation of most of the universities in our work. Incidentally,
:L]:astmmof&lmhawbmnmﬂmm:hﬁﬂiepﬂmﬂf
archaeological field-research.
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At Calcutta, in the damp oppressive heat of June, I cooled my
brow for a moment in eighteenth-century England. Who *Captain
Charles Wyatt of the Bengal Engineers’ may have been, is unknown
to me, but in Calcutta’s Palladian Government House, which he
built in 1799, he faithfully reproduced the spirit of an age of culti-
vated luxury: different as might be from the theatrical and rather
uneasy ostentation of New Delhi. With a strangely prophetic
sense, be it added, Wyatt chose as his model Kedleston Hall in
Derbyshire, the future home of Lord Curzon. Now at Calcutta the
hospitable Caseys held court—old friends with time for everything
andwu}rhodyinymmnfunpamllc]admmﬁumpkh
relevant. Since Taxila, I had formulated in my mind a detailed
scheme for a training-school in archaeological excavation. One
thing was lacking: a qualified colleague to share the very consider-
able msk. On my way down to breakfast at Government House,
the solution suddenly flashed 1o my mind. Years previously,
R. G. Casey's younger brother Dermot had, as I have related,
helped me in the excavation of Roman sites in Gloucestershire and
4t St. Albans. His discernment as an excavator had been of a rare
quality, and he was a master of patient exposition, I asked my host
what Dermot was doing. ‘Oh, he's G2 or something of the sort in
nhas:-mmpinTma:ﬁn,'wﬂmrepl}r.'WmHitbemhhmgﬂw
war-effort at this late date to abstract him from the Australian
army?’ Dick Casey’s response was characteristic. ‘T'll wire to the
Viceroy,” he said, ‘and ask for him. When do you want him#' I
said that we should open the school at Taxila on 1st October. Lord
Wavell at New Delhi reacted immediately; he cabled to the
Australian Prime Minister and on 15th September a slightly puztled
Dmmﬂmuyuﬁwduﬁimhwhhamnllhmﬂ—hag;&u:
precipitate journey in a bomber across five thousand miles of Indian
Ocean. But that is to anticipate.

Southwards from Calcutta, in the heat of an impending monsoon,
Imade!niadns,mﬁndmustgwurmmtmﬁmdmed.ﬁ.
Japanese bomber, having lost its way over the Bay of Bengal, had
mn:nﬁydischmggdhsmniuhlgmﬂbnmhupmnneuf:henpm
spaces of the city, with a moral effect which might have made the
pilot smile. However, with the ready co-operation of the superin-
tendent, a Dr. Aiyappan who became a good friend of mine, I
G
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penetrated into the Government Museum and at leisure explored
iminmuummm.Thnmquelmaypmpﬁlybcdmﬁhedas
dramatic.

Inaw:hhupmphnardmyhmddmadupom}mm:kmd long
handle of a pottery vessel strangely alien to that tropical environ-
ment. As I looked upon it 1 remember recalling that provocative
question in the Legislative Assembly at New Delhi: “What has
Roman Britain got to do with India?’ Here was the complete
anewer, Here was indeed much more than the complete answer. In
myhandlhthitheﬁmktymdmpmmhismﬂcmulng}ruf
South India, of half 2 million square miles of Asia. Here was India's
reply to those words which, three months previously, I had penned
a trifle anxiously on the City of Exeter and have reproduced above.
Roman coins as an index to an associated Indian culrure would have
hcmgnodm:ghmdmmwhmanﬂmmhusideufﬂxpmimuh
mytwunﬂimwemthmmr:hingn]ungthemstmd
amongst the backwaters for a point of impact. But Roman pottery
such as the amphora-handle which 1 was already sketching in
my notebook opened up possibilities beyond the reach of
coinage, with its incomputable survival-value and its facile trans-
misﬁm.ﬁ.tﬁﬂ—iarfmmthchlcditmmnhndmlarﬁwd alone;
its presence indicated almost infinite possibilities. It had been
found, said Aiyappan, on a site some eighty miles south of Madras,
nﬁerﬂi:hﬂrflnchhIndia,whmthemdmhmhadbm
mqﬁngammtﬁﬂmwdmmmmdmrm-ﬁmbﬁiﬂl
thcm.Twndayzlne:ImﬁndPondi:h:nyh:hedamnfm
an all-night train journey.

The French governor was amy,huthisufﬁu’.ukwehospim]ity
irself. Breakfast was prolonged far into the morning, and
withnuadmirabkmgnic.Thuﬂ&ammadzmmwyinhqm-
cious procession through the straightly marshalled streets of the
litle town to the public library. The guidebook affirms that
‘Pondicherry can hardly be described as a “live” town. There are
no European shops. The grass grows in the streets. . . .* But, though
its much-battered defences have long perished, the place has an air
of dormant history about it, something of the aspect of a French
provincial town gone to seed and to sleep. It was at the same time
un-Indian and un-British, with that indefinable air and odour of
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the creole. In war-time its population had been enlarged by un-
advertised immigrants: a French marquis engaged, with the best
motives, upon a perennially frustrate manceuvre to install a suspect
wireless sending-station; his flamboyantly blonde wife who never
seemed quite to force the prickly and complicated entrenchments of
lncaimdery;amhfusrwumnu&umhluh}rlnnuupminhmﬂw
sea-front; the shapely young wife of the manager of a casino ar
Slmghai,whunbuuuufmmratpmmmnknﬂmuﬁndinm
background, a chorus of three mills produced cotton-cloth under
French or British management, two or three colonial French
families made an adequate subsistence somewhat mysteriously out
of oil-seed, and a celebrated askram or metaphysical establishment
provided indiscriminately for the spiritual indulgence of jaded
Indians or bored (elderly) Frenchwomen. The social focus was a
rather shoddy little Cercle adjoining the Governor's Palace. In the
background a British consul-general kept an ohservant eye on
things and persons, with the aid of a large Union Jack and carefully
adjusted tea-parties.

An inner room of the public library contained three or four
museumn-cases, | sirode hopefully forward, and, removing the dust
with an excessively sweaty arm, peered into them. For the second
time within the month, my eyes started in their sockets. Crowded
togahaw:ﬁ:gmmuufadozmmﬂmmumplww,pm
nfanmlmp,nRominﬂgiio,ammoflndimmdﬂ—
pnuh:rd:,bcads,mmmm—mﬁmcnlﬁ-agmumah red-ghzed
ware which no one trained in the school of classical archacology
qnu]dmismhc.ﬁftﬂmu&mdﬂng,ﬂmhﬁwﬂtdimvﬂe&m&
Ifnundmrue]fhmdlhgﬂmfmgnnmafmpnmddiuhuuhh:
ﬁmeofAugmmsde;beriusﬁrmnduFﬁmmnpnmimnmen
Arezzo. My search was nearly over. . ..

Two miles away, down the coast, a devious journey brought us
to journey’s end. Here a fishing hamlet, Virampatnam by name,
hnhupnmmyﬂfﬂﬂgﬂmmaﬁwnfmﬁtg-ﬁ:dhmum&
:mdeouuiggﬁﬁtmdnuritafumwﬂﬂnfﬁuﬁinguﬂiw
ispnnﬂedhmkmﬁ:rmzbmadlagmnwnhyufth:slmd:of
Lnug]uhnﬁi]vﬁ.Theﬂmksufﬁ::lagoonmmmdbywﬁ
ufwvingmm—nulpalms.mdfmmils&shﬁﬂdepdnlanglmﬁuf
dark-skinned men from the adjacent villages gather a gullible
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food-supply with primitive fishing-rods. The western shore of the
hgonuisﬂa:,ﬁnlcnbﬁvtth:nmgrmlml;ﬂ}:emmshnm
for some four hundred yards rises sheer to a height of twenty feet,
andﬁnmﬂmmudeddiffpmi:ctthehmkmmdsnfbrid:wﬂk.lt
was quickly evident that the whole height of the eastern shore was
the product of urban accumulation. Two craters showed where
lncalFrend:mdhﬂimaﬂiquaﬁudmingtbrwwimmmrﬂjw:
had extracted the material now in the public library. And let it be
made clear that, devoid of science though their work had been,
without it the potentialities of the site would have remained hidden.
“I'he unskilled excoriator has on occasion an honourable place in
the history of archaeology. In particular, the name of Pére L.
Faucheux of Pondicherry deserves inclusion in the roll of fame,
for that he at least stumbled unknowingly upon "Roman’ Arikamedu
(Pondicherry) when more knowledgeable men had passed it by.
Our work there in 1945 and that of J. M. Casal for the French
Government in 1948 owed everything to Faucheux’s untutored
mﬁnﬂty.hndﬂntmrimit}rminmbasadupun&mmdmt
that in 1937 local Indian children had picked up on the site an
intaglio bearing a classical head (allegedly ‘of Augustus’) and had
purveyed it for baksheesh to another local French antiquary. My
own share in the business—initiated by my accidental observation
in the Madras museum—was the recognition of the dated Roman
pottery! and the subsequent exploitation of the site on methodical
lines in the interests of Indian chronology. Of that, more in due
course.

Once again in New Delhi, I found there Stuart Piggott and
Glyanid,th:fmmcrhd}nﬂmy,ﬂwhwinﬂmRaya]Mr
Force and both engaged upon air-photograph interpretation. On
the principle of ‘Othere the old m—aptain'mdhi.swaina-mﬂ:,
Iasuallypmdnudmhrreﬁn::h#dfmm?ondmrr}f.andﬂ!
effect was gratifying—how childishly rewarding isa eo i
uﬂimmllulﬁsspumthnc,!‘igmwalrﬂdyatw:kupmthm
series of books and articles which have made him our foremost
authority on prehistoric India. But there was little time for gossip.

* The previous report on the Arikamedu pottery had been as follows:
%Wofﬂ@??ﬂktﬂtﬁetﬂﬂnﬂthﬂﬂzmn&ﬂkw
occurring about the actusl sea-level'l
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With the shrewd assistance of the Secremry for Education (5ir)
S. H. Y. Oulsnam, to whose co-operation during my first two years
in India T owe more than I can say, I prepared a shattering budget
for Government, to cover a preliminary reorganization of the
survey. Then, having picked up Dermot Casey in Simla, I repaired
to Taxila, where for six months he and 1 proceeded to conduct a
training-school which, I like to think in retrospect, did something
to reorientate Indian field-archaeclogy.

1 look back on that six months from October 1944 to March 1945
as one of the happier periods of my life. Work was unceasing and
strenuous, but was liberally shared by colleagues and students alike.
Tt was our good fortune to he joined by Gerard Mackworth Young,
son of a one-time governor of the Punjab and himself a fluent
speaker of Punjabi. Gerard had formerly been Defence Secretary in
the New Delhi Government, but had resigned before the war in
order to realize an ambition to live and work in Greece. There he
became a colleague of Humfry Payne, Director of the British Schoal
of Archasology, and, on Payne's premature death, succeeded him
as Director. Early in the war he disposed skilfully of his immediate
responsibilities by handing the school to Switzerland, left Greece
in front of the invaders, and returned to his ald department in India.
Tn 1943 o peculiarly virulent mosquito struck him down with his
first bout of malaria, and on recovery he came to me as a volunteer.
At Taxila he made my task tolerable by assuming the administration
of the school, and he fulfilled his very miscellaneous duties with
knowledge and imperturhability. Nor can I forget the brief but
notable intervention of my old archaeological photographer in
England, M. B. Cookson, then in India as an Air Foree officer, who
spent his Christmas leave with me in 1944 and, by a short spell of
intensive training, set my photographic department upon its feet.
His precept and example were remembered by my Indian staff long
after he left India.

Butnhﬂvfa]“huvtinmindﬂmuixrf-msmdmnwhnﬂnthﬂ
1o me from the universities of India and from the archacological
departments of the Indian States: swarthy Muslims from the North-
West Frontier and the Punjab, little round-faced talkative Bengalis,
quick-witted Madrasis, dark southerners from Cochin and Travan-
core. Alas, today—only a few years later—such an assemblage of
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races, tongues and creeds would no longer be feasible. Religious
and political barriers have split asunder those who in 1944 worked
tog:ﬂ:m‘withshgkpurpmeauﬂ common understanding,. . . . To-
g:ﬂiﬂmindnﬁesumsiunﬂwypmedﬂirﬂugh the three classes
into which the school was divided. The largest class was that of
erainees in the actual technique of excavation and in the preparation
of the necessary field-records. The other classes dealt with sur-
veying, photography, draftsmanship and administration, Punctually
at 8.45 each morning the students filed out to their work; at 6.0 p.m.
ficldwork ceased; at 9.0 p.m. the school reassembled for a lecture
given by the suaff, by visitors or by the students themselves on
historical, archaeological or anthropological topics. They were
strenuous days, lightened by goodwill and cheerful incident. One
night, T remember, snow fell upon us—the first in those parts for
seventcen years. The next moming a student from tropical India
was found filling his pockets with ice from the pools ‘to send 1o his
parents who had never seen ice or snow. They were good-
natured children, and a dozen or more of them are doing sound
archaeological work in India and Pakistan today. . . . They taught
me much.

By March 1945 the period of preparation was Over. 1 was now
sure of myself and my staff, and was content, With picked colleagues
and the best of my students I left Taxila, stayed for a day or rwo
in New Delhi, and then went straight on to Pondicherry and
Arikamedu, a two-thousand mile journey into the tropics.
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I+ is not relevant here to follow in detail the archacological field-
programme which for three years developed the results of the 1944
reconmaissance in North and South India. The reports of that work
are to be found in the periodical Ancient India, of which the first
number wus issued in January 1946, The function of the new
publication was 1o set a standard of prompt and adequate presenta-
tion such as had not been hitherto available in India; to reflect, in
other words, the new standards which we were trying to establish
in the field, and to encourage also systematic and purposeful indoor
research. Looking back on our efforss I think that we can claim an
appreciable measure of success. But it was not easy.

Indolence had brought the dwindling annual reports of the
survey to a final standstill in 1936, The Government prohibition
of departmental publication after the beginning of the war thus
merely gave the virtuous impress of authority to a long-standing
nﬂgligmm.mﬂmmﬁmeﬂupmmbiﬁonm:deitmydiﬁndt
for me in 1945 to obtain sanction from Govemment for the
launching of a new type of publication on a fairly ambitious scale,
and mnnymmﬂmiuﬂia:ymmspm:hy(}ukmmmdmyﬂf
ha:gumenxmdcajukryhd'mdhhanwhmkmthmkm
ithﬂdtube.melhEoulﬁttﬂEwuﬂ.nfmmyﬂﬂﬁmwuH
have been largely frustrate without immediare publication, with its
attendant discipline and encouragement. From the outset I had
laid down ‘the absolute necessity for completing the written report
of one season's work before resuming fieldwork in the next. If
need be, a whole season’s digging must be postponed to enable
this essential mkmheamompﬁ&hﬂﬂ.llnmrduduﬂnﬂmis
destruction, and prompt and full publication must be regarded by
the excavator as a point of honour. If he once allows his reporting
to fall into arrears, the situation rapidly out-runs his control, and
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unfortunately the resultant loss is not to himself or his department
but to science. Complete and punctual publication must be the
invariable rules no excuse whatsoever can condone deferment. . . .
And so on. All that mmpcﬂngmwdlmugh,butitmuldnnly
be justified by instant and effective action. And this action had to be
firted into the interstices of a peculiarly crowded routine. It meant
not merely the reversal of a Government decision but also some-
thing approaching a technical revolution, and the latter process was
at least as formidable as the former, In one of my memoranda of
the period I find the following paragraph:

“Printing is at present a bottle-neck in India. This is due in
part to the war and to shortage of good paper. But it is due also
to the technical inadequacy of a majority of the Indian presses,
not excluding the Central Government press. Good half-tone
blocks, which are essential for archaeological publication, are
almost impossible to obtain and, when obtained, they are
commonly spoiled by bad inking. Type-founts are generally
antiquated and below the modern international standard. Printers
assure me that their machinery is out-of-date and thar properly
trained technicians cannot be obtained in the market. There can
be no worse advertisement of national effort than bad printing,
since it is necessarily through this vehicle that the greater parl
of the world receives the national intellectual output. An improve-
ment of printing facilities and printing standards is a primary
nenmityﬂ‘hdimanchmnlugn—mﬁindmdlndimmhuhmhip
generally—is to receive adequate recognition. Good and prompt
publication is the life-blood of research.’

Desperate hunting led me eventually to a high compound-wall
in Lower Circular Road on the outskirts of Calcutta. Behind the
wall stood, and stands, the charming little Regency building put up
about 1830 by a Baptist mission, which proceeded o establish a
small press there for propagandist and other purposes. In 1945 the
mdudufthis]iuhptmw:eaﬁlyth:hj@mhlndh,audhwﬁ
to the personal co-operation of successive managers that the
satisfactory technical quality of the early numbers of Ancient India
was due. But the employment of an efficient and reasonably



201 Indian Summer: I, Achievement

expensive British-controlled concern rather than a cheap and shoddy
pative one was a recurrent casus Selli with Government.

On 1st April in that year T sat in a small bungalow amidst the
palm-trees, a mile from the scene of my forthcoming excavation at
Arikamedu, and wrote to Cyril Fox. ‘Sheets of rin are descending
into the jungle outside my verandah—all wrong for the tropics at
this time of year and particularly inopportune for one who is about
to dig below sea-level. . . . Here I'm living in solitary state about
thiree miles from the small wall-less bastide that is Pondicherry, with
my servant and jemadar and my posse of Ghurka guards, who
protect me very amiably from God-knows-what wherever my
headquarters be. In addition there is a varying number of naked
gentlemen who somehow appoint themselves to my stafl and
appear unexpectedly on the bill at the end of the monthas “sweeper,”
“witer-carrier,” “gardener,” and what-not. Today my South
Indian students, twenty or thirty of them in addition 1o those 1
brought with me from the north, are expected, and this evangelist
mission of mine recommences. . . . This is the place, by the way,
where last year 1 noticed Arretine pottery amongst the previous
finds and where therefore, for the first time, we can hope w find an
ancient South Indian culture objectively dated by association.
Arikamedu can scarcely help becoming a classic site in the annals
of Indian archaeology. The archaeology is in fact easy enough—
it's the remote-control berween here and Delhi and my H.Q. at
Simla, 7,000 ft. up and 2,000 miles away, that makes things a trifle
diﬁﬂdliunphmcufinuiglulndm@nhﬁm.uﬂmimuﬂgu
and see about those students. I'll light a South Indian cigar and
sample the rain.’

There mathtbemfnrt}rnfﬂlﬂn,nﬂmid,intheﬁnmhd
hut, swarthy, volatile, speaking a variety of natal languages—
Tamil, Telegu, Malayalam, Hindi, Urdu—but all recurring con-

Anklet, told them long ago of the ancient city of Pubhar, only
ﬁﬂ}'mﬂumydmﬂrm?ﬂuw'dmﬂmshm:hﬂ:m
ﬂiﬂﬁpmﬁnnﬁ,mwﬂ:emmhmﬂw&:haﬂ:mu...whnt
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were the abodes of Yavanas, men from the Graeco-Roman world,
cailors from distant lands® And now here ar Arikamedu, the
ancient Pondi or Puduchcheri, the Podouk® of the Greek
geographers, they were about to find the wine-jars and table-wares
brought thither from the Mediterranean in the first century A.p. by
those same Yavanas. Nor was that all. Beside these wine-jars and
rable-wares they would find Indian things, an Indian culture, even
an Indian civilization, which would share the known date of the
imports and thus form a firm base for the systematization of South
Indian archaeology. . . . Only, they must not expect immediate
success. They would have to work for it. They might have to work
for a formight before the first hint of success came their way.

1 have never ceased to congraulate myself upon the inspiration
of that last warning. We started badly, in an area which had been
wrecked by brick-robbers from top to bottom. Spirits fell, and only
the blessed word ‘fortnight’ staved off the utter despair which comes
all too easily to the tropical mentality. It was in fact on the afternoon
of the rwelfth day that one of my students emerged from the water-
logged depths, covered with slime but waving exultantly the base
of a red dish, bearing upon it the name of its Italian maker. The
Yavanas had been found, and the situation was saved. Thereafter
the excavation became a triumph. By retumn of post the whole
history of the potter and his family, the Vibieni of Arezzo, was in
our hands, thanks to the prompt and liberal knowledge of Miss
M. V. Taylor at Oxford. Other Iralic wares and fragments of a
hundred wine-jars, with a wide range of associated Indian products,
sealed our sucoiss.

A little later, on 8th May, T was in a Royal Air Force "plane over
mnuullndiu,hudingﬁ:rhhdmfmm]}clhi,mwhidllhad
repaired from Arikamedu for a committee-meeting. The pilot came
through 1o us from the cockpit with the wirelessed news that the
war had ended in Europe; he proposed to turn back to Delhi to
celebrate and was with difficulty overborne, by numbers rather than
by argument. At the Madras airport I found the car of the governor
of Pondicherry awaiting an absent guest, so 1 boarded it and drove
straight back to the palace in the French capital. There the victory
celebrations were already in fisll blast. In the fierce sunshine stood
the small, rotund form of His Excellency Monsieur Bonvin, in
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cocked hat and heavy gold-braided serge, the sweat streaming down
his gracious, friendly countenance. He was receiving the French
Colony, distinguished Indians, an inebriate Australian soldier;
everyone who came his way was greeted with a welcoming smile.
J‘Lllt}mtnightth:pahmwmupmﬁurdrinhmﬂdmdng.'fbr
mterpﬁﬁugﬁumﬂhmmldjﬂmm,hnwsﬁﬂ&muﬁml
lcftindiesnullhnum,mdhchndhythnnhnch:dmmyﬁmm
conversations with the governor. As I drove to my bungalow in
the moonlight 1 too determined to celebrate: by giving all my
workpeople—men, women and children—extra pay on the
MOTTow.

At pay-parade my praiseworthy proposal was explained 1o the
waiting files h:.raninmrprcm.ltwurzmimdbyh{mkarinqlﬁ:ing
looks, then a murmur. What victory? What war? What was it all
ahﬂut?ﬁeinmpretﬂ'pemﬁvﬂﬂinﬁ'ﬂhlﬂbﬂEDIw,Erlwaj’,
a very great m.Bu:nnwitwﬂallmer,mdtb:ﬁhjhmplemd,
andmmdﬂm:uheplme&m,mhnwgiﬁngﬂmnﬂm
extra rupee, in addition to their wages. The puzzled look remained.
Tintervened and told the interpreter to say no more about it but to
tnsurethntzachhbnummn:iwdthnbuuuﬂaxagi&.ifnm&um
me, then from God.

Two days later, a small deputation waited upon me. My workers
wanted to give me a party under the moon. Private inquiry revealed
d:auvcrymcipimmfﬂ::mmcehadpmaqmmuﬁ:hma
hagfmﬂmpurpm:ufmisputy.ﬂzm}mvclhmmwudmd
than by ﬂﬁsgﬁmmufduhnmhlmtuffolk;hlkknmmmwdl
enough indeed individually by sight and prowess but barred by
every barrier of language and custom.

mrppaintrdminganivbi,andeﬂﬁvingp;fmn]}y
fmmmyhmgnhwmmyhm&qmrmduwnthnwgmk
ufdusr;ru-;ckb:rwemthe:ncms-huahﬂ,whmsudd:ulyapﬂl
crowd nfhughingmddnn::ingﬂihgmwcptam‘mmpaﬂ!
and engulfed the car. Sinuﬂmrmmly,asﬁuughﬁumunhuﬁl.m
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I vaguely recognized as an exotic version of “Tipperary.’ Its rivals
were undisguisedly native, their uniform restricted 1o the loin-cloth,
their orchestration based upon the drum and a sort of flute, their
music unashamedly of the countryside. Ultimately the képis blew
themselves to a standstill, and the drums and flutes held the field.
A space was made in the crowd and into it stepped a circle of
dancing youths, the rhythm of the dance emphasized by the beating
of stick on stick. And so, with endless succession and reiteration,
we moved forward a few yards at a time towards our goal—my
headquarters. The flanking trees were full of adventurous villagers,
who were now and then precipitated on to the crowd below by the
breaking of an overladen branch. At last, within a furlong of our
destination, the crowd paused and reluctantly opened up a vista.
Lanterns on poles now rivalled the moanlight, and in the wavering
bummogaihrhade&edfnmmmnppmmgfmdm
further end of the avenue. They were hobby-horse dancers of a
traditional local type, the one a crowned prince, the other a youth
in the guise of a coy young maiden. They slowly gallivanted up to
me, bowed low, and proceeded with much grace and vivacity to
enact their dance—the prince strutting before the shy damozel,
whose averted eyes gradually tumed towards him as she slowly
relented and finally, in an abandon of passion, touched him lightly
on the arm and tripped away with him. . . . The dancers were the
children and grandchildren of similar dancess, who for ages have
mﬁnm&dunmmhyﬁdeﬁthiﬁmimdm&&nﬂﬂnmpmﬂim

Thereafier the guest of honour, ensconced in a gilt baroque chaie
which had been conjured up at several remaves from some French
household, received the flowers and fruit appropriate to such
occasions, was addressed in Tamil and Tamiloid French, and
listened attentively to a Tamil ode, composed for the occasion and
sung by a small boy in a piercing nasal voice. It was a party; 2
vivid memory, lit by unfading visions of a happy crowd of gentle
folk and a moon-filled sky. . . .

To find, as we happily and abundantly did, firm equations between
dated imports and a native culture was archacologically useful,
and indeed epoch-making, but was not irself enough. To complete
the exercise, it remained to demonstrate how such an equation
mldheu:m&ndﬁ:rth:ur&ningnfhnwhdgeman&dt
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field—over a field in some measure proportionate to peninsular
India. With that end in view, and the Arikamedu material freshly
in my mind, 1 left Pondicherry on a rapid summer-tour of the
South Indian museums. OFf the results of that tour I have written
elsewheret and need say little here. Suffice it that, either in these
more-or-less derelict museums or on the actual sites from which
their material was derived, it was not difficult to identify salient
features of the Arikamedu culture and so to transfer its dating for
upwards of three hundred miles from the starting-point. In particu-
lar, on the arid inland plareau of northern Mysore, where the
poorest peasants in the world comb the sand anxiously with their
feeble fingers in case a ground-nut of rwo might have escaped their
earlier harvesting, there were the sites of two ancient towns
Arikamedu pottery had come 1o light. And there the next practicable
phase in the development of South Indian archaeology was instantly
apparent. A word of explanation is necessary.

From the British Isles to the Caucasus and beyond are groups
of tombs built often of large untrimmed stones and normally
intended (it seems) for more than one ceremonial interment. The
infinite variety of plan and circumstance from region to region or
even tomb to tomb has long been a challenge to methodically-
minded antiquaries, and the challenge has not remained
The possibility of some sort of relationship, however remote,
hetwaeumanyofthegmupsishim:dbmhbyﬂﬁrwiphiﬂl
distribution and by certain distinctive and recurrent features.
Amongst the latter is a circular, or occasionally squarish, opening
in the end-wall of the tomb or in an internal partition. These *port-
holes’ occur in the British Isles, France, Spain, Sweden, ‘NWdl
Afiica, Syria, Palestine, Bulgaria, the Caucasus, Transcaucasia, and
even in Iran; whilst in the innumerable large stone (megalithic)
cists or graves of South India they are probably more often present
than not. Does it follow that these fnpﬂf;ugn monuments m
a unitary problem, extending in space Ireland to
iﬂﬁmenrnﬂmm&umﬁe%ﬁ#mﬁ'ﬂ@“”{m;m
problem is one of more than academic interest. Any Wi
affinity of this kind must, if proved, affect our pattern of human

t Ancient India, No. 4 (1948), pp. 30855 Archasciogy from the Earth
(Oxford, 19354), pps var i
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achievement in vital fashion. But a first requisite in tracing or
pusmhﬁng:nymdipammmustbea]mciscchmmlogy. And in
1945 the South Indian megaliths were still essentially undated.

Now one of the two ancient town-sites in northern Mysore o
which my search for Arikamedu pottery brought me in 1945 was
mnrmmdcdbyrhemaimnfag;rﬂtmm]rufthzsepon-hulz
tombs. The site itself, known as Brahmagiri from a neighbouring
hill, had yielded to previous explorers a few pieces of pottery which
wemwhew,ﬁmumﬁ:{bmdueﬁdmm,mhenfmrﬁm
century A.D. Here then was another potential equation: dig the
tombs and the adjacent (and now partially dated) town-site
simultaneously and equate the culture of the one with that (or those)
of the other. With a mental resolution I hurried northwards to the
hundred-and-one other matrers that awaited me at headquarters.

Today I am glad to forget the umultuous routine, significant
enough at the time, which bent my back at this period. Once more
in Simla, I wrote on 19th July to Fox. ‘After ten months” absence
from my headquarters (there’s a model for you!) I'm back once
more for a few weeks, preparing new demands on Government.
I'm living at the United Service Club (Blimps and Blimps) and, in
particular, sitting in my room after dinner and smoking a peculiarly

cheroot—you can probably smell it. My cigar and I are
7,000 feet above the sea, on the slope of an almost vertical hill-side.
Facing me is the evening sun which streaks wanly through the rain-
sodden sky at 7.5 p.m. precisely each day. It's the rains, and by rains
1 mean of course Rains—the sky just falls, and even the monkeys
go and hide. . . . Both my excavations have turned out as they
should, especially my Roman India at Pondicherry, which was an
astonishing piece of luck for my first year. During the past few
weeks I've been tracing its ramifications through central India to
the far west coast. Given time and reasonable peace of mind (not
predictable) we'll build a backbone and a few ribs into the jelloid
mass which is South Indian archaeology. . . .’

Here 1 must interpolate that an absence from headquarters for
ten whole months, however desirable (as indeed it was),