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"'THE am of this volume is to present a

A collection of separate positions; to
reveal a pattern taki n_lg _shape in our
thought and literature. This blurb is cozy
and misleading." The attitudes offered here
are st dead against the prevailing trends
in our thouglht and literature—one may
add, in our life. Furthermore, they are
bitterly opposed to each other. Declaration*
oints up the animosities which breed
between the different wings of our creative
intellectual minority. More important, it
is an implicit witness to the deep rifts and
hostilities which have opened up within our
culture itsalf.

_In a previous issue Raymond Williams,
writing on Working Class Culture, spoke
of culture as the clearing of channels of
communication so as to permit " a full
response of the human spirit to a life
continually unfolding in al its concrete
richness and variety." What we are faced
with today is a situation in which culture is
in open hogtility to " the concrete richness
and variety" of the experience of our
community, particularly since the War.
This withdrawal of culture from experience
—as Kenneth Tynan remarks in his_essa
Theatre And Living—is an act which is
uncivilised in the precise sense of that word.
It reflects a alger_we_ral failure of nerve, adeeﬁ-
seated social disintegration. Natu_raél(?/, the
creative artist is never whally united with
his society : it is right that he should never
be dragooned in this way. But there are
healthy and unhealthy degrees of alienation.
As Liond Trilling remarks in his essay on
The Stuation of The American Intellectual
At The Present Time (in A Gathering Of
Fugitives) " when you spesak of your relation
with your country and your culture, you
are responding to a tone and a style in your
compatriots, to their tempo of movement,
the inflection of their voices, the look on
their faces.  You trust or you do not trust."
The contributors to Declaration do not
trust.

To understand the accumulated rage and
frustration of young intellectuals today—
(and they are symptomatic of attitudes
prevalent” among ‘the less articulate)—one
must dig into the frozen matrix of our
culture itsdf, into that forbidden territory
where society, literature, politics and art
interweave. "It seems that we need new
ways of looking at, new ways of spesking
together about the deep,” immobilising
contradictions of our culture. They appear
in every facet of the society; in our political
and economic ingtitutions of course : more
sgnificantly, in our ways of feding and
response, in the manners and postures of
our mora life. They are beyond the
language of politics—at least the language
of the political pamphlet and the hustings.

«Declaration, edited by Tom Maschler, MacGibbon
and Kee. 18s.
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In the no man's land

The apathy of our politica life, the narrow-
ness of our economic theories—these are
themselves merely the signs and symbols of
a deeper decay, which has eaten into our
emotional fibre, and which is breaking down
the inner resistance and vitality of our
community. We have to learn to evaluate
—as political facts in some broader sense—
atone, a style, a tempo, a mode of address,
as wdl asthe intentions and assumptions
which these things mask. And here |
believe we are at the heart of the matter.
For surely there has never been a greater
cleavage een the tone of our society,
its manner and forms, and the gross
redlities.  What happens to a society,
rigidly class bound, which uses continually
the language of equality ? What happens
to an oligarchy which conceals itsdf behind
the rhetoric of the popular democracy ?
What happens when larger numbers are
trained each year for responsibility and
participation, but where the sources of
power and decision grow every day more
remote ? All our energies are expended in
creating and consuming a culture whose
sole purpose is to cover up the redlities of
our social life.

In the most courageous in this
book, Lindsay Anderson says that " we
are il between Arnold's two worlds, one
dead, the other powerless to be born." We
live in the no-man'sland of wefare
capitalism, the Compromise State, where
the old dgods reign and the old images
command assent, as it were, by default.

 The outstanding exception to the general-
ised disgust which characterises Declaration
is the contribution by John Wain—Along
The Tightrope. This’is surprising because
Wain's” novel, Hurry On Down, was,
lla_otentlally, ~a novel “of moral exposure.
here, thé picaresque hero, Charles Lumley,
tries to live as if he had overcome the
barriers of class, finds that he cannot defeat
them smply because they ill exist. His
" adjustment to life," of which Wain spesks
in this essay, wes essentialy an adjustment
to " the world's artificid system." The
novel, however, lacked the mora con-
frontation which_should have followed this
discovery. But if we are to take his
as evidence, Wain has now established a
working truce with this situation. Things
are seen, fter al, not to change as fast as
they appear to ; and what begins as " the
reéction of wholesale thinking and block
attitudes "—admirable for its redism—
ends as an ethic of moral quietism. The
grim fact—a moral and poalitica fact which
we are obliged to account for—is that the
hero who practices upon the world with
the vv_e%oons of a conspicuous amorality,
may find himsdf, not at the bottom, but at
the top. Moral relativism can itsdf become
a mord system. The hero may be without

judgment—he is merely the creature of the

artist : but at some point, the artist himsdf

must judge. Not to do so is itsdf a moral
attitude, and what we have in this curiously
post-Movement essay, is a kind of falure
of moral imagination.

The other contributors group themselves,
roughly, into two : the spiritualists
and the humanists. Of the spiritualists
Colin Wilson leads and his henchmen, Bill
Hopkins and Stuart Holroyd follow. There
is little to be said now, about Colin Wilson's
" critical books." ~ Even the Sunday
reviewers, who rushed into the streets,
telescopes in hand, a the appearance of
The Outsider, and beheld a messiah, have
since recanted. What concerns us here are
Colin Wilson's attitude to contemporary
problems, the genera cut of his sails as he
drifts into these choppy sess. They are
set, one finds, a an angle of intolerable,
vaunting pride : pride, even in the rdligious
language which he is fond of using. The
horde of historical and fictional personages
whom he has drummed_together and sent
of in search of a thesis are merely the
projections of his own consuming personal-
ity. They are the thousand faces of Colin
Wilson. "They have no red or imaginative
substance apart from_him. In this sub-
jective world, there is no room for the
awareness of human suffering.  The sum_of
the human condition is merely to provide
a challenge to the " dect " to " produce a
higher kind of man." The history of the
human race is a backdrc_;lp, a rationale for
hisexistence. To what will this" new man"
subscribe 7 What image of behaviour
moves him ? We are not told : there is
none. Though the whole incantation_ is
conducted in a dim religious light—of faith,
or more humbcl% of bdief, there is not a
whisper. The Church is there, ambiguously
secularised and  ineffective, ex as an
" organisation to support the Outsider."
In the Wilson escatology, God is the redl
outsider. " Man cannot know certainty—
not unless he becomes God." But Wilson
speaks already with the cam and certainty
of the chosen. There is indeed a kind of
divinity here and we must draw our own
dismal” conclusions.

Into this spiritual wasteland, the crea-
tures of his imagination follow : Bill
Hopkins hesitantly, se he isintelligent,
Stuart Holroyd with a brash, jolly naivety.
" | suspect ‘that al great psychological
concepts . . . reflect the psychology of their
originators. And for that resson . . .
| have no hesitation in nominating the Will
to Freedom as man's fundamental drive."
Mr. Holroyd has, as a matter of fact, no
hesitations™at al. Where Colin Wilson is
vague and generdised in his distaste for
humane values, Holroyd is openly con-
temptuous. As a result, the politica
attitudes of this %roup receive their most
concrete politica Tormulation here. "The



myths of democracy and representative
government have placed the controls in the
hends of arbitrarily chosen individuals " . ..
" such a system (representative government)
isamyth" ...""'The dternative is to
acknowledge that government is an art
which should be in the hands of an expert
minority."

" When | spesk of beief in the present
context,” writes Bill Hopkins, " | do not
men any bdief in particular, but rather
bdief divorced from al form whatsoever."
But it is precisdly because the religious
inclinations of these writers do not take
fom within a denned framework of values,
because they are not shaped by an image of
socid conduct, that they degenerate easly
into a spurious authoritarianism.  "A man
may be uncharitable, intolerant and df-
centred, and ill be profoundly religious,™
writes Stuart Holroyd. That should surely
rank as one of the most deeply irreligious,
one of the most profoundly inhumane
remarks of this generation.

Of the other four contributors, Doris
Lessng's piece is the most persona and
tentative in tone. It is perhaps too low-
keyed. But she is a creative writer, one
who (as The Habit Of Loving clearly shows)
is openly committed to humanist values,
and her essay touches these depths when
e recreates imaginatively the chain of
collective irresponsibility by which the
world may be plunged into a new holocaust
"in the name of the people” ; " The
people is me," she says, and the attitude of
mutual involvement which she strikes upon
there is the groundwork of a humane and
just society.

The question of humanism and commit-
ment takes us into the heart of the three
mgjor contributions in this volume, Tynan's
essy on the theatre, John Osborne's
They Call It Cricket and Lindsay Anderson's
Get Out And Push. These essays deserve
more detailed analysis than can be given
here. The contributors are each particularly
wdl equipped to give specific illustrations
of what | have caled the triviality and
deceits of our cultural life. Tynan has, by
some miracle, amost completely exorcised

the Tyro of the Oxford Union, and his
remarks about politicad commitment™ of
the dramatist, and about the artistic value
of the socid play, are refreshing in their
openness.  Either because commitment has
been too narrowly conceived, or because
socidists are till haunted by the ghost of
Zhdanovism which was once, fasdy,
raised in their name, the left has been too
cautious in redffirming the vitality of an
open politica involvement. It is to this
problem that | should like to devote the
rest of the space a my disposal.

Osborne spends some time hitting at
the " social sdvage" attitude of an article
by David Marquand in the first issue of
U.L.R. | don't want to go in to the rights
and wrongs of this controversy. But the
discussion leaves me with a sense of the
uneasy codlition between politicad and
creative intellectuals and the vagueness of
the ground upon which they are said to be
united. Yet there is a sense in which it is
true that the apathy which has characterised
socidism in this country in recent years has
been an atrophy of the imagination, a
narrowness of the creative spirit.  Somehow
our cultural life has become itsdf a maor
political fact, but we cannot begin to
understand what sort of a fact it is within
the framework of our debased politica
language.

The politica intellectual is concerned
with the institutional life of the society : the
creative artist with the attitudes, the
manners, the moral and emotional life
which the individual consummates within
that socia framework. It seems to me
that the beginning of a common socidlist
humanism is the realisation that these are
not two distinct areas of interest, but the
complementary parts of acomplex, common
experience. Our attitudes mirror the reali-
ties of power, of status, of success and
fallure ; and these things are both socid
and personal facts, the very limits of the
human condition. The personal emotions
we generate or difle eat their way into our
words and our actions and ater their
character. The public and the personal life
are deeply interrelated, and we must learn
to comprehend them as a totality. That is
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In thiz, his master-work, Dr, Urban presents his
evidence for what may well prove to be one of
the most valuable scientific discoveries of all
time, The author was the voungest of Freud's
original group.
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why it is nonsense to argue whether Look
Back In Anger is about sex or politics.
Each is an analogue of the other : it is
surprising that, after D. H. Lawrence,
socialists should have to learn that lesson
al over again.

But if our experience is a totality, then
a common framework of vaues, accessible
to the politica and the crestive intellectual
alike, can be discovered. One of the things
Osborne did most poignantly in_both his
R}Iays was to reformulate the sentiments of
rs. Loman in Arthur Miller's Death Of
A Salesman :_ "this man deserves some
attention." The fact is that this clam
upon our responsibility and our respon-
siveness is, in the présent circumstances,
merely a source of wﬁ embarrassment to
us. We have lost the capecity to be
appealed to in this way—in part because in
our society it is the men of power, the old
enervated symbols of power and prestige,
which legitimately " demand our attention."
We resist the clam of common humanity
because this is not yet the shared vaue
upon which our society is built.

Each man's death diminishes me, The
basis of a new vital humanism is the
substance, the attitudes, of a genuine
_equpt]l_lty._ Tr;e hs;econd essendtlal Is the
ugtification of the er and capacity to
erel. The third ele_mpg% is the vin_dicﬁ¥ion
of the moral imagination. The life of a
socialist and humanist society is limited by
the degree to which man governs his fate.
We are, at the moment, the creatures of our
many creations, the discarded artefacts of
our technology and our progress. Socialist
humanism begins with the restoration of
the belief in the power of the human
individua over life—and that power
involves both the power to reshape and the
capacity to judge. Those capacities lie
dormant and unused, the stored energy and
moral life of a democracy that has not
made the first approach to a democratic
way of life. What we need above al, as
Leavis once remarked of the nineteenth
century novel, is " a vital capacity for
experience, a kind of reverent openness

ore life, and a marked moral intensity."

" Between two worlds, one dead, the
other powerless to be born.” | am thinking
of the end of Homage To Catalonia,
Orwell's moving book about the Spanish
Civil War ; "And then England—southern
England, probably the deekest landscepe
in the world. It Is difficult when you
that way, especially when you are peacefully
recovering from = searsickness, with _the
plush cushions of a boat-train carriage
_undeéa}/our bum, to believe that anything
is redly happening anywhere. arth-
quakes in Japan, famines in China, revolu-
tions in Mexico ? Don't worry, the milk
will be on the doorstep tomorrow morning,
the New Statesman will come out on
Friday. The industrial towns are far away,
a smudge of smoke and misery hidden by
the curve of the earth's surface. Down
here it was ill the England | had known
in my childhood . . . the huge, peaceful
wilderness of outer London, the barges on
the miry river, the familiar streets, the
posters telling of cricket matches and Roya
weddings, the men in bowler hats, the
pigeons in Trafalgar Square, the red 'buses,
the blue policemen—all deeping the deep,
deep deep of England, from which some-
times | fear that we shall never awake till
we are jerked out of it by the roar of
bombs."

STUART HALL
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