









































































































































CHAPTER TWO

teen and full of enthusiasm and totally absorbed in the theatre.
I ate, drank, slept and talked of nothing else. Sometimes one
was up and sometimes down, but it was all fascinating and I
loved the adventure of it.

There were discouraging visits to agents in Shaftesbury
Avenue—climbing the stairs, seeing the long queues waiting in
the dark passages when a play was being cast for the West End
or the provinces, at last getting into the holy of holies, the
agent’s office, and being greeted by his forced smile: “Leave
your address. I’ll keep in touch.” Then long waits for the
telephone to ring and nothing happening.

But suddenly out of the blue I would be sent for by a manage-
ment, and I would have the thrill of landing a job. The journey
on the tube from Hampstead to Leicester Square would go by
in a flash. I seemed to be walking on air.

There was the excitement of acting with Gertrude Elliott, the
wife of Sir Johnston Forbes-Robertson and sister of the great
Edwardian beauty Maxine Elliott, and with one of the big
matinée idols of the Twenties, Owen Nares.

One day the manager, Leon M. Lion, engaged me for a
play. He said: “I have tried putting on plays I thoughtthe public
would want and would be box office. But they have all been
flops. This time I am going to put on a play I really like. It
will open in the hot weather, the worst time of the year, so
probably it won’t run long. But I don’t care. I am going to do it
anyway.”

We opened in August. The play was Escape by John Gals-
worthy. It was a big success and ran for months. Nicholas
Hannen gave a fine performance as the prisoner. Also in the
cast was Ursula Jeans. It was the beginning of a life-long friend-
ship with her and later her delightful husband, Roger Livesey.

Galsworthy himself attended the rehearsals and helped with
the direction. It was from him that I learned for the first time
that the theatre could do much more than entertain. His play
JFustice led to the reform of the penal law. Strife, Loyalties, The
Skin Game, Escape, all had a purpose beyond mere entertain-
ment.

I played in the revival of Escape and also in the film when Sir
Gerald du Maurier played the leading part. We went down to
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CHAPTER THREE

myself. How did I look?”” I confessed that I too was looking
at myself. We decide to go back the next day to look at each
other!

The third day we go up to Hampstead to visit our new home.
Though it is a cold, damp November day everything to me
feels strangely hot. My neck, too, is stiff-I can hardly move it.
Coming back in the underground the thought suddenly occurs
to me that I may be ill.

When we get back to the hotel Phyll takes my temperature.
It is 103°. It is not, after all, marriage that has been making
me feel ill! I have the *flu!

VIII

Phyll and I lean over the rail of the ship in the harbour of
Barcelona. We are on the third phase of our honeymoon. The
harbour is as calm as a pond and a full moon gazes down at us
romantically from a cloudless sky.

““This is just like Cavalcade,” 1 say.

I was referring to the scene in Noel Coward’s historic play
where a young couple on their honeymoon leant romantically
over the rail of a ship. They talked of the future and all their
plans. Suddenly there was a blackout and a spotlight picked out
the lifebuoy underneath the rail where the young couple were
standing. On it was painted the name of the ship, ‘s.s. Titanic’.

“I wish,” said my wife, “you hadn’t said that about Caval-
cadel”

I realised it was a silly thing to have said. But the night was
so fine, the harbour so calm there was obviously nothing to
worry about.

As the ship got under weigh we went down to the cabin.
As we headed for the open sea, suddenly there was a flash of
lightning and an angry growl of thunder. The ship took an
unexpected lurch.

“I wish,” said my wife, “you hadn’t said that about Caval-
cade!”

In the words of Shakespeare, ‘“‘the torrent roar’d; and we did
buffet it,” or rather it did buffet us. The ship groaned and
creaked and above decks we could hear the constant clatter of
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A MIXED DOUBLE

running feet. In the morning even the stewardesssaid, “Terrible,
terrible.” My wife’s dressing case fell to the floor and the port-
hole leaked and the water that trickled through began to mix
with her powder from a box that had burst open. Sleep was
impossible. I watched my scarf swing to and fro on the hook
on the door. There was a knot in the wood of the door. I
decided that if the scarf swung past that knot the ship would
overturn., Suddenly the ship rolled over, the scarf swung past
the knot. For one horrible moment the ship hung poised,
shuddering, and then, as if with a mighty effort, righted itself.

“I wish, I wish,” said my wife, “you hadn’t said that about
Cavalcade.”

Long before the end of the journey I wished I had not said
it myself!

1X

The storm was over. Majorca lay clear, if steamy, in the fresh
morning sun. Admiring the landscape we travelled on a horse-
drawn cart across the island to the hotel.

The hotel was very romantic. It had been especially recom-
mended to us. It was rather primitive, we were told, and small,
but what would that matter? We only needed a bed and a roof
over our head at night. The rest of the time we would be on the
beach sunbathing,

. As we arrived at the hotel the horizon grew suddenly dark.
Out of the west began to sail huge galleons of black high-piled
clouds. My wife and I tried to pretend they were not there.
We went to our room and unpacked.

And then the heavens opened. It must have been like that
in the days of Noah. They were eating and drinking and making
merry and then the rains came,

We were hoping to make merry—on those sunny beaches we
had heard so much about. True it did not rain for forty days
and forty nights. At least we have no knowledge that it did.
After six days of uninterrupted downpour, my wife said, “I’m
going home.”

And home we went. My in-laws were there to greet us at
Victoria Station.
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CHAPTER FOUR

phoned me, apprised me of this fact and said I was bound
to win!

Fortified by my mother’s astrological predictions, I drove into
London to see my osteopath, who had made himself in a mea-
sure, my trainer. He put me through some paces and generally
tuned me up. Afterwards I drove back to Hampstead for an
early lunch before driving out to Wimbledon.

Ellsworth Vines, my opponent in the final, was a lean and
lanky man with a huge serve, possibly as fine a serve as any
man in lawn tennis has ever possessed. He was a quiet fellow,
lacking the brash confidence so often—and often wrongly—asso-
ciated with Americans. He was six foot four inches tall with
extremely long arms, so his serve was delivered from a great
height.

Vines was a better player than I. I knew this, but I was in
good condition and good form and I also knew that tennis was
a game of upsets and it was often the underdog hitting an un-
accustomed good streak who would win a match. On this
particular day I was also fortified by the secret knowledge
unknown to Vines that my stars were all in the ascendent and
I was bound to win!

When we started, however, I found I was out of touch. This
question of touch is a very important factor to a tennis player.
Tennis, as the reader well knows, is a game of great accuracy.
You can win or lose a match depending on whether your stroke
just hits or just misses a line, just skims or just fails to skim the
net. A whole match can turn on the error of a millimetre.

I started badly. So, fortunately, did Vines. The score
mounted slowly, each game in the traditional manner following
service. But in the ninth game I lost my service and finally the
first set, 6-4. But I did not worry at all. I knew my stars were
in the ascendent. I was bound to win in the end!

In the second set Vines began to play much better. He began
to get his cannonball service working and began to treat my
own service with an ever lessening respect. The score mounted
rapidly against me and I lost the set, 6—2. But still I did not
worry. My stars were in the ascendent. I knew I would win
in the end!

As the third set started it was like encountering one of those
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CHAPTER FOUR

what were they actually accomplishing? What was being
changed? Was being against war enough?

Quietly I withdrew from my speaking engagements and
refused all further invitations.

III

In the spring of 1933, Phyll gave me a book. It was a large
volume, beautifully bound and even more beautifully printed.
She hoped it might improve my literary style. It was called
The Bible Designed to be Read as Literature.

As literature, I began to read it. The Bible was familiar to
me. I had studied it every Sunday for years at school. A credit
in ‘Divinity’-a study of the four gospels—had enabled me to
pass my entrance examination into Cambridge University.

But now as I began to read the Gospels for the beauty of
their language, the contents began to come alive for the first
time. What was said was sound common sense. If men only
practised what was said here we’d have a decent world, Why
didn’t they?

No sooner had I asked myself this question than a thought
struck me: “Why don’t you?”

It seemed a fair enough reply. If I felt that the teachings of
Jesus were the way men should live it seemed fair enough that
I should live that way myself. I resolved to become a Christian.

The resolve, although sincere, had no effect whatever on the
way I lived. It reminded me of my confirmation. For this I had
been prepared by my housemaster who was a parson and by
the headmaster, who was to become Archbishop of Canterbury.
When the great day arrived on which the bishop was to lay
hands on my head, I imagined something would happen to me,
that I would in some way be purified from sin.

The bishop laid his hands on me. Nothing happened. I was
entitled now to go to Communion, but Communion did not
apparently affect my nature or my desires.

In due course I went to Cambridge. Chapel, as at school,
was then compulsory. But though summoned every so often by
my tutor and ordered to attend chapel, I refused to do so. It
bored me intensely and seemed to me to be a meaningless
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CHAPTER FOUR

So we had come back triumphant to England and one of my
dreams ever since I had begun to knock the ball against the
nursery wall had been fulfilled.

VII

The shouting and the tumult had died, the captains and kings
of the tennis court had departed. The Davis Cup was safely on
display in London. Now the day had arrived when Phyll and
I had arranged to meet the Oxford Group.

We went to Brown’s Hotel, where the Group had a one-
room office and a sitting room, into which we were ushered.
About a dozen people were standing round having tea. Who
they were I do not today remember, but I do remember one
man who particularly struck me. He was a young American
journalist named John Roots.

Roots had been born and brought up in China, where his
father was the Episcopal Primate, and had returned there after
studying at Harvard University to write articles for the New
York Times and other American papers. There he met Borodin,
the Chicago dentist who pioneered the Chinese Communist
revolution. Roots’ profiles of him and the other Communist
leaders—Mao, Ho Chi Minh, Chou En-lai and the rest—were
among the first to reach the West.

Roots had been immensely struck by Borodin’s complete
dedication to the Communisation of China. On his suggestion,
he had travelled to Russia where he saw a lot of Karl Radek,
later on the editorial board of Izvestia. Radek took him to meet a
roomful of young Chinese he was training in Moscow. “You
may not think much of these young men now, Mr Roots,” he
said, “but in thirty years they will be the rulers of China.” In
Radek, as in Borodin, Roots discerned a dedication and breadth
of vision which set him furiously thinking.

He instinctively distrusted the ruthlessness of Communism,
but where, in the democracies, had he seen men of equal con-
viction? He could only think of one man, Frank Buchman,
whom Sun Yat-sen described as ‘‘a Christian revolutionary—the
only man who tells me the truth about myself”. When Roots
returned to America, he sought Buchman out. He had been
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Russian director Theodore Komisarjevski. She said she was
tired. She also admitted that for some weeks she had been
suffering from nerves.

Very concerned, I thought of how I had lost my own nervous-
ness in my tennis matches in the South of France and how a
new confidence had come to me as I started to experiment with
times of quiet.

“Darling,” I said, “I have the very thing you’re looking for.”

Phyll showed not the slightest interest, turned over and went
to sleep. '

X

It was seven-thirty in the morning, a couple of weeks after my
return from France. Phyll was still asleep. I got out of bed
quietly, shaved and went to my study which looked out over
the famous Jack Straw’s Castle. I sat at my desk, took a sheet
of foolscap, and, in the quiet of the morning, began first to
pray, then to write. I put down the thoughts that came into
my mind in quick succession. I did not flatter myself that all
of them came from God; but by the time when, half an hour
later, I went into the dining room in my City clothes, I felt
well prepared for the day.

Our cheerful and incomparable housekeeper Mary was there
to give me breakfast. After breakfast I went back to the bedroom
to kiss my sleeping wife goodbye. Then putting on my bowler
hat and taking my umbrella from the stand I left for the City.

At the Hampstead underground station I bought The Times.
In the crowded train I unfolded it and scanned the headlines
for the major news. I turned to the sportspages—always of great
interest to me, especially if my own name were mentioned—and
then dutifully to the financial news. Getting off at the Bank I
joined the jostling City throng, bowler-hatted, stiff-collared like
myself, and made my way to our office near the Stock Ex-
change.

Just before I joined the Stock Exchange in 1929 the whole
thing had collapsed. The great boom had burst, and tragedy
came to millions both rich and poor. In our office there was no
tragedy, only an almost total cessation of work. The clerks who
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had earlier been so busy that they had been sleeping on the
premises, now only had a little routine work, There was almost
nothing for me to do. By 1934, however, business was im-
proving. I had been made a Bluebutton and so was allowed on
the floor of the House. My job each morning was to collect the
prices, a job which I enjoyed. I had no sense that I was cut out
to be a stockbroker, but I liked the cheerful contact with the
friends I made on the House floor.

Since my return from France I had formed the habit, after
the day’s work was done, of walking across London to the West
End to see John Roots and every evening Phyll would drive
down to Brown’s Hotel to pick me up.

Except for a brief skirmish about the Oxford Group on my
first day home all had been quiet in my relations with Phyll.
There had been little chance to talk before her first night, and
after it, as she continued to show a complete disinterest in my
new-found convictions, the subject had not come up. But on
this particular evening when Phyll came to fetch me and as I
climbed into the car and took over the wheel she asked me
what I had been doing.

I had had what I felt was an interesting and illuminating
time with John. We had been talking about the divisions in the
world and the underlying causes of war. He had told me that
you could not hope to heal division if you were in any way
divided in your life from anybody else, and had asked me if
there were any divisions in my own heart. On replying I had
no idea, he had suggested a time of quiet. Quite unexpectedly
the thought had come into my mind that I bitterly resented a
fellow tennis player whose gamesmanship had fooled me out of
an important championship. Telling this to John he had asked
me what I felt I should do about it. Again I had replied I had
no idea. Again John had suggested a quiet time. Again a
thought had come clearly that I should write and apologise
for my resentment.

To my intense amazement and surprise when 1 got to this
point in the story Phyll flared out angrily. “You write that over
my dead body,” she burst out. “You were absolutely right.”

I tried to reason with her, but the more I reasoned the more
furious she became. We argued all the way home and all the
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CHAPTER FIVE

Now, not realising all Phyll had gone through, I sat waiting
for the news of the baby’s arrival. I sat by our window overlook-
ing Hampstead Heath. To my right I could see London. There
was St Paul’s Cathedral, rising like a mother hen proudly
watching over its innumerable progeny of chicks. It was one
of those perfect English summer evenings. The sun was low in
the sky, barred from view by a few high-flying cirrus clouds.
Through the clouds came one golden shaft of the sun, pointing
directly on London’s West End.

The telephone rang with a message from the nursing home.
The baby had arrived. It was a girl.

Putting down the telephone, I raced down to the nursing
home by car. I crept into Phyll’s room and found her lying
half-asleep.

And then Jennifer was brought in. She had the largest blue
eyes I had ever seen in any child. I looked at her in wonder.

I suppose most fathers have the same experience when they
see their first child. I was awed at the majesty, the perfection
and the sheer miracle of such a creation. From a tiny seed this
little creature had been born with eyes that could see and a
mind that could think—an intricate maze of nerves and blood
vessels, veins and arteries, of hairs that miraculously grew in
their predestined places, of teeth not yet grown but which in
due course and in their appointed season would appear; a heart
set in motion at birth and that, barring accidents, would con-
tinue faithfully to beat for perhaps the next eighty years; lungs
also set in motion that also for eighty years would breathe in
and expel the air that gave life to the body; a stomach, a
labyrinth of intricate intestines which would dissolve the food
brought to it by the mouth and play its appointed role as a
sustainer of life.

I was too excited to sleep that night, and when the next
afternoon I went down to Wimbledon to play on the centre
court, I was weary as well as excited. My great hope was that
the match might be short and that I might win in three sets.
But I knew this was unlikely, and my hope was denied me. My
opponent was Gene Mako, at that time one of the finest doubles
players in the world and no slouch in a single. He won one of
the first three sets, by which time I had little energy left. The
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only thing to do was to take a rest. I let the fourth set go and
lost it to love.

In the fifth set I rallied my forces. I broke through his service
and reached 5-3. Here I again rested, making no effort to
win his service game and banking everything on holding my
own service for the match. No one could have accused me of
having a great service-I relied on my ground shots not only
to break through my opponent’s service but to hold my own—
but on this occasion my gamble paid. I won the final set
6-4 and found myself for the ninth time in Wimbledon’s last
eight.

I cannot remember whom I played in the next round, but
in the semi-final I played Henkel, who had beaten me 6-2,
6-2, 6-2 in the final of the French Championships. Now I
beat him 6-2, 64, 6-0. In the final I met Don Budge, then
at the height of his game.

As T left Wimbledon on the night before the final, I met a
woman player who told me I could sleep well that night and
enjoy the game the next day, as, of course, I had no hope of
winning. I did not agree with this. On paper Budge was a
much better player than I. But so was Vines when I played
him in the Davis Cup in 1933 and beat him so easily. To accept
defeat before a match started was, to my mind, a poor approach
to the game, and my hope was that if I played above myself,
I might win.

When the match started the next day, I felt happy. I knew
in the warm-up that I was playing well, and I held my first
service game to make the score 1-1. I had played Budge four
times before and each time we had had a close and keenly
fought match. This, I said to myself optimistically, was going
to be another. But suddenly I found the man on the other side
of the net was possessed. There was nothing he could do wrong.
His service was fast and accurate. His ground shots, taken
almost on the half volley, were clipping the side lines. He
covered the net as if his arms were telescopes, and his smashing
was devastating. I continued to play well, but he scored winners
off my best shots, and often he had passed me almost before
I had started for the net. There was nothing to do but wonder
and smile.
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were privileged to watch one of the greatest exhibitions of lawn
tennis skill ever seen. :

v

All players will agree there is no tournament experience to
equal the championships at Wimbledon. The vast attendance,
the excitement of the crowd, the perfection of the conditions,
the efficiency of the management, all combine to lift it above
any other tournament or championship in the world.

For me it held a magic which was almost too nerve-racking.
As a child, Wimbledon seemed a dream far beyond any ability
of mine to reach.

When at last I did come to play there myself, it was always
a time of high excitement when the first day of Wimbledon
dawned and when each day I drove—or was driven by Phyll-
from our Hampstead home, trying to arrive at Wimbledon as
nearly as possible at the moment when I would need to change
and be ready for my match. This was never easy and often
there were the difficult minutes or hours of waiting. Fortunately
I was, in those days, a member, and could relax in the members’
lounge. But if I wanted a cup of tea I had to leave the centre-
court building and go over to the competitors’ lounge. Im-
mediately I ran into the hazard of the autograph hunters who
would appear from nowhere and buzz around like a swarm of
bees, asking for autographs on backs of envelopes, bus tickets,
or any bits of paper that happened to be handy.

Then at last came the moment when I had to change for my
match. When I was due to play on the centre court, I could hear
the applause in the dressing rooms and could sometimes gather
from its rise and fall the situation of the match in progress.
Overhead there was often a sound of tapping as someone
in the committee box above registered his applause by
tapping his walking stick or umbrella on the committee-box
floor.

People talk of centre-court nerves. They did not affect me.
I was no more nervous playing on the centre court than on
any other. Rather the reverse. On the centre court you felt you
had arrived, you were there. There was no greater court on
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only played there once after my marriage in 1931. It was there
that I first wore shorts.

The day was extremely hot, 92° in the shade with high
humidity.

I had often debated in my mind the question of shorts for
tennis. The idea first came to me when I was playing in Boston
in 1928. There too the heat and humidity were intense. Trousers
got soaked through and it seemed to me weighed a ton. Why,
I asked myself, carry all that additional weight flapping round
your legs? Wasn’t it ridiculous to play a strenuous, fast-moving
game in trousers? I tried to visualise rugger, soccer and hockey
being played in trousers. The thought was ridiculous. It seemed
to me equally ridiculous to play tennis in trousers. It was simply
an old tradition harking back to the less strenuous days when
tennis was mainly a garden-party game.

Over the following years the thought of wearing shorts
rummaged around in my mind. I talked it over with my friends.
Many thought it was a good idea. I realised it just needed
someone to take the first step, wear shorts, and see what
happened.

At Forest Hills in 1932 I bought a pair of shorts and put them
on. There was quite a sensation. The press naturally made the
most of it. What the so-and-so, they wrote, does Austin think
he’s doing? But the heavens did not fall, the stands did not
collapse, nor was there any official remonstration. I decided
to keep on wearing them.

“Aha,” said some people, “you are prepared to wear shorts
in America, but you won’t have the guts to wear them in
Europe.”

I did not play in Europe until the following winter when
I went down to the South of France and played at Beaulieu
and Monte Carlo. I had some special shorts made by my
tailor, modelled on what was then worn on the rugby field. I
put them on. Again the heavens remained stable and players
and public seemed to accept them without undue astonish-
ment.

However, it had its humorous side. As I was leaving my
hotel one morning to play my match, wearing an overcoat with
my bare legs protruding beneath, a young hotel porter came
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CHAPTER S§SIX

there were a way to stop this insanecruelty. If only our daughter,
still a small baby at that time, could grow up in a world where
horrors of that kind would no longer exist.

“Why not try to make that experiment,” I heard Jim saying.
“Tell Bunny tomorrow morning that you would just like to
try. You can’t lose. If it works, fine. If it doesn’t, you can
always go on as you are.

“Good night,” he said, and left me.

The next morning I made the experiment with Bunny. Clear
thoughts came into my mind. “You have lied your way out
of all the wrong things you have done. You have hated your
mother. You have been a rotten daughter and you need to
apologise for it. It is no good your screaming against injustice
and cruelty. If you want to put right what is wrong in the world
the best place to start is with yourself.”

“Well,”” Bunny said, “did you get anything?”

“Of course not,” I replied. “It’s a lot of nonsense. It doesn’t
work.”

1v

Although I tried to forget those thoughts I could not get them
out of my mind. I knew perfectly well that they were not
nonsense. I knew they were uncomfortably true. :

I began to do a lot of thinking. Of course I wanted peace in
the world. Every sane person does. But most of us, I realised,
simply wanted peace in order to continue our own private
wars or private ways. I thought of the big speeches made about
brotherhood and humanity; of the phoney idealism of myself
and so many of my friends. There was no relation between the
way we talked and the way we lived. .

An actor I knew would practically weep at any kind of social
injustice but was the most cruel father and husband it was
possible to meet. A statesman who was trying to make peace
between nations had not spoken to his own brother for two
years. It did not make sense.

I realised that if I meant what I said, if I really wanted to
find the way to unite class and class, race and race, nation and
nation, it was hypocritical unless I was willing to be united
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with my own mother. I had made an experiment. I knew I
should follow it through.

For several weeks I refused to do this. But one morning soon
after I returned to England I finally decided to go and have
an honest talk with my mother. I found her in her room, sitting
as she always did, bolt upright in her chair. My heart quailed.
But I plucked up my courage. I told her what a liar I had
been and how sorry I was that I had been such a rotten
daughter, often blaming her when I had been so wrong my-
self.

The wall that had always been between us disappeared. For
the first time I could talk to her without fear. A large block of
ice melted in my heart and I was able to love and understand
her as I had always wanted to do.

It was a first step in a new adventure of faith.

v

Mary was our cook-housekeeper, a gallery first-nighter, a
great theatre fan. When she read in the newspapers about our
getting married she wrote and asked if she could come and look
after us as a cook-housekeeper. We interviewed her and felt
she was just the person we needed. She turned out to be the
proverbial treasure. She came from Yorkshire, and she had the
wonderful down-to-earth, rugged qualities of that part of
Britain. She became our devoted friend. Goodness knows what
we should have done without her.

Often she would leave home about 5.30 a.m. to put down
her stool in a queue outside a theatre before a first night and
would return in time to cook us our breakfast. She would
bring us back all the gossip. ““They say it will be a flop” or
““They say we will give her an ovation. She deserves a success.”
When we used to ask who ‘they’ were it was just ‘them’, and
‘they’ knew.

We would find her in the kitchen with her feet up, reading
Shaw and Shakespeare. On the walls of her bedroom were
signed photos of all the stars. And she loved meeting all the
theatre friends who came to our flat.

After coming to be with us she also became a tennis fan, and
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Country meant everything to Mary. “They made you want
to live your best,” she used to tell us.

She could not bear to see the character of Britain being
whittled away through soft and selfish living. She loved us but
she hated the selfish way we lived. “I don’t envy you,” she
said to me one day. “You ’ave everything but you ’ave no-
thing.”” When Bunny knew that we needed a complete change
of motive in our lives and I fought like a steer to defend our
comfortable way of life, Mary was a true friend. She stood
with Bunny and incurred my wrath.

When our daughter Jennifer was born Mary loved her like
her own. “You must try to be different for ’er sake,” she used
to say to me. “Think what kind of a world you’ve brought ’er
into. Listen to these people. They can. teach you a lot. They
talk much more sense than you do.”
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CHAPTER SEVEN

I

Bunny

ONE day early in the December of 1939, I was sitting in my
office when a cable was handed to me. It was from Frank

Buchman asking me to join him in America where vital work

connected with the war was being done. It would mean being

away from Britain about eight months.

The cable brought a shock of surprise. Nothing was further
from my mind than the thought of leaving Britain now she
was at war, I had, amongst other things, just arranged to help
Daphne du Maurier with a book of stories of how British people
were facing the war—a book which I would have to leave to
others and which, published under the title Come Wind, Come
W eather, was to sell 800,000 copies in Britain alone. It took me
a long time before I was willing to open my mind to the possi-
bility that to accept Buchman’s invitation might conceivably
be right.

There was obviously so much involved in this invitation that
I went to see two of my most trusted friends to talk it over with
them. The important question was of course a very simple one:
was it right or not? The only way to be sure was to put the
question in God’s hands and find out what He wanted.

I sat in quiet with my two friends and clear as light came
the thought, *It is right to go.” I asked my friends what they
thought. They were equally convinced of the rightness of my
going. But before the final decision could be made there were
two other necessary steps to take, the first to talk it over with
Phyll, the second to consult with the various government
departments concerned. A man of military age could not, of
course, leave the country without full government backing. I
went to carry out the first step and telephone to Phyll.

This was not a job I relished. Phyll, following her experience
at the Hollywood Bowl, had been totally different in her
attitude to the work I had undertaken. But the decision we had
to face together was a difficult one for any couple to make.
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For the past three months I had been staying with some
friends in a house at Hampstead. Phyll had been evacuated
to the country with our daughter Jennifer and was staying
with friends in a house at Much Hadham where I visited them
on Sundays.

I rang through to Phyll, and told her of the cable and that
my thought was to accept.

It was as I had feared. Phyll was seized by all the fury with
which she had originally opposed me, and the wires crackled
with the violence of her assault.

I told her we could not argue over the *phone. I would go
out and see her.

It was dark when I took the train from London, and when
I stepped out on to the blacked-out station of Much Hadham,
I could see nothing.

Suddenly in the darkness I felt someone approach. I felt two
arms around my neck and a kiss on my cheek. It was Phyll,
all warmth and tenderness.

“Darling,” she said, “I feel it is absolutely right for you
to go.”

Astonished, I asked her what had happened.

II

Phyll

It was perhaps the hardest decision we ever had to make. After
the decision was made I wept most of the night. He did not
want to go. I did not want him to go either. I remember
vividly the pain of those days.

We had been a popular couple. A near neighbour recently
told me, “I saw your husband this morning. He looks much
the same as he did in the ’thirties. He used to be my ‘Beatle’.”
Many, many women all over the world have told me that he
was their pin-up boy in the ’thirties. And when I was acting
in a play up in Aberdeen a foreman in a fish factory said to
me, “Let me shake your hand. Millions of us ordinary people
loved Bunny. We were proud of him.”

It was fun to be popular. I think I enjoyed it even more than
Bunny. Of course it flattered my vanity and it was very

118



CHAPTER SEVEN

childish. But when you have had a reputation of that kind it
is hard to give it up. I longed for him to continue to be a hero
in the eyes of the British public. And so when I heard he had
been invited to go to America to do a special job, but one
which could easily be misunderstood, I wished that it had not
been so. ‘

That night when I received his phone call I was weak and
wobbly and fearful and angry. “Why must this happen to us?
No, no, no,” I kept saying as I walked up and down my room.
“Anything, oh Lord, but that.”” Then suddenly the experiment
I had made at the Hollywood Bowl came back to me. Listen
to the deepest thing in your heart. And so I sat down and
prayed with all my heart for God to show me what was right.

A slow, sure certainty took possession of me. It would not
be understood, it would not be popular, but in the perspective
of history what he and his friends were out to do was right. I
could see to the end of my nose, but God could see into all
eternity. “He must go” came with increasing force.

And so when I met Bunny at the station, instead of a vitriolic
attack of pride and prejudice I could say with all my heart,
“You must go. I know now it is right.”

1984

Bunny

With a lighter heart, I now got in touch with the Foreign Office
and with the Ministries of Labour and Information, and told
them about Buchman’s invitation. All three agreed and gave
me permits to go, only stipulating that I should return within
a year if requested. This proviso was never invoked, for the
British Embassy in Washington made it clear when the time
came that they thought my colleagues and I could best serve
our country in America.

I said goodbye to Phyll at Waterloo Station and boarded
ship, the s.s. Volendam, of the Dutch-American Line where it
lay at anchor outside Southampton. It was blacked out. Not a
light glimmered anywhere. At early dawn we got under weigh
in a dead calm, foggy sea. Our lifeboats were hanging over the
ship’s side ready for instant lowering. There was danger of
magnetic mines.

119






CHAPTER SEVEN

highly industrialised areas of America and in 1940 was fast
becoming the aircraft arsenal of America—and of Britain. It
was also in 1940 the hot-bed of labour disputes and there was
a determined attempt to disrupt the aircraft factories.

The Russians were still allied to Adolf Hitler. The war in
their eyes was still an imperialist war and their effort was
geared to undermining the Allied war effort. Their agents were
at work, particularly in the great aircraft factories of Boeing
and Lockheed which were turning out the planes which later
were so essential to Britain’s war effort.

Here where the fight was thickest the work of MRA was
centred. There were workers in Seattle, Portland, San Francisco
and Los Angeles. Their aim? To create a dynamic spirit of
unity and the atmosphere in which the problems of labour and
management could be solved. Meetings were held which had
the power to bring together men who would have met under
no other auspices.

On December 29, 1939, the Seattle Star in a full-page editorial
invited Buchman to hold a round table conference of all the
elements in their city.

I reached the West Coast myself in time to be present at this.
It was held against the background of the fall of France. The
giant headlines of the papers in the hotel lobby were screaming
the first news of the German breakthrough at Sedan. The
German panzer divisions were heading for the Channel ports.
We watched on maps their ominous progress and the encircle-
ment of the British and Belgian Armies. Soon Belgium was to
capitulate. Soon the British were to retreat from Dunkirk.
Soon France was to be under the heel of the conqueror.

Frenchmen were to tell one later that France failed in the
factory before she failed at the Front. That her leaders could
not get together. That industrialists refused to sacrifice. That
workers refused to work. That in her hour of trial, desperation
was no substitute for preparation. France was lost.

Was there in the crumbling of France a warning for America?
In calling for industrial cooperation and national unity long
before the nation realised its danger, or was awakened to its
need, Frank Buchman had struck a prophetic note.

To that round table came men and women of all shades of
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hour is the devoted work of British Moral Re-Armament
workers in America who have won the confidence and affection
of responsible leaders of all our labour unions. We feel con-
fident Britain will gladly allow us to retain the patriotic services
of these gallant fighters for freedom.”

A member of Congress wrote, ‘“Representing as I do the
State of Washington I have had exceptional opportunity to
observe the work of the British MRA workers at first-hand.
Leaders of labour and industry up and down the West Coast
are emphatic in praise of their achievements. These people have
won a coveted position for themselves and their country in the
hearts of Americans from coast to coast.”

1v

During the days when the most important results were being
achieved in the aircraft factories, the London Sunday Pictorial
got into the act. It launched an attack. This newspaper, which
had often carried my picture in the past, carried it once again.
This time it was right in the middle of the centre page spread.
Beneath it were the names of many of those with whom I was
working in America. Across the top of the page ran a large,
black headline: “These Men Are Making Fools of Themselves
—And Britain.”

This was followed by an attack in the Sunday Despatch. 1t set
out to present ‘two sides of a controversial question’. The first
side, the attack, consisted of eleven lines of headlines and about
twelve inches of type. The second side, the defence, consisted of
a pathetic four inches of type. But those pathetic four inches
carried a punch! They were so phrased that they were more
damning than the attack itself!

It was not an altogether pleasant experience to be attacked
in this way. Yet I was not surprised. Phyll’s onslaught perhaps
had prepared me. I had learned to expect opposition. I had
learned that whereas, when I had lived entirely for myself, I
was elevated almost to the position of a hero, when I decided
to try and live unselfishly there were many who were only too
ready to condemn me.

And it interested me too that whereas to my knowledge there
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were six other British tennis players in America at that time,
I alone was singled out for attack.

In the face of these attacks—work in the aircraft factories of
the West Coast having proved successful-Frank Buchman took
his force to a camp at Tahoe, near the borders of Nevada to
train for the battles ahead and to think through future strategy.

This training period lasted several weeks and out of it there
emerged not only a closely united dedicated force but a force
armed with vital weapons. The first of these was a booklet on
the foundations of national strength entitled, You Can Defend
America. A foreword was written to it by General of the Armies
John J. Pershing and it was supported by commendations from
the War Department and Educational Authorities. It was to
sell 2,000,000 copies. At the same time a musical revue with the
same name and with the same theme was produced and it was
with these weapons that we once more launched forth into the
nation,

v

Throughout these months Phyll and I had been in the closest
correspondence and in the summer of 1940, along with hun-
dreds of other mothers and children, Phyll was evacuated with
our daughter Jennifer to Canada. She landed in New York
and before leaving for Canada was able to visit me for a short
while at Tahoe and to play a part in the production of the
revue. With the launching of it into the country, however, the
time came for her to rejoin Jennifer and she left again for
New York.

I drove with her to Reno, where she was to catch her train.
It was midnight when we arrived at our hotel in this ‘the biggest
little city in the world’. The train was due to leave at five
o’clock in the morning. We would have to be up at four, There
was little time to sleep.

Reno was still wide awake. The slot machines were clicking,
the little balls swishing in the roulette wheels, the dice tumbling.
In the bingo houses the gamblers were still sitting in their rows.

Neon signs flashed their brilliant lights into our room, off
and on, off and on. The room was almost bright as day. We
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sat talking in the unfamiliar atmosphere, so very different from
the stillness and simplicity of the camp at Tahoe.

There was much to talk about. We had heard so much about
Reno. We had friends who had been there—to be relieved of
marriage bonds that were no longer congenial. We had come
close to being separated ourselves—and here we were in Reno!

But we did not talk of divorce, rather of re-marriage, of bonds
made new and stronger. For something was happening in our
married life. Two people who had so often sat together and
tried to reach each other over miles and miles of a desolate
separation of spirit, had found over miles and miles of desolate
separation of space-the answer. Going together towards the
same goal we found ourselves, in spite of a long separation,
closer to each other than perhaps we had ever been before.

And so Reno can at least boast this: that one married couple
in the heart of the city found not the end of an old married life
but the beginnings of a new.

We woke at four and dressed and packed and walked through
the still-lighted city to the station. A few tired wheels still
turned, a few tired dice still tumbled. An occasional slot
machine swallowed with noisy gulp yet another silver coin.
But Reno, for a few brief hours at least, seemed temporarily
played out.

We stood on the lighted platform. It was chilly in the early
morning air. Distantly the clanging of a bell rang through the
darkness, drew nearer, more loud. A bright light flooded its
ray along the track. A great engine hove in sight, groaned by
drawing its load of heavy cars, slowed then staggered to a stop.

A few car doors opened. The passengers climbed in. There
was a few moments’ pause. Then the drawling ominous sound
floated down the platform, “All aboard”.

The engine hissed. The train shuddered, heaved, then slowly
began to slide from the lighted platform into the darkness and
mystery of the night.

Phyll was gone.

VI

The You Can Defend America handbook and revue achieved a
wide success on the West Coast and were later launched on the
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East Coast with the help of the Governor of Maine and the
Commanding General of the First Corp Area, General Wilby.
From the Bath Ironworks, where destroyers were being built
for Britain, and the Bridgeport Brass Company, where the 25
millionth shell had just been manufactured, the programme
moved to Frank Buchman’s home ground of Philadelphia.
After a performance of the play in the Philadelphia Academy
of Music, sponsored by the City Fathers and the Civilian
Defence Authorities, the Hon. J. B. Kelly* remarked, I
thought I had all the patriotism I needed but as I watched the
play I felt here was a group of people who almost looked over
my shoulder and read my mind and produced the answer I
have been feeling America needs.”

Early next morning the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbour.
America was at war. Her defence was no longer a slogan or a
patriotic theme. It was a military necessity. Very soon both the
revue and handbook were receiving national acclaim. Enthusi-
astic audiences greeted us as we travelled the length of
America’s eastern seaboard from Maine in the New England
states, south through New York, New Jersey and Virginia,
through the mountain country of North Carolina, through
South Carolina.and Georgia, down to the steamy heat of semi-
tropical Florida and then northward to the great Middle-
Western industrial cities and finally to the heart of American
industry, Detroit.

A distinguished group of national leaders summarised the
impact of this programme: “It is stimulating the personal self-
sacrifice, industrial cooperation and national unity vital to our
Allied cause. It is staffed by a most self-effacing and self-
sacrificing volunteer personnel. They are directing their efforts
with unerring accuracy at the most strategic centres in the
country and are achieving results out of all proportion to their
numbers and their means.

“The enthusiastic response of Governors, State Defence
Councils, labour, industry, agriculture, the press, the Armed
Forces, is convincing evidence that here at last is a force which
can rouse and unite the most diverse elements among our
people for a programme of total victory.”

* Father of Princess Grace of Monaco.
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In spite of this wide support, news of attacks continued to
reach us from England and began to be echoed in America.
Wherever we travelled rumours pursued us like an evil-smelling
gas. “Look out. Beware. These men are pacifists, appeasers,
fascists.”

The rumours, though ludicrous and directly in opposition to
the evidence of the revue and its massive backing, yet often
touched a chord of fear in people’s hearts. Panic gripped them
and reason was unseated. Even the most ridiculous rumours
were sometimes believed. “Haven’t you heard?” went one of
these, while we were still at work in a city in the Mid-West.
“These people are dangerous. They have just been sent in a
sealed train to the Coast.”

Before long it became apparent that a serious attempt was
being made to destroy the work of Moral Re-Armament, both
in Britain and America, and that the elements behind this
attack on both sides of the Atlantic were in collusion. The great
mass of MRA men and women of military age were already
in the army. They had enlisted early in the war and many of
them were to be decorated for gallantry or to give their lives
before the war was done. A small number of whole-time workers
had remained to maintain the work, and the focus of the attack
was to break up the MRA force by drafting these irreplaceable
men into the armed forces.

In Britain, this campaign had succeeded, the last eleven men
had been called up, and now the same attempt was in process
in America. It was spearheaded in the more sensational papers
of the city of New York, where decisions about the draft status
of the British workers, like myself, had to be made, since that
had been our port of entry to America. The local New York
draft board took decisions on these men, one by one, and, from
the first, its decisions became available to newspaper men even
before they had been officially taken. On January 14, 1943,
the Daily Mirror in London published in the morning the
decisions of a meeting which was only held in New York on the
evening of the same day. And every piece of adverse publicity
in America was swiftly reproduced in Britain and vice versa.

Some of the most influential men in America intervened to
try and retain us in the work to which we had been called. In
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April 1942, Senator Truman and Congressman Wadsworth
who drafted the bill setting up the Selective Service Administra-
tion, together with the Presidents of the two national labour
organisations, William Green of the A.F. of L. and Philip
Murray of the CIO, wrote to President Roosevelt:

“We feel it would be nothing short of calamitous and a con-
tradiction of the spirit of the Selective Service Act, should
these trained morale-builders be assigned to any other type
of war service than that in which heretofore they have been
so usefully engaged. We, therefore, ask that the accredited
status due to them be given these men who are intelligently
and successfully fighting this battle.

“We believe, Mr President, that this programme, by virtue of
its positive philosophy and its proved powers of capturing the
public imagination, deserves your most careful considera-
tion. . ..”

President Roosevelt’s official response was to acknowledge the
letter and pass it on to the Selective Service Directors for con-
sideration. His personal conviction was reflected in a letter
written a few days previously to his old headmaster, Dr Endi-
cott Peabody, in whose school at Groton I had spoken, and
who had been most impressed by You Can Defend America, play
and book. The President wrote, “We need more things like this
to maintain and strengthen the national morale. From all
accounts they are making a splendid contribution to patriotism
and I hope a large number of communities will have the benefit
of witnessing a performance.”

But personal conviction and political pressures do not always
coincide. Moreover, the Selective Service—national call-up
system—had no power to create a status conferring group defer-
ment, and the issue was as hot for the legislators in Washington
as it had been in Westminster. The massive press campaign
won its way and one by one we were called up.

Quite apart from everything else, I happened to be entitled
to deferment as a ‘pre-Pear] Harbour father’. But when I wrote
to the New York Board informing them of this fact, I received
the reply that the Board had no proof that I had a bona fide
relationship with my wife!
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I
Bunny
“qN VERYBODY out
"The voice of the sergeant echoed down the passages and
rumbled into the rooms of the hotel, stripped bare, for the
purposes of war, of all their peace-time furnishings.

The sleepy GIs tumbled out of bed, cursing the sergeant,
cursing the war, cursing everything to do with it.

Five minutes later, coughing the cough that was the trade
mark of the GI performing his basic training in Atlantic City,
they fell out by companies to answer roll call, an unhappy and
ragged looking group, forming long lines down the passages.

All present and correct, the companies were marched away
to breakfast.

The doors through which they filed to the mess hall bore in
gold letters the painted slogan: “Through these halls pass the
best damn soldiers in the world.”

The exploits of the American Army on far-flung battlefields
were proof indeed that the Americans were the equal of any
other fighting man, but the observer at that moment watching
the group of newly enlisted GIs pass through those halls,
might have been forgiven for having some doubt. But one thing
he would not have doubted, and that was that the American
Army was the best fed in the world. And if it was true, as Napo-
leon said, that an army marches on its stomach, then the Ameri-
can Army was likely to outmarch any other army in the world.

Breakfast finished, the companies returned to their bed-
rooms and there began the cleaning of floors, baths and basins,
the polishing of shoes and buttons and insignia that were
necessary to pass inspection. One speck in the basin, one shoe
not shining like a mirror, one bed not made exactly according
to instructions and there would be no passes out the following
weekend. '

“Everybody out!”

Once more the sergeant’s voice echoed down the passages.
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Once more the GIs tumbled out of their rooms and stood in
ragged rows in the corridor outside.

Once more they were called to attention and a moment later
were clattering along the stone passages of the hotel, out on the
famous Atlantic City Boardwalk, scene in peacetime of the
display of so much fashion. But now the Boardwalk was deserted
except for the soldiers, and the fresh sea breezes that in peace-
time brought back vigour to the tired businessman or jaded
socialite were now pouring their health-giving ozone into the
latest recruits of the Army of the United States, Private Austin,
HW, 39292943 among them.

11

“Squad ... halt!!!”

The squad came to a straggling halt. The dust from the
cinder surface of the parade ground, burned dry by the wind
and sun, arose around us, blackening shoes and fatigue uni-
forms, and penetrating even below our uniforms to blacken our
socks and vests as well.

“Stand at ease! Easy!”

The squad relaxed, not a very impressive sight. It seemed
impossible for men of the Air Force whose theme song was,
‘Off We Go Into The Wild Blue Yonder’ to take very seriously
the business of drilling on the earth below.

“Private Austin fall out.”

Surprised at this unexpected command, Private Austin fell
out. I saluted the lieutenant smartly and stood at attention
before him.

“How would you like to apply for Officer Candidate School?”

This was unexpected, but not unwelcome. “Very much, sir,”
I answered.

“Report to me in the morning. I’ll have the papers ready
for you.”

“Thank you, sir.”” I saluted again and returned to the ranks.

Next morning I reported to the lieutenant. I saluted smartly.
“Private Austin reporting, sir.”

The lieutenant returned my salute. “Oh. I'm sorry, Austin,”
he replied, “I’m afraid you’ve been put on a shipping list, and
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Again the officer looked at me sympathetically. “Sorry,
Austin, you’ve just been transferred to the Twentieth Bomber
Command in El Paso, Texas.”

I went by train to El Paso, calling on the way to see friends
in Los Angeles. I arrived in El Paso late at night.

In the morning I awoke to another desert landscape, a base
training the crews of Flying Fortresses and Liberators.

I went to see my new Commanding Officer. I saluted smartly.
“Private Austin reporting, sir. I would like to apply for OCS.”

This time the officer looked at me searchingly and pondered
for a few moments. “I don’t like to recommend men for OCS
until I have known them for at least two weeks,” he replied.
“However, in your case I’ll make an exception.” He fumbled
in his desk. “Fill out this form. Here are the papers.”

I filled out the forms and returned to report. I saluted
smartly. “Private Austin reporting, sir.”

“Sorry, Austin,” said the officer, “there has been a special
request for you over at the groth Air Base Squadron. I am
afraid you can’t apply for OCS from here. But take your
papers along and apply again there.”

Once more I packed my kit bags and trundled them over
to my new quarters. The next morning I went to see my new
Commanding Officer. Once more I saluted smartly. “Private
Austin reporting, sir. I would like to apply for OCS.”

Again the officer looked at me searchingly. “I don’t like to
recommend men for OCS. until I have known them for at
least a fortnight,” he replied, echoing my previous CO’s words.
“But in your case I am happy to make an exception.” He
handed me more papers and once more I went away and filled
them in.

Although the job I was assigned to, Special Services, had
nothing to do with all the training the Army up till that time
had been to such pains to give me, it seemed that at last I had
reached the point at least of temporary stability. It was with
some hope that I handed in my papers to the CO, together
with a letter of recommendation from the famous explorer
Rear Admiral Richard E. Byrd.

The next day as a matter of routine on arriving at a new base
I was sent for a physical check-up. Clad in my birthday suit the
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medical officer looked at me critically. “Are you always that
colour?”’

“What colour, sir?”

“Jaundiced.”

I recalled that all through my life my family had talked
about my ‘yellow days’. I told this to the MO.

A needle was jabbed in my arm, blood was taken and I was
ordered to report back next day. I had jaundice. I was trans-
ferred from barracks to a hospital ward.

There I stayed for four months while all the genius of Ameri-
can medicine attempted to discover what on earth caused my
recurrent attacks of jaundice from which apparently I had
suffered all my life and which had often caused the up-till-then
inexplicable periods of weakness that had sometimes led to my
downfall on the tennis courts.

I never got to Officer Candidate School after all!

III

It was 4.30 a.m. I climbed down from the top of my double-
decker bunk and roused the fellow in the bed below me.

It seemed that Providence had thrown us two together. I had
met him first at our induction centre at San Pedro, California,
where he had occupied the next bunk to mine. We were among
the twenty-two out of four hundred who had been selected for
the Air Forces and had been shipped together to Atlantic City.
Now we occupied the upper and lower beds of the same double
bunk.

He had become interested in MRA and we had begun to
keep morning quiet times together. The fellow in the next bunk
to us had also become interested and each morning we got up at
4-30, when the three of us would spend a time of quiet together.

This morning the door of our room opened and a young
Jewish fellow came in. He took a startled look at us.

“Jesus Christ! Are you crazy? What the so-and-so do you
think you are doing?”

“We’re listening to God,” I said.

The Jewish boy took this on the chin and sat down. He
looked at me in even greater astonishment.
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enquired about and my habits were also investigated. My
editorials—all twenty-five of them-were duplicated and were
studied with care by the intelligence officer and other high-
ranking officers on the base.

“T like these editorials,”” commented the FBI man.

My name was cleared. Joe was transferred off the base.

But though Joe was banished and I was complimented by
the man from the FBI, life for me on the base altered completely.
I was no longer able to write editorials, or talk to the men. I was
told it was against army regulations to propagate a movement.
I pointed out I had propagated no movement. Quite apart from
the fact that MRA was not a movement, I had never mentioned
it at all. All I had been writing and talking about were the
fundamental principles of democracy for which we were fighting
a global war, and for which up till that time I had received only
praise. But the top brass of the base had received a rude shock
and were fearful of taking a stand that might jeopardise their
future rank, so in spite of my total clearance by the FBI, I was
silenced.

VI

In May 1944 I received a letter from Phyll telling me The
Forgotten Factor, in which she was playing, was being performed
at the National Theatre in Washington D.C. the following
Sunday. It was being sponsored by Senator Harry S. Truman
and Congressman J. W. Wadsworth who were sending invita-
tions to all the members of Congress and all the top military,
naval and air force brass of the various countries stationed in
Washington at that time. She told me she had had guidance
to post the invitation to me. I was grateful to receive it but
had no expectation of going to Washington. I was in hospital
at the time with a recurrence of my liver trouble and Washing-
ton was 2,000 miles away.

I was released from the hospital the following Saturday and
went at once to my office, where I spent the morning. The
camp newspaper had been put to bed the night before and as
usual on a Saturday there was little to do. After lunch I decided
I would go to the barracks and rest.
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gave me all of his previous month’s pay as a captain. It was
200 dollars. I had 220 dollars, exactly the cost of my flight.

The colonel in El Paso had put me on special orders for five
days. My guidance was to return after three. This was just as
well. On my flight back to El Paso I was put off the plane five
times and it took me two days.

VII

Late in 1944 I was transferred off the base in El Paso to a place
called Dalhart in the Panhandle of Texas. Here I was assigned
to a Bomb Group awaiting the arrival of the great new planes,
the Bags, before being sent overseas. I was given the job of
assistant to the file clerk.

However as my liver complaint disqualified me from over-
seas service, I was eventually transferred to the camp news-
paper and resumed my journalistic efforts under the maternal
eye of a young WAC who was the newspaper editor.

Dalhart is a small town consisting of one street, set in a
barren and treeless waste. There was very little for the men to
do on the base and nothing off it, and morale was low. I was
made a member of an enlisted men’s committee to devise
schemes for its improvement. However wild our schemes
sounded the colonel in charge of the base grasped them eagerly.
One scheme was to run excursion buses to the White Sands in
New Mexico, 300 miles away. Even this met with the colonel’s
hearty approval.

The only natural relief was the vagaries of the weather. If
anyone feels inclined to criticise the uncertainties of our weather
in Britain, let them visit Dalhart. One day it will be snowing,
another raining, a third burning hot under a cloudless sky.
Often I would leave for work bundled up against the freezing
cold, to return in 80° heat. One afternoon it was 75°. An hour
later it was 5°.

In spite of the dreary and forbidding nature of the base, I
enjoyed my few months at Dalhart, but was not sorry to be
transferred to a base in Kansas where the grass was green, the
birds sang and the weather was sunny and pleasant. Here 1
was assigned to the office of Director of Flying Training, an
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pilot like an old war-horse reacted instinctively, and started
taking ‘evasive action’. I was totally forgotten. I was not sorry
when at last I reached the ground. -

It was while I was in Kansas that the war came to an end.
Soon I was transferred from Kansas to Colorado where I was
assigned to the office dealing with flying accidents.

At last I was transferred to my checking-out base and flown
by an English Group Captain, assigned to the American forces,
to our MRA Assembly Centre at Mackinac Island. Here I was
once more free to take up without restriction the purposes to
which I had given my life.









CHAPTER NINE

been some of our closest friends ever since. Howard is not only
a fine actor, but a gifted director. We have worked closely
together for many years.

Soon after Jennifer and I went to stay with them, their
second son, Michael, went down with chicken-pox and scarlet
fever and so all the household were in strict quarantine for
twenty-eight days. During those days of enforced isolation, we
started to dramatise in revue form the ideas we felt were most
needed in the country at that time. In between washing and
ironing and looking after the children, we wrote songs and
sketches, which eventually became a war-time revue called
Pull Together, Canada.

We first gave the revue in a small hall in Toronto. Mr Elliott
Little, the Canadian Director of Selective Service was in the
audience. “As I saw it,” he said, ‘it seemed to me we were
seriously missing something in this country. Something was
stirred up in me tonight. I felt, why do we sit around and waste
so much time? You are doing the real job. I am not sure whether
Selective Service should take you over, or you should take over
Selective Service. I am serious about this remark. You are doing
a great job. For God’s sake, keep on.”

After a performance in Ottawa, attended by members of the
government, we were invited by both labour and management
of the Dominion Coal and Steel Company to take the revue
to the coal and steel area of Cape Breton in Nova Scotia. Coal
and steel were essential to the war effort and repeated stoppages
were seriously affecting output.

We opened with the revue in Glace Bay in Cape Breton, on
the easternmost tip of Canada. With snow and ice and bitter
winds blowing from the Atlantic, with grey piles of slag and
coal dust from the mines, Glace Bay is as bleak a spot as you
can find.

One of the friends we made there was a miner called Mac-
Donald the father of nineteen children, and his wonderfully
humorous and warmhearted wife. What teas we had in their
kitchen! The table laden with hot scones and ham and sausage
rolls, we would sit round it talking with them and their friends
far into the night.

One of the neighbours was a gay very little lady who had
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not destroy it, and which could unite people, instead of dividing
them?

When the summer of 1942 came, I went with the cast of
Pull Together, Canada to Mackinac Island, Michigan. Buchman
had felt the need for some conference centre where those who
had responded to the challenge of the two revues both in
America and Canada could come for training. For this purpose
he had been lent, for a dollar a year, an old hotel on Mackinac
Island called the Island House. The hotel, when we arrived
there, was in a bad state of repair. Plaster and paint were
peeling off and there were cracks in the walls. Luckily one
member of the cast from Canada had been a plasterer, another
was a builder, and with them we all set to work to scrub and
clean and repair the whole building. By the time the first visi-
tors arrived for the first conference the hotel was unrecognisable.

At the back of the main building was an old wooden barn.
Here a small stage was built. It was in this barn, in the autumn
of 1942, that the vision that Bunny had had three years before
began to come to fruition.

Mackinac Island is a small island situated in the Straits of
Mackinac where the Great Lakes of Michigan and Huron meet.
The summers are warm and sunny but there is always a cool
breeze, and it is never as hot as on the mainland. But in the
autumn, when the leaves turn, it begins to get cold. There is
much rain and chill winds blow across the Great Lakes. Finally
the lakes freeze over and the island is held in a grip of snow and
ice.

When a few of us first started meeting in the barn it was
bitterly cold. There was no heat. We used to light oil stoves and
sit wrapped up in overcoats. We were a company from many
different backgrounds. There was Marion Clayton and her
husband, Robert Anderson. Marion was a brilliant actress.
She was trained at drama school in Seattle, Washington, and
became well-known on the stage in Los Angeles. After playing
the title role of Peter Pan she went into movies: Mutiny on the
Bounty, The Barretts of Wimpole Street and many others. She was
put under personal contract by Sidney Franklin, a leading
director of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer.

Robert Anderson met her at drama school. They were an
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human heart, but the searchlight of honesty into one’s own
motives reveals a storehouse of every emotion-love, hate,
jealousy, greed, lust, pride. Everyone experiences these emo-
tions and they are all there for the actor to draw on for his
interpretation of a character which he is called upon to
play.

I realised how superficial my life had often been. I had not
cared enough to find out what went on in other people. Far
from knowing people in towns, villages and factories and men
and women of other races and nations, I had spent my life in
a small theatrical circle, who largely ate in the same places,
met the same people and talked theatrical shop. There was a
restaurant where many of us used to go day after day if we
wanted to be seen by agents and producers. A dramatist who
had written several West End successes used to sit at the same
table at lunchtime every day. I once went to New York in a
play for six months, and when I returned there she was sitting
at the same table talking to the same people just as if she had
never moved.

Although we were at the very beginning of our experiment,
the plays we did in that Barn Theatre had an extraordinary
power. “The play’s the thing wherein I’ll catch the con-
science of the King,” said Hamlet. Many people came to see
us after the plays and told us, “I saw myself on that stage to-
night.” Or, “That was my mother, my sister . . .”. It became
increasingly clear that here was a theatre that gave insight,
faith and purpose to its audiences.

In the years since then, those of us who started in the little
Barn Theatre at Mackinac have worked together in the closest
collaboration over many years and have taken this new theatre
to the majority of the countries of the world.

v

The Forgotten Factor by Alan Thornhill was our first major
production. It had been another product of the time at the
training camp at Tahoe in 1940.

It was while Alan was rooming with Bunny after my depar-
ture for Canada that the idea for a play came to him and he

155









A MIXED DOUBLE

was a baby. He had grown into a delightful small boy—warm-
hearted, outgoing and very musical.

I learned from Jill that Gladys Cooper lived close by in
Pacific Palisades. Gladys, who was a tennis fan and keen player
herself was another great friend. From the balcony of our flat
in Hampstead we could look across the Heath and see her
home in The Grove, Highgate. It wasthere, with her neighbours
the John Drinkwaters and J. B. Priestleys, we would have many
a game of tennis which though not up to Wimbledon standard
made up in enthusiasm what was lacking in skill!

When our daughter Jennifer was born Gladys became her
godmother. She was not only a famous beauty but she was a
woman of rare character and courage. I was delighted at the
thought of seeing her again and drove out the following week.
* She looked tanned and well. She has unbounded energy. She
gardens, swims, plays tennis, walks, drives for miles, runs her
home, looks after her children, and now her grandchildren,
acts on the stage and screen, goes to parties and leads the life
of ten women rolled into one.

One of her neighbours, Helen Wills Roark, wanted to see
me again. Helen was the famous Wimbledon champion who
had retired from first-class tennis and was now married to
Aden Roark, the polo player. When Helen saw me she said,
“Good heavens, what on earth has happened to you? You used
to be the smartest woman in London.” I think she voiced what
others were thinking. I said I had not the money to buy ex-
pensive clothes and was wearing a suit that had been given to
a friend who had given it to me.

Having in the past spent a great deal of time and money on
my appearance, I had now made the mistake of going to the
opposite extreme. I had always worried about what people
thought of me. Now I was much more interested in what I
could do for people. But in looking frumpy and untidy I
realised I had given the wrong impression. I told Helen I
would try to do better next time. :

When I got back to where I was staying, I looked at myself
in the mirror, and had a good laugh. I really did look a sight
and needed some new clothes badly, but I had no money.
That night I got down on my knees and said to God, “Lord,
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CHAPTER ELEVEN

I stood at the back of the big hall as they arrived. All my
relations in France and Germany had suffered cruelly under the
Nazis. As I have written my cousin Arlette died in the gas
chambers with her two babies. Others lost everything they
possessed, wandering without homes, food or money across
Europe. One of my cousins was hidden for three years in
Holland. I found myself feeling physically sick.

I went up to my room and looked out on the marvellous view
from my window. There were the mountains, the Dents du
Midi in the distance, the green carpet of the Rhone Valley and
the wide stretch of the Lake of Geneva. The sun was shining
and it was unbelievably beautiful and peaceful. “Why,” I kept
thinking, “when we live in such a fantastic world should men
be so cruel to each other?”

Then as I thought of my family a great wave of bitterness and
hatred towards those who had perpetrated such terrible things
swept over me. The feelings were so powerful I realised that I
was capable of exactly the same kind of cruelty towards the
Germans as they had been capable of towards my people. I
understood with extraordinary clarity that unless this cruelty
and hatred could be cured, there would be a never-ending cycle
of hurt, hate and revenge.

I in no way condone what is wrong. I hate the fiendish
cruelty and brutality which made those appalling camps
possible. But I was conscious that day that all of us have in our
natures the seeds of that same cruelty and that only the power
of God could control the forces in man which made these
atrocities possible. I asked God on my knees to take that bitter~
ness from me and when I got up it had gone. In its place was
not a rosy glow of ‘now I feel better’, but a passionate deter-
mination to help bring a cure. I knew we could never build the
future on hate, however justified.

It was some weeks later something happened which tested
this experience. Some friends came to me and said, ‘A play is
needed to go through the Ruhr in Germany, something that
can bring a new spirit to that very troubled area. We know
you are one who could help produce it.”” All the old feelings
of bitterness started to well up in my heart again. Once
more ] went to my room to try and sort things out. I realised
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in Bonn. Already Buchman had seen Adenauer to prepare him
and had written him:

“If we can get together and have a common mind under the
guidance of God, then He can give the answer to the extremely
difficult and seemingly insoluble problems which present them-
selves. All other problems are quickly settled when we have
major agreement on that fundamental one. Foreign Minister
Schuman is prepared to work on this basis. He realises your
difficulties and is willing to cooperate to the maximum. I am
sure you are more than ready to work with him.”

At their meeting in January, Schuman and Adenauer came
to know each other’s minds and in May, in correspondence with
Adenauer, Schuman first outlined what the world now knows
as the Schuman Plan. Adenauer expressed himself in complete
agreement with the basic idea and general tendency of the plan.

That same spring Schuman wrote a Foreword to Frank
Buchman’s speeches Remaking the World:

“If we were being presented with some new scheme for the
public welfare, or another theory to be added to the many
already put forward, I should remain sceptical. But what Moral
Re-Armament brings us is a philosophy of life applied in action.
It is not a question of a change of policy: it is a question of
changing men. Democracy and her freedom can be saved only
by the quality of men who speak in her name. This is what Dr
Buchman expressed in simple and moving words. May he be
heard more and more in all nations of the world by those who
today still clash in fratricidal hatred.”

As we drove towards Caux through the neat Swiss towns,
through the vineyards with their ripening grapes, with brief
glimpses of old castles in the hills and on our right the calm
waters of Lake Leman, and as at last we drove up the steep road
to the Mountain House with the view unfolding more and more
breathtakingly, Schuman spoke much of his friendship with
Frank Buchman and this visit to Caux which he had so long
anticipated.

Frank Buchman was waiting outside the Mountain House to
receive his guest and on a rise in front of it where the flags of
the nations flew, a chorus from many countries in gay national
costume sang their welcome.
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the musical which we had created in America. After Caux it
was invited by the Minister Presidents of the various German
Lands to play in eight of their greatest cities. A force of two
hundred and fifty set off in eight Swiss buses and numerous
cars. They slept on floors, in kitchens or wherever there was
space in those shattered cities and played in the old opera houses
which stood gaunt amid the ruins. This was the first large
civilian party to visit Germany since the war.

After Germany, The Good Road played for six weeks at Her
Majesty’s Theatre in London. There one evening I sat in
the stalls with a woman who had played at Her Majesty’s
in its greatest years. Her name was Lena Ashwell. During
the First World War she had pioneered entertainment for the
troops, and afterwards her company, the ‘Lena Ashwell Players’,
had taken great drama to the people in halls throughout the
country.

When the curtain came down on The Good Road she sat
quietly. Then she said, “You know, this is the vision Irving had
for the theatre. This is what the theatre is meant to do for the
world.”

Some weeks later she came to Caux. At that time Lena was
in her late seventies but she had the vitality of a woman half
her age. I have rarely met anyone so energetic. It was hard to
keep up with her. Her back was straight, her eyes were bright,
a shock of white hair framed her still handsome face and her
mind was as alert as a young girl’s. She had been married to
Sir Henry Simson, the gynaecologist who brought the Queen
and Princess Margaret into the world. With Lena came her
sister and faithful friend, Hilda Pocock. Lena was the elder of
the two. Hilda did not have the physical charm of her sister
but she was an indomitable old lady who had been a matron
of a military hospital at Mafeking during the Boer War. She
would often tell us of her meeting with Florence Nightingale.
These two old ladies were like sturdy oaks with their roots deep
in the great traditions of Britain.

Lena told us one day, “Secretly I was praying that God
would take me-TI could see no useful purpose for my life. Now
I have asked God that He may give me long life for I’ve found
a purpose greater than any before.”

180



CHAPTER ELEVEN

She spoke one day at Caux. “I was born on a battleship. It
had been at Trafalgar and had once been Nelson’s flag ship.
That is how I think I happen to be a fighter, because you fight
for your life at sea. This world needs fighters. It wants people
who care about things.

“I fought my way into the theatre. I became a leading
actress. I had the privilege of playing with many great actors,
notably Henry Irving, Charles Wyndham and Ellen Terry.
I knew Eleonora Duse and Sarah Bernhardt. Before Irving died
I had a long interview with him which inspired me to feel the
great mission of the theatre.

“I mention these things because I have the deepest feeling
about the power of the theatre. I came to Caux because of the
theatre. I felt that the new play, Aanie the Valiant would enable
people to realise the destructive and vicious influence of class
distinction.

“I have only a small part in this enterprise. But I'm glad
to have a share. It is a wonderful thing for me to be doing
something in the theatre, through the theatre which brings so
true and vital a message to my great country.”

Today a portrait head of Lena stands in the Westminster
Theatre and the star dressing room, which was equipped with
the money contributed by members of her family, is dedicated
to her memory.

v

We will never forget our last meeting with Lena. She had
suffered a stroke and lost the power of speech. Hersister ’phoned
us asking if we would come to tea with her. We imagined we
would be sitting by her bedside, unable to communicate. When
we arrived at her home in a London Mews we were shown
into her living room. Outside it was cold and grey. Inside a
warm fire burned in the grate, the tea was beautifully laid out
with the best silver and in a wheelchair sat Lena in a beautiful
purple velvet robe, with her white hair brushed off her lovely
face. She looked like a Queen. Unable to speak she motioned
for us to sit down and wrote on a pad the questions she wanted
to ask us. She listened intently to everything we had to tell her,
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I

Phyll
D URING this period of our life we were called upon to travel

a great deal, so we felt the time had come for a more per-
manent base for the children. Jenny was already going to the
high school in Mount Kisco and John had just started in a
Junior school in the neighbouring town of Armonk. A tiny
cottage was lent us nearby in the lovely countryside of New
York State near the town of Mount Kisco. In the spring the
dogwood trees were in full bloom and when the autumn came
the woods turned bright scarlet and deep gold. In an old tree
in front of the cottage John and his father built a tree house
in which he played all kinds of exciting games with his friends
after school. Both children were very happy there.

They were looked after by Elisabeth, who had joined our
family in 1950 and was to remain with us for ten years. Liz,
as we called her, had been a children’s nurse. Her father and
mother had not been married. Unwanted, hidden by her
mother’s relations, beaten by a foster father, her childhood was
a tragic one. When we first knew her she was a bitter woman.
Though she was a genius with small children she would keep
adults at arms length.

We received a letter from her one day saying that because
our work now took us to many countries she would like to come
and help look after our children. She wanted no salary, she
said. It would be her contribution to the work we were all
engaged in.

It was not easy at first. Though she was wonderful with the
children, with us she was often jealous and possessive. We
realised that at the root was the hurt and bitterness from her
own childhood. But whenever we tried to talk about it she
would lash out as if we had touched an open wound. Finally
we felt we must somehow break through her defences and help
her to find healing for the past. It was difficult and painful but
at last the whole story came out and she was able to see not
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that such Moral Re-Armament of the nations is the need of
the hour and the hope of the future.”

There were Asian representatives in the room with Frank
Buchman when this invitation was read out. There were also
British present who thought they knew India well. They felt
the time was ripe for a play to go with a force of perhaps thirty
people.

Frank Buchman listened to everything that was said. His
own impression of the men who signed the invitation was that
if they meant what they had put their names to they would be
capable of much bigger things. India would not be affected by
men who were prepared only to do what was safe and possible.
Russia and China were pouring in new ideas and men like a
flood. His conclusion was we must give our best and do our
best. We must answer the need that these men saw, not do the
thing we thought we were capable of doing. It was decided to
take three plays. The party finally numbered 200-the casts of
the plays, technical crew and representative spokesmen from
many different countries and backgrounds.

An invitation from the Prime Minister of Ceylon and govern-
ment, opposition, labour, business and social leaders quickly
followed. Pakistan government members at Caux presented
an invitation issued by Mr Jinnah before Pakistan became a
separate nation.

There were no financial resources for this venture, which was
estimated to take six months, though the Indian leaders pro-
mised to do everything possible when the force arrived in their
country. As the plan was made known individuals spontane-
ously made gifts or approached others who had special interest
in Asia. Retired British civil servants who would like to have
Joined the party paid for others who had no personal means.
One lady who had just inherited a considerable legacy gave
the entire sum for the expenses of the journey. Businessmen and
workers took six months from their work to travel. Their com-
panies and trade unions in some instances contributed to their
expenses. When a KLM plane was chartered by the Dutch, the
pilots asked if they could have a part by contributing their pay
for the flight to the expenses of the journey. Others flew from
London in a plane chartered by the British.
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the last act of The Forgotten Factor a mob breaks into the
employer’s house to demand better conditions for the workers.
Suddenly outside the theatre we heard shouts like those on the
stage. They grew louder and louder, “Whites, go home, whites,
go home.” It was the same the following night, with pickets
outside the theatre and banners across the streets. After the
performance members of the cast and the stage crew talked
with the demonstrators. We told them our plays were out to
cure the things that they were demonstrating against, to answer
the divisions of race and class and caste and to cure the hate
and superiority which made those divisions possible. The follow-
ing night the demonstrators were inside the theatre. We
expected interruptions, but there were none. They began to
bring their friends and by the end of the week the queues were
so long that we had to move into a larger theatre. Finally we
moved to an open-air theatre where we played to five thousand
people a night.

Before we left Madras the South Indian Motion Picture
Industry built for us a beautiful theatre on the largest sound
stage of the Vauhini Film Studios. Queues began to form out-
side early in the morning. We gave two performances and still
there were hundreds waiting to get in. Finally we were asked
to give a third performance at ten o’clock at night.

From Madras we went to Bangalore. And from Bangalore
to Calcutta where we stayed for several weeks, playing in a
large theatre. One friend we made there was a labour leader
from the Transport Workers’ Union. He was a high-caste
Brahmin and looked like a Roman emperor. He came again
and again to see the plays and stayed talking with us afterwards.
He told us that he had been jailed by the British before in-
dependence and that, after he had been let out, he had walked
along the Afghan trails to Moscow, for there, he had heard,
was the answer to the suffering of his people. He had met
Lenin and become a convinced Marxist, though not fully
satisfied with Russian Communism.

He told some of the cast, “This is not something the West
brings to the East nor the East to the West, but a message man
brings to man. When I first saw your plays I thought, you are
not against Communism, you are way beyond it. You are re-
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