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TTHIN the
~sound of the
Hutt Rives’s
peaceful  after-

noon song, velvet lawn be-

neath our feet, canopies
of tender spring green
over our heads, 1 talked
to Constance Morice at

Mrs. Knox Gilmer’s coun-

try home the other day.
English mails had
brought to us both the
~personal and more tan-
. gible side of last month’s
erisis . , . even
peaceful New Zealand
sunshiie we found it casy
to conjure up the curious,
oppressive atmosphere

that baugs over Hurope.

E}R. MORICE, abroad foi some

" months now, was in a little
vessel off the west coast of
lonely Skye when the ecrisig
reached its climax., He knew
nothing of the swift moves of
Burope’s rders . . . a tiny radio
set in a crofter’s cottage on the
Seottish coast gave him his first
inkling of the tragedy of the
situation. Baek in Edinburgh
he found the city in darkness,
little huddled groups in Princes
Street reading the latest bul-
letins* by. the aid of shaded
torehlights.

‘Chamberlain’s sincerity and
single-mindedness was the one
topie for talk. The immediate
- danger passed like a bad
dream.

" A fortnight later DT, Morice
-was back in London, found the
people querulous and . eritical,
impatient - of their Prime
Minister’s gallant move, inclin-
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ed to believe that he had ‘‘let
them down.’?

In a letter to his family in
Wellington Dr. Morice was
equally impatient of this type
of person who, saved from the
ghastly horrors of air raids and
poison gas, indulges in an
hysterieal outburst- of, jubila-

later, the very man whose
. sacrifices -and personal bravery
had made peace possible,

makes omne. ashamed of th
British race.”’ ’

*

4 ASHAMED of the Britizh
.. raece.”’ :

Yes, there’s the tragedy
of a whole BEmpire in that.
little phrase, but how
often, how very often do

" we hear it nowadays! '

Have we ceased to be

‘great? ‘Are the stamina
and tradition and courage
of our pation just so many
pricked balloons?
~ "How true are the words
of Viscount Grey: ‘‘A man
fails to be great because he
has ceased to care—or may
never have cared—ifor any-
thing greater than - him-
self.”’

%

one’s heritage is more than

shelter, more than the books

“know.

we vead . and, the peop}q,vqg
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tion only to ;Ltta.ck', a fortnight

“‘Sometimes,”” he wrote, ‘it

PRﬂ YE in one’s country and

a matter of polities, more than
‘daily food and elothes and.
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It isn’t so imporfant that our

idealy ave found to.be right or-

wrong, hut it is most important
that we HAVE ideals, that wo
look ahead with our own little

hopes and plans to an Empire .

—to a world—where peace and
goodwill mean more than just
words on a Christmas eard.

THE other dey I had a
letter from an English
woman for whom I have the
greatest  respect. . She’s
Marjorie Pease; 73 wyears
old, end an ardent Socialist.
For years she has been
associgted with the. British
Labour movement, for years
"she has - fought for better
hoiusing condiltions, betier
schools; o more liberal
educational system. »
" She loves England with
o love that emounts almost
to fanatacism.  She has all
the vigour of & woman half
her age. Her weather-
beaten face end shrewd
Eindly eyes in a cottage
doorway have been wel-
comed - by -hundreds of |
penniless people. whom she
has never failéd to help in
a practical, "down-to-earth
wey. S
And this is where I want
to stress the importance of
ideals, In her.lotter she
condemns Chamberlain . . .
maybe I dow’t agree with
her .. . Dut she loves Eng-
land and humanity . . . her
ideals are directed toward
the same end as Chamber-
lain’s: She wants to save
the peoples of: the earth.
Il quote.. from  her
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~ RADIO RECORD—November 18, 1938.

$ANE stills feels so dazed and
bewildered and so ashamed
of our country that one finds it
diffieult . to write about the
situation. .
“We Socialists always de-
nounced the Government’s
policy of drift and of running
away from dictators—also the

way they belittled the League.
But we mnever dreamed we
should find ourselves in the
state we now are.

“Thank God for Chamber-
lain!’ I say curse him for land-
ing us in such a shameful posi-

" tion.

“There is a very strong feel-

" ing in the eountry among Con-

servatives as well as others
that itler’s triumph does not
mean peace, and we have coer-

. tainly not got honour!

“We ‘now await Chamber-
lain’s deal over Spain—I sup-
pose he’ll hand over Spain fo
Mussolini, and that is why he
refuses to call Parliament till
after this is accomplished:

““Of course, none of us wants
war and we would not have
had war if our Government had

_had a strong poliey and worked

with Russia.
depressing.”’

-

Tt is all terribly

THE fiendish vengeance which

~dictators seem intent on

~ wreaking on this old world of

ours is pitiful when we look for
a moment at the inmevitability

of .the whole thing-—the ecase

with whieh the you’s and ma’s
and the Smiths-next-door will

“all be dragged into a hloody

Cwants, e

of us

massacre . which - none .

One of the finest plays I have
seen in my life plays its note
on this very theme. :

“Idiot’s Delight” came to
London at the-precise moment
of the Austrian coup. Never
had a play been morve topicul;
in faet, but for the very
tragedy of the whole thing, one
mipht have been pardonced for
imagining that TIitler eollabo-
rated in the most colossal
publicity stunt in history!

¥z
HEDIOT'S DELIGHT  intro-

b duces a ‘group of little
people ~ washed together hy
chance and tihe cloging of a
frontier . . . the English honey-
mooners who hoped to enjuy s
hoiiday oun skis; the young
French pacifist fresh from =a
econference against war; the old

~German scientist who will per-

haps cure cancer aud win the

Nobel Prize if only they will Ie’&r T

him earry his inoculated rats ta’
Zurich; the Ameériean hoofer
with his sextet of ehattering
Ameriean chorus girls, travel-
ing from hard times in Bucha-
rest to perhaps better fimes
(and audiences) at Gleneva; the
flamboyant Russian who is the
mistress of an armament mwanu--
facturer; the Italian officer
who does his watchdog job on
the fronticr, hut wants no move
wars because he remembers the
lasgt; the pleasant, simple
waiter who is doomed to be the

inevitable conseript, whether in

the Austria-Hungary of his
youth or in the Italian Empire
that owns him in middle-age.
ND there they all are,
cought - a small Alpine
hotel om the borders of
Ttaly, Austria, Switzerland.
They are travellers from
anyhere to nowhere—ng-
where that is safe, anyuwdy. f

BEurope is drugged with
false enthusinsms and the
war planes from the base in
the valley below the hotel
are heving o full-dress
rehearsal.

© Suddenly the whirring

“bombers fly - north, and
none who walches from the
windows of the hotel knows
that this time they mean
abominable business . . . for
declarations of war are
things of the past. He who
strikes first and quickly cun
count o fow thousand exire
dead on the credit side.
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SOMI}lmes stick . in” my
© memory. The German pro-
fessor. (Deutschland Ueber

Clioe o Selenee), splendidly played by |

el G
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