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Ganesha, the elephant god, who is 
the Hindu patron of sagacity and 
worldly wisdom.” Only a Gideon 
Bible and a totem pole seem to be 
missing. 

The final section of the book is 
called “The Electronic Icon.” Here 
Cox discusses the possibilities of TV . 
and the threat to the “religions of 
the book” from the coming cultural 
revolution based on images rather 
than print. But after seeing “The 
Flintstones” on TV in Recife, Bra- 
zil, he feels that at present “the mass 
media are distributing a destructive 
and debasing form of religion.” This 
can be helped only if the source‘ of 
control of the media is closer to 
those who eventually hear the mes- 
sage. 

He concludes by advocating that 
the “theology of the future should 
be ‘a kind of play’ in three senses: 
play as ‘making fun of,’ play as 
‘making believe,’ and play as use- 
Jess or non-productive activity.” The 
future theologian should be “like a 
vaudeville trouper or a repertory 
player, he must master the tech- 
nique of moving in and out of dif- 
ferent religious traditions without 
losing his own psyche in the pro- 
cess.” Indeed one is reminded .of 
Wagner‘s observation in Goethds 
Faust: “Zch hab es often riihmen 
horen, ein Komodiant kiinnt etnen 
Pfarrer lehren.” To which Faust re- 
plies: “3a wenn der Pfarrer ein 
Komodiant ist, wie a h  wohl zu- 
zeiten kommen mag.” (Wagner; I’ve 
often heard the boast: a preacher 
might take an actor as his teacher. 
Faust: Yes, if the preacher is an 
actor, there’s no dpubt that may 
happen .) 

Professor Cox puts on a great 
show. If theology is essentially show- 
manship, and Cox does not hide his 
conviction that this is indeed the 
case, we have here a major work of 
theology. But if he is serious in his 
claim that religion is like language 
and is as concrete and particular as 
any language, this farrago of lan- 
guages is simply not very useful. 
The problem with Cox seems to be 
that he does not know or does not 
like his own Protestant Baptist lan- 
guage and thus‘tries to get at the 

religious reality by means of snip- 
pets of languages of which he knows . 

only a few words. In spite of his ob- 
vious &ts of observation and inter: 
pretation, he does not really help the 
reader understand any religion, be- 
cause &he is so clearly blocked out 
from his own religious tradition. He 
speaks of his resentment at being 
baptized at ten, before he was ready, 
and this resentment blinds him to 
his own past. That is why the Bible 
is not among the religious symbols 
he lists as meaningful to him. That 
is why, in his list of significant re- 
ligious ceremonies, the Yaqui medi- 
cine man is present but the Baptist 
immersion is not. Should he ever 
stop traveling long enough to come 
to terms with his own religious past 
he might very well advance the 

But what does it mean for ad of 
us that our theological superstars 
are still writing books such as these? 
The message this reviewer received 
is that some, like J. A. T. Robinson, 
are still fighting the battle against 
nineteenth-century unbelievers, as 
if today’s theological questions were 
still being raised by J. S. Mill, T. H. 
Hwley, Matthew Arnold or A. H. 
Clough, who wrote: “Eat, drink, and 
die, for we are souls bereaved: Of 
all the creatures under heaven’s 
wide cope we are most hopeless, 
who had once most hope, and most 
beliefless, that had most believed.” 

But theology has today to deal 
with peopIe who have never had 
much hope or faith and who are 
acquainted with such religious 
categories only from hearsay through 
the to them incomprehensible lan- 
guage of traditional religion. Such 
people are not helped by Robinson’s 
reductionism-even the minimalist 
Christology he offers is far too much 
for them. They are not helped much 
more by Cox’s theological travel- 
ogues, although they may find them 

,entertaining. 
No amount of rationalistic sub- 

traction from the substance of the 
classic Christian faith will make the 
pitiful residue credible to such peo- 
ple. And the religious cotton candy 
collected from far and near will only 
confirm them in their opinion that 

. cause of theology significantly. 

they should look for nourishment 
elsewhere, One hundred years after 
the Victorian. unbelievers and ten 
years after the “death of God move- . 
ment we must first of all apprehend 
one set of religious symbols in .the 
complexity of their cognitive, emo- 
tional, moral and communal depth 
and thus gain a clue to the eternal 
reality to which these symbols point. 
We need some insight into the qual- 
ity of the religious reality, not facile 
reductionism nor titillating glimpses 
of the surface of all the religions of 
mankind. 

Beaverbrook 
by A. J. P. Taylor 
(Simon & Schuster; 712 + xvii pp.; 
$12.95) 

George A. Lanyi 

When Max Aitken, the first Lord 
Beaverbrook, died in 1964 a friend 
asked A. J. P. Taylor, the distin- 
guished British historian, whether 
he thought him a “great man.” 
Taylor replied: “I cannot say, I only 
know I loved him more .than any 
human being I have ever met.” For 
him, “Max could do no wrong.” The 
enfant terrible among British his- 
torians narrates rather than analyzes 
the life of the enfant tem‘bl  of 
British politics. Clever, irresponsible, 
indomitably active, idiosyncratic, 
generous and fabulously successhl, 
the life of Max Aitkin, poor son of 
a New Brunswick’Presbyterian min- 
ister, is a twentieth-century Horatio 
Alger story. 

Taylor regards himself a socialist, 
Beaverbrook, no matter how un- 
orthodox and radical, emphatically 
a free-enterprise capitalist. Yet they 
were drawn together not only by 
genuine friendship late in life but 
also by sharing many idiosyncratic 
beliefs, such as an admiration for 
active, imaginative “great men” who 
triumph over dull creatures of habit 
as well as over bureaucracies and 
institutions; a diehard support of 



British isolation from the European 
continent and the Middle East; and 
full employment as a basic responsi- 
bility of society. Two men of such 
dissimilar careers had another thing 
in common: a rare capacity to make 
everything they touched not only 
interesting but exciting; a quality 
more often found in successful news- 
paper editors than in academic his- 
torians. Thus a book that is too long, 
although it doesn’t seem so. 

Beaverbrook was a “king-maker,” 
though the elevations of Lloyd 
George to the Premiership in 1916 
and of Bonar Law in 1922 were 
probably less his singlehanded 
achievements than Taylor suggests. 
He also failed totkeep a king on his 
throne, as Beaverbrook himself told 
the story in The Abdication of King 
Edward VIII. His greatest political 
feat was captivating Churchill i n  
1940 and getting appointed to the 
Cabinet as Minister of Aircraft Pro- 
duction, despite the fact he “notori- 
ously opposed going to war until the 
last moment.” In 1934 and 1935 
Beaverbrook repeatedly wrote that 
Churchill’s political career was fin- 
ished, yet their friendship revived 
during the Abdication crisis when 
they became the chief champions of 
a lost cause. Beaverbrdok‘s .unortho- 
dox methods dramatically increased 
the production of war planes and 
made possible the Battle of Britain. 
This was surely his most glorious 
hour. 

Beaverbrook was not a creator. In 
the words of Stanley Morison, editor 
and historian of the Times, “he 
never originated anything.” Nor was 
he a persistent and systematic or- 
ganizer. Of his early financial deals 
he himself wrote: “I simply found 
a situation in existence and point d 
out to others the logical develo 1 - 
ment which should flow from it. 
. . . I did not make situations;, I 
turned them to account.” 

He was often accused of restless- 
ness, but in his kind of financial ind 
political ’operations, as Taylor points 
out, restlessness became a virtue. 
This Canadian son of the Manse 
twisted the arm of the treacherous 
Fortuna with his gift for publicity. 
He chose the right ccxnpanies, news- 

papers and politicians to push, “but 
the pushing was his special con- 
tribution.” His Puckish ways con- 
cealed enormous guile, though in 
Taylor’s understatement this ap- 
peared only “on occasion.” His much 
vaunted “sense of honor” was 
motored by self-interest. Shamelessly ‘ 

ambitious, he begged for favors and 
opportunities from the rich and the 
influential until he became both rich 
and inff uential. 

Like ‘many successful financiers 
and politicians he was strong on 
intuition and weak on. precision. He 
sensed the drift of events without 
really sensing their reality. When 
asked by his Canadian friends at 
the beginning of August, 1914, 
about the European situation, he 
said boldly, “everything points to 
war,” even though the Foreign 
Secretary himself told him it was a 
toss-up. Yet he found it hard to grasp 
the actual reality of war, as all his 
life he found it hard to face the 
realities of European politics. Essen- 
tially a son of the Empire, he wished 
European politics would go away. 
As the master of three popular 
newspapers and not without in- 
fluence in certain Conservative 
circles, he shares responsibility ‘for 
not perceiving the Nazi danger 
when everything .pointed again to 
a perhaps avoidable war. On August 
11, 1939, his intuition succumbed to 
his idiosyncratic isolationism when, 
upon returning to Canada for good, 
as he thought, he‘stated: “I would 
not be here if I did believe that war 
was imminent.” Twenty days later 
he was back in England. 

As a successful newspaper pub- 
lisher Beaverbrook had a very limit- 
ed understanding of the public. He 
had a hunch‘ about what people like 
to read and how the news should be 
presented. But he did not really 
understand the British people when 
he himself tried to persuade them, 
as when he stated, for example, that 
Jewish anti-Nazi propaganda made 
appeasement of Germany difficult 
and drove the British into war. 

In politics Beaverbrook‘s favorite 
role was that of the intermediary, 
the influential but mainly irrespon- 
sible go-between. This required in- 
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timacy with at least some of‘ the 
“great.” Here he was the skilled 
persuader and flatterer. His combi- 
nation of charm ‘and money couId 
not be resisted by men as dissimilar. 
as the. brilliant Churchill‘ and the 
solid, dull Bonar Law. Bonar Law’s 
last words to Beaverbrook. were: 
“YOU are a curious fellow.” In Tay- 
lor’s words, “CBeaverbrook‘sl creed 
was &at every man should enjoy 
himself and that this would bring 
enjoyment for others.” He might be 
seen as the prophet of the upward 
movini lower middle class, although 
Taylor asserts that his newspapers 
were read also by workers and mem- 
bers of the upper middle class. One 
suspects they too were of one mind 
with the unintelle&ual middle class 
whom Beaverbrook really seemed to 
address. 

T e heyday of capitalists,running J spapers, * -  for enrichment has 
passed, at least in Britain. And yet 
the Lords Northcliffe and Beaver- 
brook and even the duIler Rother- 
mere did not run newspapers merely 
for the sake of profit. They obviously 
desired power and influence, and to 
a considerable extent-although this 
has been vastly exaggerated by both 
critics and adulators-succeeded in 
their quest. Stanley Baldwin was 
not far wrong when he denounced 
newspaper lords for seeking “power 
without responsibility-the preroga- 
tive of the harlot throughout the 
ages.” 

The “press lords” were frequent- 
ly totalitarian in running their little 
empires. Beavmbrook surely laid 
down the “editorial line” and until 
his very end scanned.every page of 
his newspapers, daily‘ phoning de- 
tailed critical remarks to the editors. 
Yet the influence of Arthur Chris- 
tiansen, for twenty-five years editor 
of the Daily Express, was probably 
as great as Beaverbrook‘s impact on 
that paper. Radical writers like 
Michael Foot and Tom Driberg 
worked for Beaverbrook, but Tay- 
lor does not mention the extent to 
which‘ they may have trimmed their 
views to their master’s taste. David 
Low, the greatest cartoonist of his 
age and decidedly a man of the Left, 
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worked for decades for the Evening 
Standard, and despite numerous re- 
quests from his Conservative leaders 
Beaverbrook refused to interfere with 
Low’s murderous cartoons, Low fre- 
.quently lampooned Beaverbrook 
himself. The record on “totalitarian- 
ism” is therefore mixed. 

Newspapers today make less 
money and their lords are both less 

influential and less colorful. The 
“drama” which Beaverbrook loved 
so much has moved elsewhere, and 
those who seek power without re- 
sponsibility pull different levers. The 
specialists have taken over, and 
figures like Beaverbrook have be- 
come legendary. The world has not 
become better or worse without 
them, but it has become duller. 

The Fourth Year of the Nixon Watch 
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(Liveright; 218 pp.; $6.95) 

In His Own Image: The Sunreme Court 
In Richard N&on’ssAm&ica - 

by James F; Simon 
(McKay; 310 pp.; $7.95) 

The Power of the Presidency, 2nd Edition 
edited by Robert Si Hirschfield 

The Presidency in Flux 
by George E. Reedy 

The Living Presidency 
by Emmet John Hughes 

(Aldine; 395 pp.; $9.75) 

(Columbia University Press; 133 pp.; $5.95) 

(Coward, McCann & Geoghegan; 377 pp.; $10.50) 

Robert K. Landers 

The Hobbesian outlook turned in- 
ward; tragic savagery abroad was 
joined by farcical crime at home. It 
was a momentous year, 1972, and‘ 
we must be grateful to John Osbome 
for his thoughtful chronicle of the 
Nixon Presidency’s passage through 
it. His separate New Republic re- 
ports cohere into a superb journal, 
especially marked by its author‘s de- 
sire to be fair, his respect for fact 

and his quiet anguish at the diffi- 
culty in reconciling moral values and 
politicid action. 

We find Osborne in April, for in- 
stance, wondering if Nixon’s foreign’ 
course eventually will come to seem 
a triumph of Presidential judgment 
and statesmanship, and reflecting 
that, if so, “it will be because the 
leaders in Hanoi, Peking and Mos- 
cow with whom Mr. Nixon is deal- 

ing and fencing are as cynical and 
ruthless in the pursuit of their aims 
as he.is proving to be in the pursuit 
of his aims.” 

Osbome seems an exemplary lib- 
eral, with a penetrating eye and a 
free and open mind, as ready to 
agree with Nixon as to disagree with 
him, seeking always, and above all 
else, to understand. And if his effort 
to be fair occasionally leads him 
astray, how much more devastating 
is his judgment for that effort: “In 
the weeks between his renomi-nation 
and his reelection, Mr. Nixon seem- 
ed to me to deny and defeat in 
advance of his victory whatever 
hopes there may have been that the 
.mandate he sought and got would 
free him to be a more generous and 
compassionate, and, in domestic af- 
fairs, a more creative President than 
he proved to be in the first term. 
My own hopes along that line, and 
I had some, were dimmed well be- 
fore the President in his few and 
cautious utterances taught me once 
again (will I ever really learn?) that 
the qualities of generosity and com- 
passion and true creativity that I as 
both citizen and journalist have 
wanted to discern in him simply are 
not there.” 

That this President so wanting 
should reshape the Supreme Court 
to resemble his own worst self is 
a. prospect which greatly alarms 
James F. Simon, but does not seem, 
in truth, near or likely. Not that 
Nixon has not tried; but Carswell 
and like mediocrities have been 
blocked from the high bench, and 
the four jurists who now sit there 
courtesy of Nixon appear to be, on 
the whole, rather serious and able 
corpervatives. But this is far from 
enough for Simon. He wanted the 
Warren Court to march boldly on- 
ward forever. And so, instead of 
regarding the shift in emphasis as, 
in some form, inevitable and, in 
moderate form, . even desirable, he 
chooses to stoke his discontqnt. His 
bias mars an otherwise competent 
piece of journalism. 

Simon, at one point; laments that 
the Burger Court ‘“has abandoned, 
for the moment at least, the role 
of keeper of the nation’s conscience.” 


