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PREFACE

Branko Bokun claims that his ability to view humanity as an
observer is particular because he has been a stateless person since
the 1940s. I suggest that it is more because he belongs to all
states, that he can see what others do not. I suspect that this gift,
or ability, was partly inherent and partly nurtured by his experi-
ences growing up in a multilingual community and, as a child,
learning to communicate with transient strangers.

The key to being perceptive is communication, 1.e. gaining a
rapport with one's surroundings. The ability to communicate
with a stranger, or a child, or an animal depends on seeing the
world from the others' point of view, and being able to let them
understand yours.

Once the ability to communicate, at any level, is established it
becomes a habit. Branko Bokun has expanded that habit to
include so many of the issues that we struggle with today. This
book shows us where his language came from and where he
wants it to take us - to a better understanding of our strengths
and foibles, our excesses and our potential to be better at living
with each other, and on this earth, than we are.

Everyone we meet is a journey we would never take on our
own, Branko is a trip that I shall likely be taking for the rest of
my life, and I will be the better for it.

Hazel Smith
The Assistant
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INTRODUCTION

I must have always been a humorist and appreciated irony, or
I would not have survived all that I experienced in my youth,
without some physical or psychological damage.

In April 1941, when I was 21 years old, Nazi Germany in-
vaded my country, Yugoslavia, which encouraged their allies, the
Croats, to persecute Serbs, starting the ugliest of all hostilities, a
Civil War.

This was an anathema to me. I was born in the Dinaric
Mountains in Dalmatia, but I had grown up in the Banat, in
northeast Yugoslavia, surrounded by minority groups of
Hungarians, Croats, Germans, Jews, Serbs, Slovaks, Romanians,
French and Gypsies. Everyone around me was able to speak, or
to understand, or to swear in at least one other language than
their own, which meant that nationalism was never an issue. I
considered myself cosmopolitan, someone who regarded nation-
al, ethnic or religious prejudices or barriers to be provincial.

In order to avoid being tainted or involved in the Civil War, I
left my country for Rome at the end of 1941, where I registered
for courses in Anthropology at the University. My knowledge of
languages enabled me to find a job with the International Red
Cross, which was struggling to deal with the countless Balkan
internees, prisoners of war and refugees that had ended up in
Italy.

Not only was it an extraordinary time for the whole of
Europe, but to be in Rome, and working for the IRC, during
WWII, was almost opportunistic for a student anthropologist.
Virtually nowhere else, at no other time, could I have observed,
and been part of, such a broad spectrum of human behaviour.

At the end of the war, with Yugoslavia in the thrall of
Communism, I became a political refugee. I stayed in Rome
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until I graduated from the University, then I spent a further two
years at the Sorbonne, in Paris, reading sociology. On com-
pleting my studies I returned to Italy where I found work as a
journalist, as an extra in film industry and became an author.

Once again, I could not have been better placed to meet so
many truly extraordinary people or to be witness to the events
that shaped the post war years. Nor could I have been of a bet-
ter age. I was old enough to have known a different world before
the war, and young enough to accept the changes.

In 1960, I came to England and settled in Chelsea, where I am
today, and every summer, until 1995, I spent on my boat at
Antibes in the South of France.

Most large towns have a neighbourhood that embodies the
best of peaceful co-existence, in L.ondon it’s Chelsea. His-
torically this area evolved from the market garden of L.ondon,
into a place where artists and their patrons resided, a place of
genteel people and the most benign activities. The counter-play
between these two spectrums of society, the producer of beauti-
ful things and his customer, created a civilised and tolerant
atmosphere. To be living in Chelsea is to feel one has arrived.

Tolerance and civility elicit dignity. As one ages, dignity
becomes crucial, as it forms a protective shield against increasing
frailty and vulnerability, as do good memories.

I believe that old age can be both a mentally and physically
healthier experience if we can carry forward into it as many good
memories as possible. There is no doubt in my mind that selfish
or bad behaviour ultimately leads to persecuting memories or
nightmares and poisonous regrets. Paradise and hell do not
reside in the hereafter, but in our here and now memories. As
Cicero said, “As you have sown so shall you reap.”

Old age i1s a unique existence, over-taken by the present,
intimidated by the future and generally only sure of the past. An
old man becomes a ‘self-voyeur’, revived by memories, which are
accessed by the emotions they were filed under. Pleasant emo-
tions evoke enjoyable memories, and vice versa, which warm the
aged body and soothe its aches and pains.

11

This page has been downloaded from
The Nomadic Humorist by Dr. Branko Bokun
Published August 2007
Available from www.vitabooks.com



Cafés have always been a love of mine, being part of a seated
community is relaxing as it is rarely aggressive or nasty. 1 now
spend hours sitting in various cafés along the King’s Road,
(Picasso, the garden of Henry J. Beans, Blushes or in Chelsea
Farmer’s Market), or occasionally on one of the public benches,
enjoying the moments when a certain sound, sight or smell will
remind me of a past event or person.

Also, sitting in a café can show us how silly we are to rush
about. Just watching busy people urgently dashing past, our own
apprehension and anxiety can be increased, as we associate this
kind of activity with flight from danger. Rushing reduces the
efficiency of our senses and our reasoning power. Observing all
this from a relaxed position makes such behaviour so obviously
ridiculous.

Another aspect of cafés which I love is the harmonious
movement of waiters and waitresses, without which they would
surely spill or drop so much. It is pleasant to observe harmony
in our mostly brutal world as it is soothing. In fact, I think that
waiters and waitresses should be tipped particularly well for this.

My work with the International Red Cross was an important
episode in my life. I discovered that helping people in need made
me content and that contentment made me lucky. This is per-
haps because being content helps our intuition, which is seldom
wrong. I discovered this on 19th July 1943. The day before, the
director of the International Red Cross gave me some money to
take to a Jewish family from Yugoslavia hiding under a false
name in Perugia. This was typical of the work I did in the Red
Cross.

At first I thought of going to Perugia the next day, but, con-
scious of the needs of the family, I decided not to wait and left
immediately.

The next morning, as I was returning to Rome, I heard on the
radio that the Allied Air Force had bombed the city, devastating
the sector in which I lived. When I reached my building I found
that one bomb had fallen directly on my top floor room, destroy-

111
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ing all my possessions.

Seeing the empty space which used to be my room I sudden-
ly became euphoric.

The thought that I could have been there if I had stayed in
Rome gave me an exquisite sense of gratitude at being alive and
losing all my possessions made me feel suddenly free. I realised
then that material possessions had brought me more worries
than pleasures. I sat in the ruins simultaneously crying and
laughing, joyously relieved and full of a sense of a new begin-
ning. From that moment on I never again travelled with much
baggage. I became a very happy nomad.

v
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BIBLIOGRAPHY

My publisher asked me to list my literary works here; howev-
er, my books would be offended if I merely listed them without
mentioning something about each.

My first book ‘Capitalism, Communism and the Third
Way’, published in Italy in 1948, was the thesis for my doctorate
at Rome University. I thought this was a portentous year to have
it published, as it was the centenary of the publication of Karl
Marx’s ‘Communist Manifesto’. The coincidence went
unnoticed; yet, the book had a modest success. An old Italian
professor told me that the title was wrong. He said, “No-one in
Italy likes “Third Way’ solutions as they sound moderate.
Italians love extremes as they are more litigious and more
excitable.”

Many readers only remembered the following joke from the
book:

An American told a Russian Communist that Communism is
a regime based on the exploitation of man by man. When the
Russian Communist asked, “What about Western Capitalism”?
the American answered: “It’s vice versa”.

In 1953 my novel ‘Prisoners of Life’, was published in Italy
and Spain. The book dealt with a new kind of population which
occupied Western Europe after the WWII. It was made up of
displaced persons, political refugees, exhausted and disillusioned
people, war invalids, and war criminals. This mass of humanity
seemed to have lost vitality, as they had lost trust, without which
they were unable to commit or attach themselves to anyone, or
any community. They quickly adapted to the consumerism and
fast life of the West recovering from war.

In 1956 ‘Adventures of Via Veneto’ was published. It is a
satirical book about ‘I.a Dolce Vita’, dedicated to a street full of
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cafés, populated by people who preferred hope to certainty, fan-
tasy to reality. The book also describes how the Italians, after the
occupation (or liberation) by the Americans, lost their adolescent
mentality, which had ruled them during Fascism, and became
noisy and infantile.

In 1972 “The Pornocracy’ was published. This is an histor-
ical novel which deals with the anarchic political and religious
period, during the first half of the 10th Century in Rome, dom-
inated by a woman called Marozia. It was Marozia who inspired
the myth about a female pope. Interestingly, the belief that the
end of the first millennium would see the end of the world,
brought women into power and prominence all over Europe.

“The Spy in the Vatican’ was published in 1973, in Great
Britain, Italy and America. It is a satirical diary of WWII, based

on my experiences working for the Red Cross in Rome, from
1941 to the end of the war.

In 1977, when my book ‘Man: the Fallen Ape’ was
published in America, I was interviewed on one of the main
New York radio shows. The interviewer asked me “Why
Anthropology?” I told him that I had learnt so much from one
book on the subject that unfortunately I picked up another. I
soon realised that the first author knew very little about the sub-
ject. On reading a third, I realised that none of them knew any-
thing for certain, and consequently there was no reason why I
should not write down my own anthropological thoughts.

The interviewer then asked if I had been to Papua New
Guinea or visited any other remote peoples in my research. I
replied that I had indeed studied many natives and aboriginals,
from the Banat to the Via Veneto in Rome, and from the Rue
d’Antibes in Cannes, to The King’s Road in Chelsea, L.ondon.
Here, I explained, there were rich pickings for any anthropolo-
gist, providing more insight into the woes and humour of the
world at large, than can be found in a remote village up the

vi
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Amazon.

This book bestowed a great honour upon me. It took a whole
page in the American Magazine, Newsweek, to vehemently crit-
icise it and a review in a New Orleans newspaper commented
that at last someone had managed to commit the perfect crime...
“The author of this book succeeded in offending everyone”.

Many people were offended by my suggestion that we were
neither fallen angels, nor risen apes, but fallen apes.

I was delighted when the book was published in Japan, my
esteem for the Japanese rose accordingly.

I was particularly lucky with my book, ‘Humour Therapy’,
published in Britain, in 1986, and translated into several lan-
guages. Its success was primarily due to the public’s great need
for humour. London ITV dedicated a programme to the book.
I had to give many lectures amongst which was one at a sympo-
sium organised for young actors and musicians, at St.
Bartholomew’s Hospital in L.ondon, explaining how a sense of
humour can help reduce stage fright or performance anxieties.

Luck also played a part in my getting a German edition of the
book published. Some of its British admirers suggested I try to
contact foreign publishers at the Frankfurt book fair, so I went
there with a few copies.

I found myself surrounded by thousands of visitors and
exhibitors, running around as if obsessed. Being lost in a crowd,
one notices the ugliness of humanity, which is intimidating and
depressing.

In the midst of my confusion I had a fortunate encounter: I
met a German literary agent that I had come to know in New
York. I asked her if there was a German publisher who might
be interested in my ‘Humour Therapy’, she suggested the
publisher Ariston Verlag, who specialised in books on comple-
mentary medicine.

The lady in charge of Ariston Verlag’s stand asked me to wait
while she dealt with another author. As I stood there watching
her, I nearly laughed out loud. She was around 65 years old, with

vil
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such a stern, humourless expression on her face that, I thought,
she only needed a Nazi uniform to be a perfect ‘Kapo’ in a con-
centration camp. I nearly left, so convinced was I that she would
be the last person to be interested in a book on humour.

She approached me, “Now, can I help you?” she said.

As I considered any effort to sell my book to such a gloomy
looking person would be useless, I decided to be flippant. 1
smiled and said,

“No Madam, you cannot help because I want to help you!”

She was surprised, “What do you mean?” she said.

“I want to help you to become an even bigger publisher,
because I have an original book for you, dealing with humour as
therapy.”

“This 1s so funny”, she answered with a more vivacious tone,
“this is very funny indeed”, she repeated.

“What the hell’s so funny?” I found myself laughing back.

“Just before we came to Frankfurt, our board decided we
should look around for a book on humour as therapy”, she
explained.

I left her two copies of my book. One month later, I had a
contract and an invitation to the launch of ‘Wer Lacht, Lebt’
(Who Laughs, Lives), at the book fair the following year, which
I attended. There I saw a big banner with the title of my book
in German, over the main alley leading to the fair.

The book became a best seller and was subsequently pub-
lished both as a paper back and as a pocket book.

I was also lucky with the book in Italy. There, I was inter-
viewed by the Italian State TV, by Berlusconi’s TV, and by
Monte Carlo TV. However, the one thing that really pleased me
was to be invited, by the City of Bordighera, to open its annual
festival on Humour, in September 1998.

The Festival Committee were so happy with my lecture on
the therapeutic potential of humour, that they asked me to open
the Millennium 2000 festival. The theme of the festival was
‘Humour and Sex’, which delighted me because it gave me the
chance to illustrate my controversial idea about the relationship

viil
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between the two.

In my lecture I pointed out that: “Humour and Sex can help
us realise how pathetic and comic Homo sapiens is. Other ani-
mals tend to limit their sexual activities to their ‘seasons’, we do
it regardless, thus wasting a great deal of vital energy. This is
mainly because we are a neotenous species, which stops matur-
ing at an infantile or adolescent phase of development. This is
particularly true for men; women tend, with their first pregnan-
cy, to reach a more complete maturity. In fact, the more infan-
tile our mentality, the more sexually active or obsessed we are.
We, in fact, develop the most comic creatures in nature, which
are ‘dirty old men’. We seldom see ‘dirty old women’....”

“...Sexual desires can limit our rationality, which can damage
our choice of a long term partner. On the other hand, a sense
of humour can reduce our obsession with sex, increase our
rationality and helps us to form a more solid and longer lasting
relationship with a partner....”

“...Sexual desires can destroy real love. Sexual desire or
obsession, without real love, can create jealousy. In fact, the
more fragile and insecure a person, the more he or she inclines
to develop sexual jealousy, self and selfish love. This is perhaps
so, because the more fragile and insecure we are, the more we are
inclined to develop possessiveness, a desire to dominate our part-
ner, which has no room for a sense of humour. A person with a
sense of humour is more able to develop a deep and tender
»

At the end of my opening speech, more women applauded
than men. Latin Lovers take sex very seriously.

In 1989 ‘Stress Addiction’ was published in Britain,
Germany and Argentina. The book explained the reasons for
our restlessness and agitation, above all it pointed out that many
people enjoy being agitated as it gives them the impression their
lives are more dramatic and interesting. The agitated seldom
realise that agitation creates tension, which can strain an organ-
ism and the mind, which can lead to physical and mental prob-

ixX
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lems. I stressed that agitation, in fact, kills life, as it kills time in
which to live.

In 1994, ‘Bio-Economy: Matriarchy in Post Capitalism’,
was published in Britain and Germany. This book explained that
the problems on our planet were created by the men who domi-
nated it, and still do. The efforts of women over the passed hun-
dred or so years, to attain equality with men, are somewhat mis-
guided. Women are naturally more mature and rational than
men, but unfortunately in their struggle for equality they are
becoming just as infantile, selfish and self-centred as men, with
tragicomic results. I also suggested that by taking the mother’s
family name, children might be more inclined to acquire mater-
nal attributes, which could become the pillars of a new economy.

There is no such thing as equality in nature, as equality is the
negation of attraction, and therefore sterile or indifferent.

‘Humour and Pathos in Judaeo-Christianity’, was pub-
lished in 1997. The book mainly deals with the incongruities
and absurdities of Western religious beliefs.

The Judaeo-Christian God created man in His own image,
entitling man, with his wishful, arrogant and aggressive beliefs,
to rule the planet. This was hardly the act of an intelligent God,
with genuine concerns for our planet and all other species that
lived on it. We also believe in our God’s omnipotence, a belief
which prevents us from realising that this supernatural power is
destroying the natural order.

In 2001 ‘Humour - Old People’s Only Saviour’, was pub-
lished. This book explains how a sense of humour can help us
reach a more balanced way of reasoning, paving the way for a
better quality of life in old age. The book advises people to pre-
pare and organise themselves for their old age, in order to sur-
vive. The increasing number of people living to old age, on a
planet with diminishing natural resources, could jeopardise their
very existence.
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‘Homo Puerilis’; published in 2003, explains the origins of
Western hypocrisy, the American infantile mentality and of the
conflict with the Muslim world. In spite of positive evidence to
the contrary, the Western world considers its civilisation superi-
or to any other. In spite of a belief in its superiority, the West has
been unable to discover the meaning of life. It has, quite ridicu-
lously, proposed the idea of a selfish gene, an idea that accom-
modates the West’s exploitive mentality. If) indeed, genes were
selfish, life would not have produced complex and co-operative
organisms, it would never have evolved beyond bacterium.

In 2005 ‘The Origin of the Mind and its Follies’, was
published. The book stresses that with the development of the
mind, of which we are so proud, came a life of beliefs, fantasies,
wars, revolutions, psychosomatic diseases, mental disorders,
depression and addictions, and ridicule. We are the only species
that both creates and leans on illusions; we thus deceive our-
selves, which i1s nicely ridiculed in this joke:

In a lunatic asylum, an inmate is playing patience, whilst
another lunatic stands watching the game.

After a moment, the onlooker remarks, “You are cheating.”

“I know,” says the player, “but I am so good at it, I don’t
notice.”

Xi
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MEMOIRS OF A NOMADIC HUMORIST

The Essence of Memory

In order to understand the way I have produced my memoirs,
it might be useful to know how I perceive the way in which our
memories are formed and evoked.

Any sensation or idea that we experience is accompanied by a
frequency of emotional energy, both of which are filed together
in our reservoir of memories.

The stronger the emotion that comes with any event or idea,
the deeper and more lasting is the memory of that event or idea.

Any event or idea in the present can revive one or more of the
events or ideas, registered on the same emotional frequency, in
our memory pool.

For instance, whenever I recall the bombing of Rome and the
loss of my room and possessions, I also remember the following
sequence of events and ideas.

As I sat lost in thought in the ruins of my room, an unex-
pected kiss on my cheek brought me back to reality. It was my
girlfriend, LLea Padovani, a student at the School of Drama, who
became one of the greatest Italian actresses and a major love of
Orson Welles.

“Thank God, you are alive,” she said, and offered me a place
to stay until I re-organised my life.

Unfortunately for our love, the moment Lea left drama school
she suffered a great success. This made her overly ambitious,
which all too soon, strangled her talent, which made her exces-
sively insecure. Both her ambition and insecurity drove her away
from me into the arms of the celebrated Orson Welles. However,
she soon realised that Orson was also a victim of early success
and just as ambitious and insecure. Their relationship ended,
leaving them both to their self-eroding pretensions.

Lea became obese and died in 1991. T still raise a glass of
champagne to her, on her birthday, toasting a basically decent
person, brought down by the fear of failure that comes with early
success. A world obsessed by success is also a world living in ter-

_1-
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BRANKO BOKUN

ror of failure. Terror tends to beget failure, as failure dissipates
terror. Lea loved champagne as it reminded her of her success.
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MEMOIRS OF A NOMADIC HUMORIST

Strutting Pigeon - Niven

I was sitting on a bench in Dovehouse Green, in Chelsea,
looking at a male pigeon courting a female. Whenever I see this
or similar displays, I always think of the actor David Niven.

I met David in 1965 at his villa ‘Lo Scoglietto’, near St. Jean
Cap Ferrat in the South of France. I was a frequent guest at his
house and often met up with him at various receptions or dinner
parties on the Riviera.

David was born to flirt, even his moustache looked more like
a toy than a sign of maturity. He was able to seduce the most
attractive women wherever in the world he went. The famously
beautiful actress, Ava Gardner, repeatedly said that David’s flirt-
ing could transform even the most fanatical Catholic nun into a
coquette. “Every woman harbours a coquette inside herself,”
said Ava, whom I used to see in Llondon in her later years, “but
very few men know enough of the art of flirtation to bring it out.
Flirtation becomes an art when it is play, when it 1s flirtation for
flirtation’s sake.”

Once I knew him better, I realised that David’s flirting was
inspired by his gentleness and generosity, which was nurtured by
his love of loving. Because of this, David’s flirting had taste and
elegance.

When I met David, he was married to Hjordis, a beautiful
Swedish model. Hjordis was deeply insecure, like many women
who are known for, and make a living out of| their beauty. She
had difficulty in overcoming her insecurity as she grew older.
This was compounded by the fact that she had come from a
provincial life, into the glamorous and cosmopolitan world of the
French Riviera, in which David moved with such an ease and
grace. As David became more successful as an actor and writer,
her insecurity increased.

At some point Hjordis decided to solve her problem by imi-
tating David’s flirtatious game. She was not a natural flirt, like
David, and 1n order to encourage herself, she started drinking.

3.
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BRANKO BOKUN

Under the influence of alcohol she went beyond the limits of
taste and decency.

She gradually became aggressive, which was embarrassing,
particularly when she played her amorous games in front of
David. Occasionally I became the target of her attention, but I
managed to stop her by jokingly saying that I was a paedophile.

When David became terminally ill, Hjordis became nasty and
vindictive. She turned her love into hate and took pleasure in
insults. Her final spiteful act was her decision not to be buried
next to David in the peaceful Chateau-d’Oex cemetery, in
Switzerland.

Whenever I think of marriages between different mentalities
and cultures, I always remember an old Italian proverb: “Oxen
and wives should be chosen inside your own village.”
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MEMOIRS OF A NOMADIC HUMORIST

Emile Cioran

One day I was having my daily Cappuccino in Picasso Café in
Chelsea when a new waitress served me. She told me that she was
a Romanian from Transylvania.

Transylvania reminded me of Emile Cioran, who originally
came from there. I met him in the Sorbonne University’s stu-
dent cafeteria, in 1946.

I always thought that some people liked to complain because
it gave them a sense of importance. When I met Cioran I dis-
covered that some people actually take pleasure in being persist-
ently pessimistic. If challenged they invariably say they are not
pessimistic, merely realistic. In fact, they make a profession out
of being miserable, never pleased or satisfied and they generally
suffer great uncertainty and anxiety.

Cioran was a Romanian refugee who became an important
French writer. He was particularly appreciated by those who
found Schopenhauer’s gloominess too mild, a tendency that is on
the increase.

We spent many hours together in cafés, discussing his theo-
ries. I found his extreme pessimism amusing. He had a bizarre
theory, he insisted that he loved and cultivated nihilism and its
hopelessness because they provided him with freedom from fear.
He would explain that, “When you are without hope, you are not
afraid, you are not threatened anymore. When you reach ‘les
cimes du désespoir’, you achieve the ultimate freedom of the
devil, which has a seductive perfume.”

The Devil, according to Cioran, was more powerful than an
omnipotent God because he was free to sin, he had nothing to
lose. Cioran would say that an all powerful God should have
known that, by kicking an angel out of heaven, He was creating
something more powerful than Himself, something with no con-
straints. “Both God and man are stupid,” he used to insist,
“they debase the vanquished by transforming them into enemies
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and then they develop such a fear of their enemies, they start
being influenced by them.”

He also said that only the Devil can play and laugh. God, and
man created in His image, cannot be happy because they hope.
So, if our God never laughs, it proves that he is never free and
eternally insecure. Now if we consider that our behaviour is
influenced by the Devil, then the absurd mess our lives are in
starts to make sense. If we imagine that the world was created
by God, we must really be confused, for how can we believe that
an omniscient and omnipotent god, who cannot laugh, would
create such a joke. “After all”, he went on to say, “I come from
Transylvania, where they worship the Devil, Dracula, more than
God.”

Cioran adored paradoxical ideas, which made people use their
brains instead of falling prey to the wishful beliefs or prejudices
of their minds. “I am allergic to beliefs”, he would emphasise
with a vindictive smile on his hard and craggy face. I remem-
bered him once saying that he found it an exquisite pleasure to
smile, because his smile was that of a sceptic, who has been
proved right. A sceptic’s smile is directed inwards, it is a private
affair. Laughter projects outward, it belongs in the public
domain. One seldom laughs alone.

“Not to be born is undoubtedly the best condition of all.
Unfortunately it is out of everyone’s reach,” was another of his
frequent laments. “Suicide is a possible remedy, worth keeping
in mind, but it is rather ugly and messy.”

I sometimes wonder what could have caused Cioran’s pes-
simism and melancholy. I think part of the answer might lie in
the fact that, in adolescence, we tend to take on a persona that
gives us some confidence, a sense of importance, something with
which to impress others. Often the more insecure we are, the
more imaginative we become and the more outrageous our
adopted attitudes become. Once it is entrenched, we spend the
rest of our lives living up to that persona.

I told him that his sadness was consuming his ‘élan vital,” his
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vital energy, leaving him empty. I tried to tell him that by fight-
ing the negative side of life with humour, he might gain a more
joyful life. He answered that vengeance was his sole purpose and
pleasure in existing and writing. He never understood that life
tends to repay you in kind.

Upon reaching his three score years and ten, Cioran, the great
purveyor of melancholy and nihilism, fell in love like an adoles-
cent boy, with Friedgard Thoma, a young German student of
philosophy. In one of his letters to her, after their amorous rela-
tionship in Paris, he wrote, “You are the centre of my life, the
goddess of someone who does not believe in anything, the
supreme happiness and unhappiness that happened to me.”

He was obsessed with her body. When he discovered that she
had had a sexual relationship with another man, his whole mind
and body became consumed with jealousy. He wrote in his
‘Cahiers’, “I would like to place my head forever under your
skirt.”

Cioran died in agony, the death of a failed cynic, in 1995, hav-
ing been cared for to the end by his companion, Simone Boué¢,
who had loved her ‘enfant prodige’ long and deeply. She knew
about Friedgard.
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Vatican Inmates WWII

Vatican City, St. Peter’s Square, Rome, Italy. A fine address
for anyone, but during WWII, it became something of an
upmarket internment camp for a certain group of people.

Today, watching Pope John Paul II on television in my flat in
Chelsea, as he gave his Easter blessing to the crowds from his
balcony overlooking St. Peter’s Square, I was reminded of this.
Life within the Vatican City Limits, for Ambassadors to the
Holy See who represented countries at war with Italy during
WWII, was extraordinary and intense.

In 1929, after 60 years of wrangling, the Lateran Agreement
finally ratified a legal coexistence between Italy and the Vatican.
It decreed that foreign diplomatic representatives to the Holy
See did not have to actually live on Vatican soil and were free to
live in Italy.

However, just a few years later, when Italy declared war on
various countries such as the U.S.A.; UK., France, Brazil,
Belgium, Holland, Czechoslovakia and Yugoslavia, their diplo-
mats were expelled from Italy, and that included those accredit-
ed to the Vatican. Those wishing to remain at their posts had to
find accommodation and offices on Vatican soil, mostly within
the confines of the square mile of the Vatican City State.

Once inside, they were only allowed out if they needed hos-
pital treatment, or they were returning to their own countries.
They would be taken in the appropriate wvehicle, either
Ambulance or a Police van, with blacked out windows, from
inside the Vatican City, directly to hospital or Ciampino Airport.

Those that stayed were isolated. Almost no-one from the out-
side world could get in to see them. The only access into the
Vatican City was by reporting to the Swiss Guards at the Porta
di Bronzo, with either a special pass or an invitation from a sen-
ior Vatican official who lived and worked inside. Invitations
from Ambassadors representing countries at war with Italy were
not valid. All visitors came under the intense and systematic
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scrutiny of the Italian police who were permanently stationed by
Bernini’s columns, just in front of the Bronze door. Spies were
everywhere, and so was paranoia.

I was fascinated by this seeming impregnability of the
Vatican, which I managed to circumvent by sheer circumstance.

When I first met Antonio Nogara, at a student meeting at the
Dante Alighieri Academy, I had no idea that he was living with
his parents inside the Vatican City. He was one of those people
who enjoyed pleasing others. As I was a foreigner in Rome, he
somehow felt protective towards me.

Whenever I needed to get into the Vatican City, mostly to see
the acting Yugoslav Ambassador, Kosta Cukic, Antonio would
‘invite me to lunch’ or some other such excuse.

Kosta Cukic was living in Palazzo Santa Marta, together with
the British Diplomatic Representative, Sir Francis d’Arcy
Godolphin Osborne and the Representative of the American
President. I would take him letters received by the International
Red Cross, from Jewish and other Yugoslavs hiding out in Italy,
asking for help. With funds from various sources, including Sir
Francis d’Arcy Osborne, Kosta would do all he could to help.

He also talked to me for hours about how it felt to be confined
and restricted, albeit within such a prestigious and well supplied
world. There were times, such as during the afternoon when the
Pope took a walk, when they were not even allowed out in the
grounds.

“Everyone here has to either develop a hobby or go mad,”
Kosta explained one day. “Most of the diplomats attempt to
write, mainly about the past, in fact, most of the books they take
out of the library are about history. I play tennis and the wives
spend their time dressing up as if to go out. However, the one
thing we all have in common is an increasing inability to concen-
trate.”

Apparently, along with many of his cohabitants, another pas-
time was ‘neighbourhood watch’, with little opportunity to
report to anyone. He admitted that confinement had increased
his need to talk, and that it was no use talking to his wife as she
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never listened. “In fact,” he complained, “nobody listens to any-
body here. They just smile at you, pretending to listen. It is not
that they don’t want to listen, it’s as if they’ve gone deaf.”

With me, an attentive audience, he would expand upon his
theories. “We are all becoming increasingly agitated and nervous.
Everyone is a spy of some sort or another. Most of us are para-
noid and spend much of the time dwelling on gloomy fantasies
and suspicions, some of which, of course, are true, but which?
That is the problem!”

Kosta also observed that the longer these highly motivated
‘intellectuals’ remained incarcerated, the more morose and
moronic they became and the greater their ability to reason
became impaired. For instance, in a letter dated 15th September
1942, the English representative in the Vatican stated that his
Government was of the opinion that the Soviets had no inten-
tion of Bolshevising Europe and that the Vatican should not
worry about Catholic Poland, Lithuania, Slovakia and Hungary.

Vatican diplomacy was scandalised by such naivety. Pope
Pius XII had hated and feared the Communists, ever since they
had assaulted him in his office as Papal Nuncio in Munich in
1922, and was fully aware of the real threat from Communism.

Anxiety gave way to real fear when, on the evening of
November the 5th 1943, four bombs landed inside the Vatican
City, in the courtyard of the Mosaic workshop, causing very lit-
tle damage and no loss of life.

The following day the headlines of the official Vatican news-
paper, ‘L.’ Osservatore Romano’, read: “We deeply deplore this
violation of the Vatican City, whose neutrality safeguards the
freedom and religion of the World.”

On reading this, I knew that the Vatican was convinced that
the Allies would win the War. Linking ‘freedom,’ the battle cry
of the Allies, with ‘religion,” was good propaganda for the
Catholic Church.

No one ever found out who dropped the bombs and the usual
conspiracy theories split Rome.

The anti-Germans accused the Germans, the pro-Germans
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accused the ‘barbarous Anglo-Saxon gangsters.’

Cynics claimed that the Vatican had managed to bomb its own
territory in order to be considered a victim of the War, arguing
that the bombs had been aimed with such precision as to cause
the least possible damage.

A group of jokers announced that the bombs were dropped
by Tito’s partisans because the Pope did not include Tito in his
prayers and because he had not ordered the Catholic Croats to
join Tito’s Communist Army. Tito was probably amused to hear
that he was being credited with having such resources.

In the spring of 1944, just a few months before the liberation
of Rome, paranoia turned fear into the dreadful panic of the
trapped. The diplomats became convinced that, at any moment,
the Germans would take them all captive, including the Pope,
and transport them to Germany. The German Ambassador to
the Vatican tried to reassure them that this was not the case, but
this only increased their suspicions. Even attempts to calm them
by the Italian Ambassador to the Holy See, Bernardo Attolico di
Adelfa, backfired, as he had previously been the Italian
Ambassador to Berlin.

As the tension increased, the whole population within the
City State, Vatican officials, the diplomats, certain politicians
from the Italian Christian Party hiding from the fascist Police,
their families and staff, became territorial, intolerant, irritable
and even aggressive. Typically, in the case of the diplomats this
was vented, more often than not, by muttering verbal insults
behind the backs of those they were insulting.

Gone were the uplifting jokes from the beginning of their
incarceration. Even the ever courteous and charming, Sir
Francis d’Arcy Osborne, no longer joked and the other diplo-
mats stopped teasing him about the affection he shared with
Queen Elizabeth, The Queen Mother (that he would remain a
bachelor as long as she remained married). I rather missed his
excellent rendition of the ‘old chestnut’ which he would repeat
‘ad nauseam’.

“The difference between a diplomat and a lady is that, when
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a diplomat says ‘yes’, it means ‘maybe’, when he says ‘maybe’, it
implies ‘no’; and when he says ‘no’, he is not a diplomat. When
a lady says ‘no’, it implies ‘maybe’, when she says ‘maybe’, it
means ‘yes’, and when she says ‘yes’, it means that she is not a
lady.”

I discovered another way of finding out what was happening
inside the Vatican when a friend took me to a nearby pizzeria, the
meeting place for all the builders, gardeners and window clean-
ers who worked inside the Vatican Walls. My friend introduced
me to the owner, Bonafede, a chatty and jovial ‘Romano de
Roma.” It was a good place to listen for Vatican gossip.

One of Bonafede’s favourite stories was about the tarts that
were smuggled into the Vatican, to ‘relieve the bachelors’.
Dressed as nuns they would be passed through the Sant’Anna
entrance. Bonafede would claim that a ‘certain’ Polish diplomat,
claimed he had had sex with one of them without disrobing her,
giving him the pleasure of two sins.

Bonafede, who normally talked loudly, always told this partic-
ular story ‘sotto voce’.

At the end of October 1943, Dr. Hans Wolf de Salis, my boss
in the International Red Cross in Rome, knowing of my access to
the Vatican, asked me to pass a copy of a letter he had sent to his
superior in Geneva, to the British representative in the Vatican.
I was rather proud to be asked and the letter was delivered. It
contained the following text:

“The Situation of the Jews in Italy: The situation of the Jews
in northern Italy seems exactly the same as here in Rome, where
many people are being arrested and detained. The Army chiefs
have absolutely no say in the matter, the whole operation is in the
exclusive hands of the SS, who are answerable to no-one, not
even to the military High Command, so I’'m afraid that for the
present we cannot possibly hope to intervene either. Our task is
more and more wearing on the nerves, and there is the extra
fatigue caused by having to work long hours of overtime virtual-
ly every day. People we were looking after, as well as unofficial
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helpers, even neighbours, are continually being arrested on
charges which carry the most serious consequences. Political
detainees in prison are being partially transferred from Italian to
German hands and a huge number of Italians are trying to go
into hiding. Illegality stalks the land and people are turning to
us from all sides, in the hope of getting some advice.”

Although paranoid, the Diplomatic inmates of the Vatican
City had many reasons to be fearful, not just for themselves, but
for all they felt responsible for, their relatives, friends and allies
throughout Europe. Despite all this, a great many people were
helped, rescued and protected through the efforts of those with-
in the Vatican, though quite a few minds were lost.

After the War, Sir Francis d’Arcy Osborne spent most of his
retirement in Rome, a city he loved and was loved by. Whenever
he needed some extra money, often because of his own generos-
ity, the Roman aristocracy would organise an exhibition of his
paintings and help him by buying them. Just before the end of
his life, he inherited the title of Duke of Leeds, which died out
with him in 1964. It could not have gone to rest with a better
person. Sir Francis d’Arcy Osborne was a real gentleman and,
as his friend Queen Elizabeth the Queen Mother, is reported to
have said, he had the neatest and loveliest of feet.

Kosta Cukic became a political refugee when Tito took over
Yugoslavia after the war. Years later, I ran into him in Paris. He
was still talking about his time inside the Vatican, this time with
some considerable nostalgia.
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Giorgio de Chirico

This evening, as I had dinner in the house of an art dealer, I
saw a painting by Giorgio De Chirico, hanging on the wall of his
dining room. It was from his cubist period, showing an empty
public space in a ghost town with some mannequin like statues.

It was a pleasant reminder of the time, in the 1950s in Rome,
when De Chirico, despite his eminent position in the world of
art, and being 30 years my senior, enjoyed my company. He said
that joking with me took him back to his youth. He was a con-
summate tease who also loved being teased back. Even when he
was painting in his studio he would mutter some nonsensical
rhyme to himself, such as “I like Gide, I like Claudel - but I pre-
fer créeme caramel,” teasingly playing with one of several lan-
guages he knew. I would, semi-seriously, call him “maestrissimo”
or “pictor optimus,” which amused him.

Even today, De Chirico is always referred to as an enigma. He
was of Italian Sicilian and Italian Genoese parentage yet born in
Greece, where he spent his childhood. He studied art in Athens,
Florence and Germany.

By 1911 he had become a dominant figure of the Paris art
world. Then, just as Surrealism reached its peak with André
Breton’s Surrealistic manifesto in 1926, he outraged it by return-
ing to figurative painting.

His Sicilian ancestry gave him a rather mystic and intimidat-
ing dignity, which, together with his eccentricity and eclectic
background, gave rise to the enigmatic image that he cultivated
with extreme pleasure, and his ‘about face’ on Surrealism mere-
ly helped to underpin that image.

We often sat together on the steps of Piazza di Spagna, near
his penthouse in Rome, when he would talk, at great length,
about his break with Surrealism. Judging by the nostalgic tone
he used when speaking on the subject, I suspect he regretted
some of it.
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Here are some of his thoughts and his reasoning behind the
break:

“The aim of classical painting was to help the observer
improve his or her sense of harmony, to attain the relaxation that
comes from serenity or beauty, to lead him or her towards the
truth, which is mainly achieved through our sensory perception
and experience.

With the advent of Surrealism, we started being guided more
by the mind’s abstractions than by our senses.

Abstract Surrealistic painting stimulates the mind’s abstract
activity, and its fantasies. By increasing the activity of our mind,
we increase our mind’s negative characteristics, which are pre-
tentiousness, aggressiveness, cruelty, wickedness and perversion.
In fact, the founders of Surrealism even came to worship the
Marquis de Sade.

By increasing the mind’s activity, Surrealism encourages its
fantasies, its speculations and its exaltations, which are the ene-
mies of reality.

The mind tends to replace reality with virtuality, an invention
of the mind’s desires.

Surrealists apparently need an increasing amount of drugs
and alcohol to produce their fantasies.

Surrealism also contributed to the rise of abstract and absurd
ideologies, such as Fascism, Nazism and Communism.

A Surrealistic mind sees the world through its capricious
wishfulness, which only sees what it wants to see and ignores
anything that is contrary to its expectations.

A Surrealist’s abstract painting encourages mediocre minds
to feel important, which I decided to stop doing.

Surrealistic painting, for the observer dominated by his mind,
1s a mirror in which his or her narcissism seeks its illusions.

Surrealists are the leaders of modernistic imbecility.”

De Chirico asked me, several times, to sit for him so he could
do a portrait of me dressed as a Montenegrin bandit or a
Dalmatian pirate. However, I never did, I told him I was super-
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stitious and thought that portraits brought bad luck. His
response was to call me a Balkan peasant.

He died aged 90, in Rome, in 1978. He had always said that
his longevity was due to his joking mentality which meant he saw
life as an ‘opera buffa’. Whenever I visited his grave, in the
Church of San Francesco a Ripa, a sense of lightness would
invade me. It was a feeling he always inspired in those he could
joke with, or tease, or be teased by.

De Chirico was one of many artists and sculptors I have met
throughout the years in Paris, Rome, New York and London. I
developed a new theory about the visual arts, which I explained
in my book “The Origin of the Mind and its Follies’.

A painter or sculpture depicts a moment of static and sterile
lifelessness. There is nothing ‘created’. ‘Objets d’Art’ have even
been known to intimidate a particularly sensitive audience, caus-
ing dizziness or fainting. It is a medically recognised condition
known as Stendahl syndrome, after the author, Stendahl, who
was the first to recognise and describe it.

Nature is alive, it moves, vibrates and radiates. An artistic
rendition cannot recreate that - it can only entomb it, turning
natural beauty into something still and dead. Throughout histo-
ry our ‘artistic creativity’ has destroyed vast swathes of natural
beauty. It is almost as if, by copying it and manipulating the
image, we feel we own it, we feel the excitement of control,
which makes us feel important.

To covet or purchase such an image degrades nature, and
desensitises us to the true harmony of natural beauty.

We are excited by the deforming power of a Picasso, we even
admire the ugliness of the women in his art. We never ask our-
selves if, in spite of his renowned sexual vigour, whether Picasso
or his admirers would have procreated with women that look like
those in his paintings.

Art galleries are mausoleums, where the mourners creep
around in studied silence under the bored gravity of attendant
pallbearers.

I have seldom seen people coming out of these galleries look-
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ing happy or serene, as one might, having just observed a beau-
tiful view in the open countryside.

Art lovers insist that exposure to art has an ennobling effect.
If this is the case, it is difficult to explain why so many brutal
criminals can love art or be artistically creative.

Many Nazis were passionate art collectors. Hitler was a
painter, and Stalin wrote poetry. Artists are often arrogant and
aggressive people.

In fact, there have been periods in history when a great bur-
geoning of artistic creativity coincided with atrocious crimes and
violence, as in the 5th century BC in Greece, and the 15th and
16th centuries in Western Christendom. The Spanish
Inquisition took place during the golden age of Spanish art. The
19th century and the first half of the 20th century were rich in
artistic creativity, but also produced a series of colonial wars, two
world wars and countless persecutions and massacres.

Perhaps Damian Hirst is closer to the truth about creative art
than even he could imagine.

I will always remember one of De Chirico’s theories about
life. He truly believed that relationships between men and
women should follow a tradition of ancient Greece. There,
women were considered to fall into one of three categories, one
type was for intellectual pursuits, which in Ancient Greece was
provided by ‘hetairas’, one type for procreation, those with
maternal attributes, who might be his wife, and one for sex,
either concubines, slaves or prostitutes.

He said “I would have no great desire to have sex for pleasure
with the mother of my children, nor do I find erudite women
sexually attractive. As for tarts, one should not contemplate hav-
ing children by such women, nor expect to have a serious dis-
cussion with them, about the meaning of life, or the existence of
god.”

De Chirico was married twice. His first wife was Raissa
Calzo, a Russian Ballet star and his second, Isabella Packswer (or
Far), was extremely knowledgeable and highly intelligent.
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I often accompanied him to a bordello around the corner from
his house. Both wives knew about his visits there. He had no
children as he was never attracted, as Picasso was, to broody
women.
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Spies - from Kurtna to Manci

Some copies of the re-print of my book, ‘Spy in the Vatican
arrived from my Italian publisher today, and it made me think
about the many spies I had known, during and after World War
II.

In 1942, two friends taught me a great deal about the world of
espionage, one an Italian who worked in Italian Intelligence
(SIM - Servizio Informatzioni Militari) and the other a
Slovenian, who worked in ‘Russicum’, a Vatican college, estab-
lished in 1928 to educate missionaries to go into the Soviet
Union and Eastern Europe.

Most spies are made through circumstance rather than
choice. Information is always a valuable commodity, but in the
midst of war it also gives the trafficker a sense of control over a
generally chaotic situation, when little else does. In a world full
of threat and uncertainty, to have information that someone is
willing to pay for, either in money, or in kind (travel passes,
identity documents, release from prison or just to be left alone)
is to have the illusion of safety. Then comes the thrill of being
successful, having the skills to win through and survive.

The most successful spies, at least those I recognised as such,
could be generous, charming and intelligent and beguiling.
They were also ruthless, unscrupulous, often sexually frigid, and
certainly had little or no sense of humour. Above all, just like
gamblers and high risk-takers, they were Adrenaline Junkies,
especially the double agents. Without the ‘rush’ they received
from their work they easily became apathetic or depressed.

Alexander Kurtna was one of the most obscure double agents.
I first met him in 1941, at the Hungarian Academy in Rome, a
gathering place with readily available food. I went on to meet
him many times, in many different places.

He was a small insignificant and compliant mouse of a man
who travelled paths laid out for him by others. His story is one
of circumstance; he was moulded, from an early age, into what
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he became, but I doubt his teachers could have foreseen how far
their student would go.

He was born in Estonia in 1914, when it was part of Tsarist
Russia. At 18 he entered the Russian Seminary to prepare to
become an Orthodox priest.

By the time he was twenty he had converted to Catholicism
and entered the Jesuit Seminary in Dubno, Poland. He was an
exceptionally dedicated and enthusiastic student. He possessed
extremely valuable assets, such as a knowledge of the Estonian,
Russian, Polish, Ukrainian, German, English and Italian lan-
guages, so the Jesuits arranged a special ‘scholarship’ for him to
study at ‘Russicum’ in Rome.

Whilst at Russicum he became a frequent visitor to the
Vatican Library and Archives, gaining entry by explaining that
he was researching the history of the Catholic Church’s rela-
tionship with the Baltic Countries.

It was here that he became a close friend of the influential
French Cardinal Tisserant, who was in charge of the
Congregation of Eastern Churches. Tisserant employed him as
the official translator for his organisation, which gave Kurtna
access to the Vatican’s correspondence with its agents or friends
in Soviet Union.

Kurtna played an influential part in Tisserant’s plans to con-
tact pro-Catholic partisans within the Soviet Union, by using
agents posing as Chaplains to the German Army that occupied
the Soviet Union from June 1941.

He also befriended Monsignor Montini (future Pope Paul
VI), who was pro-secretary of the Vatican State, and had a par-
ticular interest in Soviet Policy in Russia, and the Baltic
Countries.

Kurtna travelled extensively throughout the Baltic States
both before and after they became part of the Soviet Union in
1940.

In that year he notched up another ‘scholarship’, this time
from the Soviet Academy in Moscow to study medieval policies
of the Vatican.
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In the meantime he also paid regular visits to the German
Historical Institute in Rome. This Institute was a cover for
German spies who operated under Major Herbert Kappler, the
Gestapo representative at the German Embassy in Rome who
had a special interest in Vatican activity. Kurtna notched up
another ‘scholarship’ from the Institute’s Research Fund.

When Kappler discovered Kurtna’s activities on behalf of the
Soviets, he employed him to send disinformation to Moscow.

In July 1942, Italian counter-espionage, not knowing about
Kurtna’s association with German intelligence, arrested him,
accusing him of being a Soviet Agent.

After a long investigation, Kurtna was condemned to death
just as the Italians surrendered to the Allied forces in 1943. The
Germans immediately occupied the north and centre of Italy.
The Gestapo chief in Rome (Kappler) released Kurtna from
prison, and continued to use him to misinform Russia and keep
him up to date on the Vatican’s activities.

Kurtna also returned to his job of translator with the
Congregation of Fastern Churches, and they too continued to
use him to pass their disinformation to both the Germans and
the Soviets.

The last time I saw Kurtna and his gloomy Russian wife,
Anna Hublitz (who was from Leningrad and worked in Italian
radio broadcasting propaganda to Eastern Europe) was back at
the Hungarian Academy in Rome, just a few days before the
Allied forces finally reached and liberated the Italian capital.

In 1945 Kurtna was kidnapped by Soviet agents and taken to
Russia where he apparently ended up in a labour camp and dis-
appeared into oblivion. His wife was also never heard of again.
If he had survived the war I doubt he would have had any kind
of happy existence.

In contrast, Dusko Popov, probably one of the greatest spies
of the Second World War, conducted a virtuoso performance as
double agent between the British and Germans, whilst living life
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to the full as an ebullient playboy.

Dusko Popov is famous for informing J. Edgar Hoover, then
head of the US Intelligence Service, of the impending Japan
attack on Pearl Harbour, and being ignored. The Germans knew
what the Japanese intended, because they had been asked to get
them copies of the British battle plans which decimated the
Italian Navy at Taranto. The German Military Attaché in
Lisbon informed Dusko and told him to go and tell the
Americans. The Germans did not want the Americans to come
into the war. The rest is history.

Dusko tried, unsuccessfully, to discover why America did not
do anything to prevent the attack, or reduce its damage. He died,
in 1981, convinced that Americans allowed Pearl Harbour to
happen as it did because they needed a ‘casus belli’ to enter the
war.

Dusko had wealth, charm and ‘joie de vivre’. He had been
paid well for his activities during the war and when he retired to
the South of France, he built and sold a villa resort, and bought
a magnificent villa for himself in Opio. He had one son from his
first marriage before the war, and married again, a young and
lovely Swedish girl, with whom he had three sons.

However, despite all this, as he got older, like many of his
English, German and French colleagues, that I met at his villa
after the war, he was prone to episodes of deep depression.

One such colleague was the former British Intelligence agent
and author, Graham Greene. His great love, the coquettish
Yvonne Cloetta, told me that she could not reconcile his passion
for danger and taking risks with the depression he suffered from.

Greene and I would meet in the harbour at Antibes and I
sometimes had to look away when I saw him walking towards me
with Yvonne’s cocker spaniel. The similarity in the gloomy look
on the face of the man and on his mistress’s dog was just too sad.

I remember, on one of the many afternoons spent under the
shade of an olive tree in Dusko’s courtyard in Opio after the war,
sitting with Dusko and Graham Greene.

I listened while they talked about their operations in Lisbon
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in the spring and summer of 1944, when they had prepared,
through their contacts with the German resistance, to overthrow
Hitler and end the war.

Greene had established a good relationship with Otto John,
the German resistance’s representative in Lisbon, who worked
for Lufthansa. Dusko, through his friend, Johann Jebsen, was
working for Admiral Canaris, the head of German Military
Intelligence.

Both Dusko’s and Greene’s men were in direct contact with
Colonel Claus von Stauffenberg, the man who was planning both
Hitler’s assassination and a military rebellion against the Nazi
regime.

After the failure of the attempt to eliminate Hitler, on the
20th of July 1944, all their contacts were killed by the Gestapo,
along with Admiral Canaris.

Dusko and Greene had been surprised and frustrated because
Kim Philby had been against any help being given to the
German resistance in their plotting of an anti-Nazi coup, and
obstructed their work.

They discussed the truth behind Philby’s behaviour. German
resistance intended to seek peace once they had overthrown the
Nazi regime, but Soviet Russia, Philby’s paymaster, was already
advancing towards central Europe and Germany. Stalin had no
interest in peace, his supreme aim was to occupy vast areas of
Europe.

Dusko and Greene went on to talk about another episode that
day. In December 1948 Philby organised a group of Albanians
in Malta to be sent to overthrow their country’s Communist
government. Then, after having shaken hands with them, and
wished them good luck with the liberation of their country,
Philby informed the Soviet KGB, to inform the Albanian
Communist government of the time and place of their arrival.
They all perished.

I asked Dusko why, suspecting that Philby was working for
Soviet Intelligence, no one had done anything about it.

“Because everybody feared the consequences of telling any-
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one else of their suspicions,” he explained.

On 19th July 1994, I went to Sotheby’s in L.ondon to see the
auction of Kim Philby’s private belongings that his Russian
widow was selling, in order to survive. I was curious, I wanted
to know what kind of people would bid for the personal items of
a man who had committed treason and sent so many people to
their death, mainly for his own personal excitement. The bid-
ders were mainly gloomy looking men.

As I mentioned, having met many spies, I noticed that most
rarely laugh and few have any sense of humour, which reminds
me of these lines from Thomas Carlyle’s ‘Sartor Resartus’: “The
man who cannot laugh, is not only fit for treason, stratagems and
spoils, but his whole life is already a treason and a stratagem.”

Most spies, with some notable exceptions, appear to be peo-
ple who do not like themselves very much. They tend to look
depressed, mournful or dejected, as one can see in many of the
photos of ‘the Cambridge spies’, Blunt, Philby, Burgess and
Macl.ean. In fact, I have no doubt that amongst the organisa-
tions that specialise in catching spies are those skilled in phys-
iognomy, it would make sense to me.

Paradoxically, many intelligence service agents are seldom
that intelligent; they believe they are clever and that prevents
them achieving acuity or brilliance. The intrigue and constant
distrust involved in surreptitiously gathering information or
catching those who would steal it, and all the while trying to hide
one’s true identity or purpose, is a strenuous and tense activity.
Persistent tension and strain invariably leads to melancholy.

Anthony Blunt’s double life produced an aesthetic irony. He
was an eminent art historian, a director of the Courtauld
Institute and Keeper of, then Adviser to, the Queen’s art collec-
tion. At the same time he was an ardent supporter of the Soviet
Union, a regime whose idea of art was based on grave and ugly
‘Socialist Realism’.
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Another episode of Dusko’s work for British Intelligence
turned out to be a farce worthy of the stage.

Recently much about ‘The Mayfair’s Mata Hari’ has
appeared in the British press, galvanised by the ‘thousand-page
file released at the National Archives’. Both the allusion to 1914
and the assumptions of the title are mistaken. It seems De
Chirico’s description of the Surrealist’s mentality ‘seeing only
what it wants to see’ applies.

In 1935, a young woman of Hungarian parentage, Malwina
Gertler, was brought to L.ondon by her lover, Edward Stanislas
Weisblatt. She soon became known as Manci, which well suited
her charm and exuberant generosity.

Manci was twenty-seven years old, of simple background
and modest education. Edward Weisblatt was a wealthy Polish
arms dealer, who had made a fortune selling to both sides in the
Spanish Civil War. He moved her into his apartment at the
Dorchester Hotel.

In 1938, Weisblatt transferred his business to Paris, leaving
her to enjoy his apartment and the chauffeur driven Rolls-Royce.
Before he left, he arranged a marriage for her, so that she could
gain British Citizenship, and become a Lady, to L.ord Howard of
Effingham. Manci never consummated the marriage, and Lord
Effingham never insisted, as a gentleman he respected the
arrangement.

Manci was a very loving soul, she adored living in London,
being courted and escorted. She had many amorous relation-
ships, mostly with foreign diplomats, including Ivan Maisky, the
Soviet Ambassador.

She also emulated the other women in her circle and spent
time helping at the ‘United Services Canteen Club’ in London,
mingling with service men.

Life in wartime L.ondon, for an attractive flirt, from an unso-
phisticated background, with a title, an exotic accent, an apart-
ment at the Dorchester, chauffeur driven Rolls-Royce, a wealthy
and absent lover, was exciting and full, and she embraced it.

It was probably inevitable that British Intelligence should
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start suspecting that she was using her charms to gather infor-
mation for Weisblatt, and that she used the diplomatic bags of
her foreign lovers in L.ondon, to send it to him.

She was soon caught up in a vicious circle. The stronger the
suspicions of British Intelligence, the more the news spread, the
more foreign diplomats courted her. The more they courted her,
the more confused she became. The more confused and
bemused she appeared, the ‘naive vagueness’ mentioned in the
MI5 reports about her, the more convinced were British
Intelligence and the foreign diplomats that she was playing an
astute game, pretending to be simple in order to gain the infor-
mation her lover wanted.

Then the French Intelligence Service, which considers all
successful or clever foreigners to be spies, came up with the idea
that Manci’s Polish lover in Paris was a double agent, spying for
the Germans and Russians.

The French informed the British of their suspicion, which
made the British even more convinced they were right about
Manci.

In February 1941, Manci was arrested and interned in
Holloway Prison. Dusko was brought in from Lisbon to inter-
rogate her. He was chosen because he had been born in the
Banat when it had been a Hungarian province, spoke the lan-
guage and knew the mentality.

The moment Dusko started interviewing her he realised that
she was typical of Hungarian women, who simply loved to flirt.
He also discovered that everything that his British colleagues
found suspicious had a more obvious and less sinister explana-
tion.

Her confusion was not an act to gain the confidence of her
diplomatic targets, but that of an insecure woman, far from
her humble roots, out of her depth in London society and sur-
rounded by lovers, eager to exploit her.

Her heavy accent was not the clever seductive manipulation of
a spy, but characteristic of Hungarians who are in love with their
own language. Dusko explained to his colleagues, “Hungarians
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are deeply proud of their language. Ever since 1848, when their
great romantic and nationalistic revolution established the
Magyar culture, background, and language, they have insisted
on speaking any foreign language with strong overtones of their
own.”

Her association with foreign diplomats can also be explained
by the magnet that one foreigner has for another, when both are
away from home.

Her job at the ‘United Service Canteen Club’ was not an
opportunity to pick the brains of careless servicemen, but she
did it, as she told Dusko, somewhat offended, “because most
other [titled] Ladies did it.”

In the end Dusko, who loved to joke, explained to those in
charge of Manci’s affair, that, as the West considers sex a com-
modity to barter with, it would not understand Manci’s love of
sex for pleasure.

Dusko said that his remark had managed to raise a rare smile
amongst his colleagues. Possibly because they knew that his code
name “Tricycle’ was derived from the fact that he always insisted
that the most pleasurable sex was with two women at the same
time.

Manci was released after 5 month’s internment, without
charge, and without any restrictions on her movements or any
kind of follow up of the case. Her genuine complaint was that
she had no idea why she had been arrested in the first place. In
fact, today with the release of the archives, it is clear there was
never any evidence against her, merely the suspicions of a gov-
ernment at war, of a beautiful and popular foreigner.

Four years later, in 1945, Manci emigrated to Australia. Her
one regret appears to have been leaving behind a friend,
Randolph Churchill’s Hungarian cook. Perhaps the smell of
Hungarian cooking in his kitchen made her nostalgic for a home
she could not return to. In Australia, at least, were many
Hungarians who had settled there after fleeing the Soviet inva-
sion of their country.

Manci was lucky not to have suffered the same fate as Mata
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Hari had in France, and been shot. In England, one is innocent
until proven guilty. In America, the richer you are, the more
innocent you appear to be. In the rest of the world, however, you
are guilty before proven innocent.

On the subject of spies in society, L.ady Elizabeth Anson, the
great grand balls and party organiser, asked me to help her with
the annual dance, in Claridge’s, for the Foreign Military Attaches
(in reality spies), which was one of the most difficult and gener-
ally boring. The guest list included ‘British Liaison officers’ (a
euphemism for British spies) whose work was to ‘liaise’ with
these Foreign Military attaches.

During the evening I found myself dancing with the wife of a
British Brigadier. As I was the only man in dinner jacket
amongst all the full dress uniforms, she asked me which country
I represented.

“I have no country,” I answered with a smile and a bantering
tone. “I am a man of the world.”

My jovial attitude must have encouraged her to ask me what
I did, to which I answered still smiling that I was a spy, however
I was freelance. She erupted into uncontrolled laughter. At the
end of the dance I took her back to her table, at which, after a few
moments first most of the women started to laugh (the spies
being mainly men and slower to let go), then the rest. Soon the
whole room was ripped with laughter as the news spread that,
amongst all these foreign military attachés and British liaison
officers there was a ‘freelance spy’.

Later Lady Elizabeth Anson thanked me, saying that the Ball
was a great success and that it lasted more than one hour longer
than usual.

That story reminds me of another grand function, that of the
70th Birthday party of Aidan Crawley, at the Savoy in 1978,
given by his daughter, Harriet. At dinner, I was seated next to
Emma Soames, Sir Winston Churchill’s daughter, and next to
her was Fitzroy Mclean, who had, together with Churchill,
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actively assisted Tito during WWIL.

The room was full of ‘la creme de la creme’ of British socie-
ty and the food and wine were excellent. At the end of the meal
Fitzroy Mclean quite abruptly said to me, “I know all you
refugees from Yugoslavia hate my guts for helping Tito come to
power.” I saw Emma Soames wince at the slightly incongruous
remark and, I imagined, on behalf of her father.

“Not for one moment,” I quickly responded, “quite the con-
trary I am extremely grateful to you and Emma’s father. After
all, if it had not been for the support you gave to Tito, I would
probably have returned home and be lucky to be teaching in a
small village school somewhere in the Balkans with few comforts
and less resources, instead of here, in this elegant company,
drinking champagne, eating fine food and talking to you.” They
both laughed.

There is one last episode relating to spying, a really curious
story told to me by Spasoje Sterdjevic, a member of the Yugoslav
Government in exile (from the German occupation) in London
during the war.

One day he was asked by one of his friends, an important
member of the British Intelligence Service, to help him on a spe-
cial mission.

Sposoje’s job on this mission was to gather certain informa-
tion about other foreign politicians and diplomats in exile in
London. He was told to concentrate on their personal life, fam-
ily and friends.

It had come to the attention of British Intelligence that a
number of these consulted a particular fortune-teller in Chelsea.

They arranged for the fortune-teller to let them know when a
foreign politician or diplomat made an appointment. Sposoje’s
contact would then ask him for information on the client, which
was passed back to the fortune-teller, along with instructions as
to what he should say to the client, that would make him act in
the best interests of Great Britain.

The intimate and personal information from Spasoje was of
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crucial value, as the more accurate the fortune-teller was about
the client’s private life, the more the client would trust his advice
on political and diplomatic matters.

Strangely, after he retired, Spasoje became an assiduous client
of fortune-tellers. I never found out if this was because he
believed in it, or because, in his old age, it took him back to an
exciting part of his life.
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Porfirio Rubirosa

Recently, at a dinner party given by a Cuban friend of mine in
Chelsea, I met the ambassador of the Dominican Republic. We
spent much of the evening talking about a mutual friend from
that country, Porfirio Rubirosa.

Rubirosa was considered the greatest playboy ever by some,
the most successful seducer of women in the world by others,
and the most utter bastard that ever existed by most husbands
whose wives considered him irresistible.

Rubirosa’s first wife was Fior de Oro, the eldest daughter of
Generalissimo Rafael L.eonidas Molina Trujillo, dictator of the
Dominican Republic. Her father was so against the marriage
that she went on hunger strike until he relented. The wedding
eventually took place in December 1932.

This union gained Rubirosa promotion from an officer in the
army to a diplomat in Paris. The marriage didn’t last, but a
sequence of diplomatic posts from his first father-in-law, and an
accumulation of wealth from some of his wives, did. He went on
to marry four more times, Danielle Darrieux, the successful and
beautiful French actress, the American billionairess Doris Duke,
the multi-millionairess, Barbara Hutton, and finally Odile
Rodin, his fifth and last wife, a beautiful photographic model.

Rubirosa had love affairs throughout and between his mar-
riages. His hit list included actresses, such as Dolores del Rio,
Zsa Zsa Gabor, Ava Gardner, Joan Crawford, Jayne Mansfield,
Marilyn Monroe, Susan Hayward, Rita Hayworth, powerful
women such as Tina Onassis and Evita Peron, and a long list of
titled English women, French countesses, German baronesses
and Italian princesses, a chain of hotel chambermaids and man-
icurists. In fact Rubirosa never discriminated against any woman
because of her age, status, race or profession.

He said, “When a woman is relaxed she is beautiful. I find all
women beautiful, perhaps because they always relax with me. I
joke with them.”
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His success with women was attributed to his many virtues
and talents; his extraordinary charm, a ‘joie de vivre’, his
gentleness, his protective care, his innocuousness, all of which
created an atmosphere of relaxed abandonment, even happiness,
around him. I had also noticed that, in our calculating self-
centred and stingy world, a great deal of Rubirosa’s seductive
charm lay in his generosity, gallantry and courtesy. Much of the
money his rich consort gave him, he would immediately spend,
with great panache, entertaining and pampering her, which she
would find irresistible.

Barbara Hutton, even after the divorce, said of him, “In his
way, he was the perfect gentleman.”

Rubirosa never took work seriously. “A ‘viveur’ is too busy
living to have time for work,” he told me, with his characteristic
candid smile, which made whatever he said so credible.

I believe Porfirio Rubirosa made more money without work-
ing, or asking for it, than almost anyone else in history.

My first meeting with Rubirosa was in December 1945. He
had been posted to Rome as a counsellor in the Dominican
Embassy. He was then married to Danielle Darrieux and already
a famous seducer of women. It was an ideal marriage, as she was
continuously filming, leaving him plenty of free time for his
adventures. We met at a big party given for him by a patrician
lady, who had already spread the word that she had had him (or
he had had her) the previous summer. The gossip was that she
would never be able to enjoy sex with another man as Rubirosa’s
prowess had spoilt it for her. The atmosphere was tense as the
female guests vied with one another to get close and meet the
renowned lover.

My girlfriend at that time was a young Italian painter. She
was seated at dinning table between myself and Rubirosa and
never once turned to me throughout the whole meal. At the end
of dinner she told me, with a radiant smile, that he had agreed to
sit for her. After dinner they stuck to each other like limpets, and
at midnight I watched them furtively slip away.
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I bumped into him again, a couple of days later, at the open-
ing of an exhibition at La Feluca gallery, which specialised in
works of art created by diplomatic residents in Italy. No-one
noticed the paintings, the women were looking at Rubirosa, the
men at each other and he was prowling the gallery like a confi-
dent predator sniffing out his next prey.

He greeted me as if I was one of his oldest friends, with that
sincere smile and asked me to lunch with him the following day,
which I accepted. I felt a great empathy towards this man, who
seemed so desperate for a male friend and I found myself
responding to his charm. His indiscretion with my girlfriend
seemed forgivable, a force of nature.

After we had both left Rome, we ran into each other many
times in Paris, L.ondon, New York and Cannes. He was always
the same, always appearing sincerely pleased to see me. Each
time we met he would ask after my girlfriend Anna-Maria, the
painter he had seduced, and each time I would answer, to his
deep satisfaction and amusement, that she still admired the
imprint his body had left on her bed sheets.

From the moment I met Rubirosa I had wanted to write a
book about him. When I met him in London in 1964, I asked
him to lunch and explained that I would like to interview him.
He seemed delighted, mainly because it was the first time a man
had asked to write about him, his life and his philosophy.

“Female interviewers only want names and gossip,” he told
me, “which I refuse to disclose. Much of my success, I think, is
due to my discretion.”

In fact, he never made the slightest gesture or innuendo in
public to indicate whether the lady he was meeting, greeting or
talking to was, or ever had been his lover.

On the other hand, most of the many women I met, who had
had an affair with him, would talk openly about it; even boast as
if it had been a sacred pilgrimage, or a feather in their bonnets.

Since he refrained from talking about his conquests, his rep-
utation grew without hindrance, buoyed up by the imagination
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of those women who had not yet had the experience. Finding
out what lay behind his impeccable correctness, his perfect man-
ners and chivalry became a mythical quest for women and he
became legend.

Our lunch was at Claridge’s Causerie. Afterwards we settled
on a sofa in a corner of the hotel’s foyer and talked for hours as
a quartet of musicians played light Viennese music. It was the
perfect atmosphere to listen to Rubirosa as he talked about his
life and his ideas, a bit like being in an Austrian operetta.

Unfortunately I could not take notes, as I felt it might have
inhibited him, but I remember most of what he told me, because
I was so intrigued. It is always easier to remember when one is
interested. What is more, he surprised me for someone who
appeared to be so superficial.

Rubirosa started by telling me about his childhood. When his
father had been exiled by the new Government, he had been
forced to follow him and leave behind his country, his play mates
and playground.

“It was, perhaps, because of this tragedy, that I have never
grown up. I missed out on the fun of childhood, so now I'm
Peter Pan, with a child’s craving for play,” he smiled. “ The
positive side of play is that it does not harm anyone and it has no
victims or victors; it also gives one an inexhaustible energy and
time for play mates.”

As he went on talking, I suddenly remembered Ava Gardner,
whom I used to see sometimes in London, telling me that
Rubirosa was the most jovial lover, a great fun, because he used
to take her back to her playful infancy. I also remembered Anna-
Maria describing her affair with him as a unique pleasure, like
playing with sex in innocence.

The vulgar media accused him of being a cynical and
unscrupulous exploiter of rich women, that he lived in luxury at
their expense, that he was unfaithful to them and spent their
money on other women.

“Wealth for me is a toy and a toy is there to play with. There
1s no point in money unless you spend it,” Rubirosa explained.
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“In fact there should be a law obliging the rich to spend their
wealth. I disagree with Christ, who advised the rich to give all
their wealth to the poor. This would have meant making the
poor rich. Nothing is worse than a ‘nouveau riche’. He becomes
vindictive. People are bizarre, many of them, mainly the rich,
accuse me of exploiting rich women, but rich women love being
exploited, as they all live with the guilt of being
rich. These people who blame me for exploiting rich women
never blame the rich for exploiting the poor. There is no wealth
which was created without exploiting the poor.” Rubirosa
paused for a moment before going on to say why he only lived for
the present.

“It 1s the pleasure of the moment which provides that delight-
ful feeling of eternity. Thinking about time or the future, kills
the pleasure of the present.” He emphasised. “Living for the
present,” he went on, one can dedicate oneself totally, uncondi-
tionally, and above all with the maximum generosity to one’s
woman of the moment, giving yourself completely. Many peo-
ple ask me where I find the sexual potency and readiness to make
love at any given moment. My answer is that living for the
moment eliminates any inhibiting preconceptions or prejudices
of the past, or worries for the future. Being uninhibited by the
past and free from worries for the future are the best stimulants
for sexual energy. Thoughts about time are stressful, and stress
1s the greatest killer of sexual prowess.”

“Many people insist that women are attracted to you because
of your fame as a great lover, which helps to make you a suc-
cessful lover.” I said.

“Fame does facilitate success, but it can also create problems.
Seduced by fame can make some women become suddenly frigid
in bed, for fear of not being up to my expectations. That is when
you have to use the most delicate caresses, increase baby talk and
humour, especially humour at your own expense, to ease them
into becoming playful. Obviously, it can take time, but time does
not matter in play, as play can go on forever. It feeds on itself.
Once you have shown your vulnerabilities; women become
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maternal, which relaxes them.”

“Do you know that some people call you ‘Monsieur, ever
ready’”, I said jokingly, “Have you ever not been?”

“You only fail when you go to bed with a women fearing fail-
ure. You develop a fear of failing when you go to bed with a
woman to prove yourself, to possess her in order to enhance your
ego. I never go to bed with a woman in order to have sex. I go
to bed to play, to play with the most beautiful and delicate toys
in the world, women. Sex comes as part of play, spontaneously.”

“Some of the press has credited you with various vices,” |
said thanking the waiter for the tea we had ordered.

“Fortunately, so many people talk so much about my bad
reputation and my vices, that most women think I must be a
real devil. The best compliment some of the press paid me was
when they called me a ‘dangerous man’. Nothing stimulates a
woman’s adventurous spirit more than a man classified as
dangerous. Rich women in particular love playing with danger.
It excites them, and they can afford it. What is more, it adds to
their glamour which is their way of becoming attractive”.

“Some people have also accused you of being dishonest with
women.”

“I have never been dishonest in my life. I have never prom-
ised anything to anyone. It is not in the nature of a ‘viveur’ to
make a promise as it would limit the most precious thing he has,
his freedom.”

“Do you feel that you were helped by any special force or
circumstance in your life?” I asked after the quartet finished
playing the ‘Blue Danube’ for the third time.

“Yes, yes,” he answered after a thoughtful pause. “Two
things, Diplomatic immunity and boxing,” he grinned at my
puzzled expression. “My diplomatic immunity made me feel
immune to anything. My boxing training, and I fought many
matches, helped me to keep calm whenever I was hit below the
belt.”

“What do you think about the new generation of playboys?”

“They belong to the ‘jeunesse dorée’. They are ‘fils du
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papa’”, he laughed, “they have no style, and have no idea how to
spend money elegantly or graciously. They don’t know the
meaning of generosity, because they don’t have kindness or
manners. As they have always been rich, they have no idea how
to identify themselves with the needy. In fact, the new era of
playboys will become vulgar and cruel because there will be
more and more wealth and less and less kindness and gentleness,
he sighed.”

He had interesting ideas about inheritance, which helped me
when I came to write my book ‘Matriarchy in Post Capitalism’.
He believed that inheritance should be passed down through the
female line alone. This would greatly improve our overall qual-
ity of life because women were more generous by nature than
men were. Men are mean, in fact, the richer the man, the mean-
er he becomes and the more miserable he makes life for his fam-
ily, the community and the rest of humanity.

I went on to ask him, “How do you explain the essence of
charm, since so many insist that charm is your main attribute?”

“Care and consideration.” He answered after a pause.

“And your sex-appeal?”

“Charm.” He repeated, rising to bow courteously to an ele-
gant lady as she swept across the hallway.

“Who is that?” I asked curiously.

“I have no idea,” he answered insincerely.

“What is your definition of a playboy?” I asked as we walked
towards the exit.

“It is a boy who plays with life, and who considers life a toy,”
he laughed, giving me a friendly parting hug.

It never occurred to me, when we separated that day, that I
would never see Rubirosa again.

In the early hours of July 6th 1965, the news flashed around
the world, “Last night the popular playboy, Porfirio Rubirosa
died instantly when his Ferrari hit a tree in the Bois de Boulogne,
in Paris.

He had spent the last night of his life in style, at a champagne
party to celebrate the victory of his polo team in the French Cup.
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I was overcome with sadness for many days after I heard that
news. [ felt sorrow for the death of a grown-up infant who
inspired such nostalgia for lost innocence in so many.

Rubirosa died like his close friend and playmate, Ali Khan, as
they had lived: instantly, both playing with their favourite toy,
life, and both perhaps escaping from what they dreaded most,
ageing.
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Charles Fawcett - A Man with a Mission

I have just visited Charles Fawcett, an American from South
Virginia, whom I first met in Rome after the war and we have
been good friends ever since. He has lived in Chelsea for the last
30 years.

He has always been full of exuberance and enthusiasm, and
exceptionally generous, even now, as he is dying from cancer, he
still smiles, benevolently.

I had often wondered, throughout the years, why Charles
always appeared to get such a joy out of life. At 6-foot tall, with
an athletic body and elegant features, I thought, perhaps, his
physique had had something to do with his outlook, that the
shape of our bodies influences our mentality. He seemed to be
at peace with himself, even content. I believe this made him
attractive to all the victims of life that he helped, and there were
many. In return, they energised him, fuelling his enthusiasm and
generosity, by their need of him.

“I am always on a mission. The needs of others inspire me
and helping them makes me enjoy life.” He once explained.

In fact, Charles’s life is a catalogue of helping those in need.
In 1940, at 21 years of age, Charles was in Nazi occupied France.
As America was not yet in the war, Charles’s passport allowed
him to move around freely, and the suffering of the French
prompted him to join the French Resistance.

During his time in the Resistance he saved six Jewish girls
from deportation to Germany by ‘marrying’ them, then taking
them to Portugal from where they could emigrate to America.

When America entered the war at the end of 1941, he went
to England, enlisted in the Royal Air Force and took part in the
Battle of Britain.

By 1945, he is in Italy trying to help the refugees who are flee-
ing from Soviet occupied Europe. With the Soviet invasion of
Afghanistan, Charles is helping the Taliban against the Russians.
During the Civil War in Bosnia, Charles is in Sarajevo trying to
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help those in need.

Throughout all these ‘missions’ I know the smile he wears, it
is the happy smile of a man who is accomplishing his tasks. He
is wearing it as I leave him, in the process of losing his fight with
cancer, and I cannot shake the image from my mind.

Perhaps nature compensates those who have spent their lives
helping others and in his optimism he is convinced that there
will be people in need of his help in the hereafter.
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Roman Rota

Today is the anniversary of the annulment by the Vatican
Apostolic Tribunal of the Roman Rota, of my marriage to
Franca, my first wife, which had taken place in Rome in 1952.

When Franca decided to leave me and to start the annulment
proceedings I told her to give as her reasons the fact that I had
never believed in marriage as a sacred institution. I said that I
would assume the role of an amoral person in front of the
Vatican Court and convince them that I was a danger to her faith
and to that of our three-year-old child.

I have never so enjoyed playing any role in my life as that of a
debauched bastard in front of those three Tribunal judges. Here
are some moments I still remember with amusement.

As the Monsignor placed the Bible in my hand and asked me
to swear on it, I got into character: “I cannot swear on the Bible,
because [ am not a believer.” I replied, handing the Bible back to
him.

“It is the word of God,” the Monsignor intoned.

To which I quickly responded with a slight flippancy, “For
me, it is a book like any other book, written by men for them-
selves. Instead of swearing, I give you my word of honour, as a
gentleman, to tell the truth.”

He then asked me to confirm my full name and date of my
birth, which I gave him, and my religion.

“I was baptised into the Orthodox Church,” I answered.

“The ‘so-called Orthodox’, you mean,” the Monsignor re-
torted.

“All beliefs are ‘so-called’,” I smiled, “for instance, you are the
‘so-called’ Catholic, which means universal, whereas Orthodox
means the right one, both far from truth.”

He glared at me, biting his lower lip.

After some other questions, the Monsignor, went on, “Your
wife is accusing you of committing adultery many times during
your marriage.”
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“I have never committed adultery,” I smiled again. “When I
go to bed with a woman, I take her to bed with love. Forcing peo-
ple to live and go to bed together without love, as the Church
does, is a crime against love, decency and dignity.” I answered,
stifling my amusement as the Monsignor struggled to control
himself.

There were more questions, which I answered in keeping
with my role. Then he said: “You have a child. You promised
the Church that any progeny would be raised in the Catholic
Faith.”

“My promise was not valid, because it was forced on me by
blackmail. My wife wanted a Church wedding. The priest of
the church in which the marriage took place insisted that he
would only perform the ceremony if I signed a paper stating that
any children we had would be brought up Catholic.”

“So you intend to bring up your child in your own faith,” the
Monsignor said with a touch of irony.

“No,” I said with some enthusiasm. “I am a fair man, since
my wife is Catholic and I am Orthodox, I think it is only right to
bring up my child as a Protestant.”

My performance as debauched and faithless bastard was suc-
cessful. Two days later, as the world watched the Soviets shoot-
ing Hungarians during their 1956 uprising, he interviewed my
wife. During the interview the Monsignor said to her: “It is a
great shame that, whilst so many good Hungarian Catholics are
being killed by Communists, your unfaithful husband is enjoying
such a sinful life.”

Franca obtained her annulment unusually quickly, and we
remained good and firm friends evermore.

I had been nervous in the intimidating atmosphere of the
Roman Rota, surrounded by crucifixes, but I was helped by my
love of humour and my tendency to be reminded of de-drama-
tising jokes when faced with difficult situations. Seeing the three
religious judges in front of me, I remembered the following:

‘What is a Catholic Priest? It is a person whom everyone calls
father, but his children, who call him uncle. The definition of a
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Cardinal in the Roman Catholic Church is a priest in
Technicolor.’

As I left the Sacred Roman Rota I could not help thinking, as
many do, that my marriage, my personal relationship with my
wife and son, and my attitude to life had been judged by a
Tribunal formed centuries ago by Roman Catholic Popes, elect-
ed by Roman Catholic Cardinals, who in turn were elected by
Popes, all of whom were ‘so called’ sexually abstinent, never
married and certainly had never brought up a child.

At that point I thought of my son’s absurd situation upon the
annulment of the marriage that produced him. He becomes
born out of nothingness, out of the void. He becomes a bastard.
It occurred to me that Jesus Christ, the pillar of Western
Civilisation, was in an even more ridiculous situation: He was
the result of his mother’s adultery with the Holy Ghost.

Later I was to emphasize, in my book Humour Therapy, that
we are the only species able to be pathetic and ridiculous at the
same time.

A few weeks after my performance in the Roman Rota, I took
Franca, my ‘former’ wife, to lunch in the picturesque Piazza
Navona. In the middle of lunch, she asked, looking at me inquis-
itively: “Tell me, sincerely, was it all true what you said to the
Tribunal?”
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Peter Ustinov and Peter Sellers

Last night I saw Peter Ustinov’s ‘One Man Show’, at the
London Haymarket Theatre. Peter made me feel sad because he
was a genius manqué, a brilliant mind that was prevented from
developing because of his success as an entertainer.

We met in the summer of 1952 when he was Nero in the film
‘Quo Vadis’. I had a small part in the same film and he often gave
me a lift from Cinecitta to Rome at the end of a day’s filming.
We became good friends.

The better I got to know Peter, the more I came to respect his
exceptional intelligence. His keen observation, his broad vision
of the world, his penetrating knowledge of life and history, his
languages, his sense of humour and his humaneness could have
produced masterpieces in literature or science. This would have
taught millions of young people about the world and the future,
and helped them to open their mental shutters, if only he had not
become a successful entertainer. He must have known that
entertaining encourages mediocrity and there is nothing uglier
than self-satisfied mediocrity.

It hurt me to see old Peter still performing to a colourless
crowd, however successfully entertaining and amusing he was.
Last night, I noticed that Peter’s generous self-mockery was less
appealing to the audience than it had once been. Perhaps he did
not realise that our rapidly evolving cult of individualism has
brought narcissism to the fore and a narcissist is far less likely to
be amused by self-mockery.

Peter’s intelligence did manage to stop him from becoming
unpleasant, which seemed to be the norm for a lot of comedians,
once they reach a certain age and success.

I had parts in two films with popular Italian comedians, nei-
ther were pleasant experiences. One was with Alberto Sordi in
‘Arte di Arrangiarsi’, who was consistently rude and disagreeable
towards the extras and shouted at the cameraman. The other
was with the diminutive Renato Rascel. He took one look at my
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height and had me replaced in that scene. He mistreated the
electricians and technicians. When they laughed at him, he had
them fired.

On the other hand they both treated producers and directors
quite differently.

I often wondered why so many comedians turned nasty later
in life.

It seems success makes them insecure, defensive and prone to
depression. More than one comedian has committed suicide.

Peter Sellers was one particularly depressed comedian. I met
him many times, at the dinner parties organised by Elizabeth of
Yugoslavia.

He always appeared sad, but somehow this never made me
feel sympathetic towards him, I felt instead embarrassed, even
guilty, as if I was the cause of his misery and depression.
Whenever I tried to be friendly, he reacted with a stony silence,
almost as if shunning me made him feel good.

As I observed Peter, I began to realise that depression can be
triggered by excessive self-love, which is bound to lead to disil-
lusionment and self-hate.

His melancholy became extreme when he fell in love with
Sophia Loren. He did not know that Italian women are allergic
to depression.

With Princess Margaret, however, Peter would come alive, be
jovial and playful. It was both amusing and instructive to watch
them together. They were insensitive to everyone else in the
room, their faces glowing with the pleasure of mutual flattery.

For Peter, a Jew of humble origin, entertaining the Queen’s
sister was ecstasy, and ecstasy brings out the best in comedians.
For the deeply insecure Princess Margaret, the attention of a
world famous, slightly oddball, comedian, was an amusing relief.
They could often be overheard making unkind remarks about
others.

Peter’s self-love eventually made him cruel, even to his chil-
dren, whom he disinherited.
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The son of the great Italian comedian between the two world
wars, Ettore Petrollini, once told me that he was embarrassed by
his father’s comicalness, it often made him physically sick.
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Pablo Picasso

Once again I am having coffee in the Picasso Café on the
King’s Road. It has been there almost as long as living memory,
ever welcoming, unpretentious and comfortable, unlike the artist
himself.

I first met Pablo Picasso in 1951, when he was living in
Vallauris, in the South of France, when I went to interview him
for an Italian magazine.

I was introduced to him by Bernard, a colleague of mine from
the Sorbonne, who was the artist’s neighbour and knew him very
well. In fact, my interview took place in Bernard’s presence,
which was lucky because Picasso and Bernard teased each other
throughout the visit. The spontaneity of their exchanges creat-
ed an atmosphere that enabled me to see behind the mask of the
successful artist, to the man himself.

I soon realised that he was one of the craftiest cheats of the
twentieth century. He boasted about the stupidity of people,
particularly the rich who bought his paintings. He claimed that
people love to be cheated and said it pleased him to satisfy this
need, which he achieved through shocking them. This under-
mined their self-confidence and made them easy to manipulate.

As I listened to Picasso I remembered where I had heard all
this before. The Italian philosopher, Giovanni Papini, had just
given me a copy of his book, Il Libro Nero, his collection of
interviews with prominent artists and intellectuals, and his com-
ments about them. One chapter had been dedicated to Picasso,
in which the artist admitted:

“0As a young man, like all young people, I venerated great
art. But then on maturing I realised that art, as it was under-
stood to be up until the last Century, was finished, condemned
and that so called ‘artistic activities’ were nothing but multiform
manifestations of art’s agony”... “Many continue to occupy
themselves with art but only for commercial reasons”... “I am a
public joker and I exploit, as best as I can, the imbecility, the
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vanity and the cupidity of my contemporaries. Since Cubism,
and even before, I have tried to please an audience that craves the
new and scandalous, with all the various nonsense that comes
into my head and the less they understand it, the more they
admire me. Mine is a bitter confession, but it has the merit of
being sincere.”

As I looked at Picasso and around his studio, I felt the rage
with which he produced his works, aimed at intimidating those
he despised. Everything about him was violent. He moved his
body and hands with violence, spoke with violence and his strong
accent revealed a violent mentality, all accompanied by those
mad, constantly moving, bulbous, shinning eyes.

Picasso was obsessed with women and sex. At the time of this
interview, he was living with Francoise Gilot, 40 years his junior,
she called him “my beautiful beast,” which pleased him.

Bernard, who studied psychology, explained later that
Picasso’s obsessions with women and sex, as well as his irascibil-
ity and abruptness, were mainly due to the insecurity of his
uncertain existence, ruled by his mind’s distorted surreal world
and to his unpolished, often crude, provinciality. His attraction
for Communism was, in fact, an attempt to find some security.

As I looked at his album of photographs of his works, I saw
one of ‘La Joie de Vivre’, painted in 1946, a precarious line up of
deformed and suffering figures, without a hint of a life enjoyed.
Next was a photo of ‘Les Demoiselles d’Avignon’, which he
painted in 1907. I nearly asked him if it was true that the work
had been conceived not in Avignon, but in Barcelona’s most
famous brothel, frequented by Picasso and his friends, in Calle
Avinyo. It was said that Picasso thought that people would be
more attracted by something to do with Avignon, rather than
Avinyo. However, I didn’t dare ask.

After the interview, Bernard related an overheard conversa-
tion between the painter and his gardener, an old Italian peasant.

Gardener: “What is this?” indicating a painting.

Picasso: “It is a woman.”

Gardener: “A woman!”
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Picasso: “That’s how I see a woman.”
Gardener: “And that one?”

Picasso: “A horse.”

Gardener: “A horse!”

Picasso: “That is how I see a horse.”

Gardener: “Signor Picasso, with such appalling eyesight
what made you decide to be a painter?”

A friend of mine told me another telling story. When she
was at an exhibition of Picasso’s works in London, she stopped
in front of his painting ‘Weeping Woman’. A group of twelve-
year-old girls, with a teacher, had also stopped in front of the
painting. One of the girls asked the teacher why the woman was
crying. Another child answered: “Because she’s ugly.”

Surrealism, and in particular Picasso’s works, brought a new
recognition for art depicting the deconstruction and distortion of
nature and reality, in truth a cult of ugliness. Nature strives for
harmony. Picasso managed to distort even the most innocent
image of a dove, giving us instead a bloated and unnatural crea-
ture without any of nature’s harmony, elegance or beauty.

This cult of ugliness seems to have grown out of the
Industrial Revolution of nearly a century before. Up until then,
artists had been paid to paint classical religious, political or
empirical images for their patrons.

Mechanisation created industrialised landscapes, and indus-
trial wealth. This great revolution glorified man’s power to dis-
tort nature and artists followed suite. Just as modern industry
imposed itself on the land without regard to natural beauty,
artists created images to reflect their freedom from it.

The wars of the end of the 19th Century and beginning of
the 20th saw dignity and self-respect destroyed and in learning
to live with such man-made ugliness, man positively embraced it.

‘A thing of beauty is a joy forever’, as Keats wrote, is true
because beauty generates love and care, the source of the joy of
living.

The cult of ugliness, on the other hand, liberates us from the
responsibilities that come with love and care. In doing so it
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allows nastiness, sadism and perversion to pervade a guilt-free
and careless humanity.

In fact, it is not surprising, as I mentioned before, that Picasso
and the Surrealists idolised the Marquis de Sade.

What is more, the cult of ugliness inures us to waste, destruc-
tion and pollution and leads us to tolerate, and even admire,
moral corruption - Picasso’s confession that “Good artists copy.
Great artists steal” should have sealed his fate as the cheat he
admitted to being and awakened our conscience for admiring
him, but it did not.

Unlike other animals, that upon reaching maturity tend to be
repelled by the deformed or distorted, we, in our neotenous
state, are curious and attracted to it.

This is the reason why, in spite of the declared intentions of
an increasing number of World Leaders to reduce the destruc-
tion of our ecology, they are ineffective. Despite knowing how
suicidal it is to continue to populate, consume and pollute every
corner of the planet, we maintain our pleasures at its expense.

Our toleration of ugliness is, in reality, an escape from taxing
virtues and humiliating shame, a relaxation into often pleasant
indifference. This state, which provides instant gratification
guided by amorality, tends to liberate us from worries about the
future. We often find that captives can develop exciting or pleas-
ant co-existence with their captors (Stockholm Syndrome),
whilst throughout history brutal dictators have been loved by
their subjects.

The cult of ugliness, vulgarity, violence and bad taste of the
German genre in art and literature, ‘Expressionism’, was a
significant aid to the rise to power of Nazism, with its violent
and perverse ideals and practices. The same was true of Italian
Fascism and its Futurism.

Thus art mirrors our condition. Impressionism, Surrealism,
Expressionism, Fauvism, Futurism, Modernism, Post-Modern-
ism, Post-Post-Modernism, Post-Post-Post Shmodernism, are
all signs of our basic desires to degrade taste and beauty and
annihilate reality and life.
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Cippico + Luciano = Vatican Finance

As I passed the Chelsea Cinema today I saw they were
showing “The Godfather’. It reminded me of my own encounter
with the real ‘Mafia’.

One January evening in Rome, in 1946, Yankolowich, a
producer from the film company Zeus, asked me to join him in
order to meet a couple of people who wanted to discuss making
a film with him.

They turned out to be Monsignor Eduardo Cippico Prettner
and the Italian-American gangster, Lucky Luciano. Both were
impeccably dressed, particularly Cippico who was not in his
habit but in an elegant suit by Carraceni, the best Italian tailor of
the period.

Luciano wanted Yankolowich to make a film of his life. I sat,
fascinated, as he told his story. He said that in 1906, at the age
of ten, he had arrived in New York determined to make his for-
tune. At that time, there was only one way for an Italian from
Sicily to become rich quickly, and that was with the Mafia. To
be successful with the Mafia one had to be deadly ruthless and
that by 1930, he had become its most feared member. His luck
failed him, for a time, in 1936, when he was jailed for 40 years for
running a network of brothels. However, he continued to run his
empire from prison. In 1942; he was contacted by the USA
Military Intelligence who would arrange his early release, if he
would assist them by secretly going back to Sicily and, with the
co-operation of the Sicilian Mafia, sabotage the Italian and
German forces, and prepare the way for the landing of the Allied
army. Luciano complied.

As he told his story I noticed how detached he seemed to be.
He talked as if about someone else and kept his hands still,
unusual for anyone of Italian origin. I wondered where the
strength for this control came from, and then I saw it in his eyes.
Their cold stare reflected distrust. He had the confidence of a
man who mistrusts and disbelieves everyone except himself, for
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him only the primal law of ‘favour for favour’ held fast. This
total distrust of others, and absolute trust in himself, gave him
an air of indifference, the attitude of a grand seigneur.
Yankolowich told me later that he too had found ILuciano
impressive.

Lucky Luciano was obviously a seriously dangerous man, but
I found Monsignor Cippico more intriguing. His purpose in
attending the meeting had been to confirm that he was ready to
support the film financially.

I had met him before, at various dinner parties given by some
of Rome’s famous hostesses. I had also seen him quite frequent-
ly at the then popular nightclub ‘Jicky’ which was patronised by
film people, rich industrialists and business wheeler dealers, as
well as elite ‘poules de luxe.” Cippico struck up friendships with
these expensive ladies in order to gain access to their rich clien-
tele, for a very special purpose.

Monsignor Cippico’s up-market Catholic education, his
ambiguity, suaveness and careful manners gave him the prereq-
uisites for his job in the Vatican and his dark glasses gave the
impression he was hiding something. His office in the impres-
sive Palazzo del Santo Uffizio, which dominated St Peter’s
Square, was the centre of the Vatican’s foreign trade and inter-
national monetary transactions. His most valuable asset, in the
eyes of the Italians and prospective clients, was the fact that he
was well protected by his personal friend, Pope Pius XII. For a
period, Monsignor Cippico was the Pope’s domestic prelate.

The following may explain the reason for the seemingly
incongruous friendship between the Mafia boss and the
Vatican’s Monsignor.

After the War, the Vatican and the Vatican sponsored Italian
Demo-Christian Party, developed an obsessive fear that the
Communists could gain legitimate power in the general elections
which were to take place on the 18th April 1948. When, in 1947,
Stalin set up ‘Cominform’, in order to co-ordinate all
Communist parties throughout Eastern Europe and beyond,
under the direction of the Soviet Union, the Vatican and wealthy
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Italians started to panic.

Monsignor Cippico took advantage of this panic. By attend-
ing smart cocktail parties and gala dinners at night clubs, he
gradually spread the word that, despite the fact that Italians were
prohibited from taking money out of the country, he could, with
the Vatican’s approval, arrange for it to be transferred to
Switzerland.

Monsignor Cippico would tell them that, at a cost of ten per-
cent for charity, their money would be placed in safe deposit
boxes in Switzerland. In fact, the money was being used to sup-
port the Vatican’s political party, the Christian Democrats. He
knew that these rich Italians would not dare denounce him when
they discovered this, for fear of being sent to jail.

On the 6th of March 1948, six weeks before the elections, the
Communist Newspaper, ‘I.’Unita’ carried the headlines
‘Scandalo’, denouncing Cippico, the Vatican and even the Pope,
for daylight robbery!

Many had predicted a victory for the Communists in the 1948
elections and after this ‘Scandalo’ everyone was convinced it
would happen, it seemed the Communists had timed their
exposé very well.

A few days later Monsignor Cippico was arrested. During his
interrogation by the police, he had just smiled enigmatically,
insisting that the money had been given to him for charity.

However, the Italian Communists were too indoctrinated by
the Soviets to remember their own country’s mentality. The
more the Communists accused the Vatican of corruption and
dishonesty, the more the Italian public appreciated it. The scan-
dal released them from their own burdensome moral obligations
and restraints, which had come with their liberation by the
Allies. In fact the elections brought the Christian Democratic
Party, the Vatican and the Mafia, to power. This lasted until
1993 when the big ‘Scandalo’ of ‘tangentopoli’ blew up, involv-
ing most of Italy’s political and economic leaders.
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After just a year in prison, Monsignor Cippico was freed, and
following a carefully rehearsed public confession, he was wel-
comed back into the loving arms of the Catholic Church.

Meanwhile, Lucky Luciano became too busy smuggling nar-
cotic drugs between Italy and America to pursue the idea of a
film about his life for many years. He may have even thought it
unwise to publicise himself as he kept a low profile and accumu-
lated money. Ironically he died of a heart attack at Naples air-
port in January 1962, as he greeted a scriptwriter who had come
to talk about making a movie of his life.

Being eternal, the Catholic Church’s scandals are eternal, and
repeat themselves with monotonous regularity, usually involving
money.

When the Vatican needed funds at the end of the 1970s and
early 1980s, for both the financing of the Nicaraguan forces in
their fight against Communism, and to help the Polish liberation
from Russia, it returned to its old tricks. This time the protago-
nist was one of the most powerful banks in Milan, the Banco
Ambrosiano.

After a few years of financial co-operation between the
Vatican and the Banco Ambrosiano, the bank was in deficit of
one billion dollars. On the 18th June 1982, the bank’s Chairman,
Calvi, was found hanging under Blackfriars Bridge in L.ondon.
The stolen money was well spent, however, Nicaragua was saved
and Poland was liberated.

The Catholic Church’s eternal sense of righteousness is well
served by the motto of its son Machiavelli, who stated that “the
end justifies the means.” In fact the end’s consolidation puts the
means used to obtain it nicely into obscurity.
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A Legacy of The Sixties - Childhood’s End

I thought I had understood most of the legacy of the
‘Swinging Sixties’ until I had a conversation with Hazel Smith,
my collaborator with these memoirs.

Hazel’s family retail business has been in the road since before
even I was born, and has evolved from a Victorian drapery store
named by her grandfather, Sidney Smith, into a leading fitness
and active wear shop, “The King’s Road Sporting Club’, which is
currently probably the oldest family owned business in the
street.

In the Sixties, as in every other era, it sold what was in
demand, mini skirts, wide belts and flamboyant hats, lace and net
tops, denim jackets, jeans - both drain pipe and flared.

Hazel said that the fashion of the sixties had a lot to answer
for. It was to do with uniforms.

Up until WWII one could judge a person by the clothes they
wore. Fach section of society had its own clothing, and in wear-
ing the clothes of a particular ‘class’ one took on the demeanour
of that class.

This all changed in the 1960s. It started during the war.
Cloth was at a premium and there were other issues far more
important than fashion, and women took on men’s jobs, and had
to clothe themselves to suit their new work situations. This freed
some men and women from their ‘uniforms’.

At the end of the war the exuberance of peacetime brought
about an explosion in the fashion industry. They were no longer
constrained by a social imperative and went to extremes to be
different from the last generation. It seemed a time of wonder-
ful innovation and freedom of expression, but much was lost in
the process.

One key moment, Hazel said, was when Biba sold children’s
clothes that mimicked the youthful designs Barbara Hulanicki
made for her adult clients in her back room, children no longer
had a ‘uniform’, but a ‘brand’ (a subtle but significant difference).
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Not only did this infer that young parents were bringing up
‘friends’ not children, but the children no longer could distin-
guish themselves from the adult world, they had lost their place.
Of course everyone embraced this with shining faces and open
arms. “Look at me, I look just like my mummy.”

The children of the children of the sixties, born since about
1985, have a better standard of living and a better access to edu-
cation than their grandparents, yet have less direction or sense of
place, and are wandering the world on ‘gap years’ that never end.
In the meantime, their mothers and fathers are injecting their
faces with Botox.

Another legacy seems to be that created by the ever more
insidious advertising and public relations industries, coupled
with the ideals of ‘economic progress’. The cry of ‘supply and
demand’ in the last century has turned itself into a cry of
‘demand and supply’. Almost any product produced for west-
ern type markets (which are moving steadily east), is preceded by
a campaign to create a demand for it, a ‘buy or die’ policy that
may well kill the planet.
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Red Cross - Travel Documents

Today I read in the newspaper that yet another War Criminal
had been discovered in Argentina, which reminded me of anoth-
er interesting period of my life.

When the War ended so did my job with the Red Cross, but
the Chief of the International Red Cross in Rome asked me to
help him with thousands of refugees from all parts of Europe
which had ended up occupied by Communist Russia. Among
these were many Nazis and collaborators from Hungary,
Romania, Germany, Croatia, Albania, Slovakia, France and
Belgium.

I worked 1in the office which issued International Red Cross
travel documents. It is well known that hundreds of War Crim-
inals emigrated to South American countries between 1945 -
1946, with these documents.

All that was required in order to acquire one of these
documents was to produce two witnesses confirming the appli-
cant’s name, date of birth and physical description, most of this
information was usually false. Our job was to accept as ‘bona
fide,” whatever people stated. We knew that most of them were
innocent displaced persons without documents, we were also
aware that many were Nazi criminals.

It was fascinating to watch people signing their names. 1
could often guess who was innocent and who was not, the guilty
were much tenser, and more aggressive as they signed, almost
angry.

Many people insist that war criminals are tortured by their
consciences, but in most cases this is not true. After losing the
war, most war criminals also lose the memory of their past.

One morning I was confronted by the last Minister of Police
of the Nazi Government of Albania. Watching him sign his
Travel Document with a gold fountain pen I tried to visualize
how many death sentences for Albanian Freedom Fighters,
caught by his police, were signed by the same gold pen. He was
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calm and detached. Perhaps because he was convinced that he
had had right on his side.

One day Father Dragonovich, a Catholic Priest from a
Croatian Monastery in Rome and one of the leaders of the
Ustashi, brought a typical Nazi criminal to the office. He was
short, with a broad shoulder, round fat face, short fat fingers and
a fixed look. I provided the document after the obligatory two
witnesses had confirmed the details. These were clones of the
applicant, both Croats and both already in possession of
International Red Cross Travel documents.

Leaving the office, Father Draganovich who regularly
brought in Croats said: “Branko, you are the only Serb that [ am
sorry 1s not a Croat.” Coming from him, I didn’t feel particu-
larly flattered.

Many people accused the International Red Cross in Rome
of having helped war criminals escape in this way. To these
accusations I always answered that through the same office, with
the same procedures, many more persecuted Jews, innocent but
displaced people and political dissidents were helped.

In war, every participant is a war criminal because war is a
crime. It’s a crime because it is fought in the name of ideologies.
It is ideology that is the crime, as it aims at changing reality and
nature to suit an illusion.

The Allied bombing of European cities killed innocent peo-
ple, just as the Nazis were doing in their extermination camps.
The American launching of atomic bombs over innocent
Japanese was the same crime as the Japanese atrocities against
Allied War Prisoners. War crimes cannot be selective.

The Nuremberg Tribunal which condemned most Nazi
leaders to death should also have had American, English and
Soviet leaders on trial, and sentenced them equally. They all
committed war crimes: they started a war. There is no war that
cannot be prevented.
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Andy Warhol

I read today (7th May 1994), in a LLondon magazine, that a
Museum for Andy Warhol’s pictures and artefacts had been
opened in Pittsburgh. It made me think about how desperately
America loves creating national myths.

There is no doubt that the world today, particularly in
America, is convinced that fame and celebrity create importance,
that these aspects hold sway over all other values. This convic-
tion makes people struggle for fame or even infamy by all and
any means.

The New York youth of the sixties and seventies, desperate
for importance, idolised Andy Warhol and became his groupies
in order to be part of his moment of glory. He promised fame to
all by suggesting that everyone could be famous for fifteen min-
utes. Nothing appeals more to an obscured mind than obscure
nonsense.

In the moral and aesthetic ambiguity of New York’s down-
town culture at the time, someone like Andy Warhol could not
have failed to become a myth. His greatest asset for both the era
and the area in which he existed was his zombie-like looks and
behaviour. His oddness was enough to inspire the myth for those
who desperately sought it and they transformed the discotheque
‘Palladium’ and the restaurant ‘Mr Chow’ into temples in which
sacrilege was worshipped.

Like all obsessive myths, Andy’s blinded his groupies to the
point of ridicule; to worshippers gods are never ridiculous.

The first time I met Andy was at a diner party organized by
Anita Loos, an old friend of mine. Anita wrote the best selling
book ‘Gentlemen Prefer Blondes’ and was also famous for hav-
ing dominated the Hollywood film industry between the two
World Wars. She had kindly written praise for my theories on
the cover of my book, ‘Man: the Fallen Ape’.

Because she was famous, Andy was creeping all over her like
an oily social climber. Anita was too old and too kind to react.
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Even if she reacted it would have been in her usual elegant and
subtle way, which would never have got through Andy’s insensi-
tive self-centred thick skin, created by his insecurity.

Andy’s physique made him look like an over grown infant,
which some of his followers found original. When he talked in
his quiet, almost inaudible voice, he seldom made any sense at all.
He even walked in an odd affected way. Some of those who gath-
ered around him believed his weird air and moronic look hid a
divine prophet or something supernatural, whilst others thought
great wisdom lay behind his emotionless rigidity, some even mis-
took his apathetic attitude for seraphic serenity.

He only raised his voice slightly when stating a banality or
when he was name-dropping such names as Bianca Jagger,
Imelda Marcos and Princess Minnie de Beauvau.

For me, his pale, more dead than alive, face made me very sad.
I thought America, for all its faults, deserved a better myth.

Many people, blinded by the Warhol myth, were unaware that
the paintings of the ‘Maestro’ were not paintings but reproduc-
tions of photographs he had taken.

He always carried a camera. I remember being at a table with
him at a New Year’s Eve party in New York, in 1973, as he con-
stantly snapped away at all the people around him.

Some of these ‘artistic creations’ were done or finished by
Andy’s mother, Julia Warhola. She even signed them for him, in
a shaky script, often miss-spelling his name. Julia was an immi-
grant from Slovakia. When Andy moved from Pittsburgh to
New York, she joined him. She dominated her son and manip-
ulated him and his business with the tenacity and toughness of a
Slovak peasant. She spoke English very slowly with a heavy
accent and would insert various middle European expressions
into her conversation, accompanied by facial grimaces and ges-
ticulating hands and arms. As a middle European, I understood
her, but she terrorised Andy’s friends and followers.

Julia always amused me. I spoke in Serbo-Croatian and she
would answer in Slovakian, and we would giggle together at the
expense of Andy’s worshippers who would sit around the vast
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