7th October 2014


Handout – Lesson 5
From: A Shropshire Lad (1896) by A. E. Housman
XL. Into my heart on air that kills

Into my heart an air that kills

   From yon far country blows:

What are those blue remembered hills,

   What spires, what farms are those?

That is the land of lost content,

   I see it shining plain,

The happy highways where I went

   And cannot come again.
Excerpt from: The Wealth of Nations (1776) by Adam Smith

"To found a great empire for the sole purpose of raising up a people of customers may at first sight appear a project fit only for a nation of shopkeepers. It is, however, a project altogether unfit for a nation of shopkeepers; but extremely fit for a nation whose government is influenced by shopkeepers."

Excerpt from: “Blood, Toil, Tears and Sweat” – 13 May 1940. Churchill’s first speech as prime Minister to House of Commons

That this House welcomes the formation of a Government representing the united and inflexible resolve of the nation to prosecute the war with Germany to a victorious conclusion.
On Friday evening last I received His Majesty's commission to form a new Administration. It as the evident wish and will of Parliament and the nation that this should be conceived on the broadest possible basis and that it should include all parties, both those who supported the late Government and also the parties of the Opposition. I have completed the most important part of this task. [...]

To form an Administration of this scale and complexity is a serious undertaking in itself, but it must be remembered that we are in the preliminary stage of one of the greatest battles in history [...] In this crisis I hope I may be pardoned if I do not address the House at any length today. I hope that any of my friends and colleagues, or former colleagues, who are affected by the political reconstruction, will make allowance, all allowance, for any lack of ceremony with which it has been necessary to act. I would say to the House, as I said to those who have joined this government: "I have nothing to offer but blood, toil, tears and sweat."

We have before us an ordeal of the most grievous kind. We have before us many, many long months of struggle and of suffering. You ask, what is our policy? I can say: It is to wage war, by sea, land and air, with all our might and with all the strength that God can give us; to wage war against a monstrous tyranny, never surpassed in the dark, lamentable catalogue of human crime. That is our policy. You ask, what is our aim? I can answer in one word: It is victory, victory at all costs, victory in spite of all terror, victory, however long and hard the road may be; for without victory, there is no survival. Let that be realised; no survival for the British Empire, no survival for all that the British Empire has stood for, no survival for the urge and impulse of the ages, that mankind will move forward towards its goal. But I take up my task with buoyancy and hope. I feel sure that our cause will not be suffered to fail among men. At this time I feel entitled to claim the aid of all, and I say, "come then, let us go forward together with our united strength."

Excerpt from: “Their Fines Hour” – 18 June 1940. Churchill addresses the House of Commons
The disastrous military events which have happened during the past fortnight have not come to me with any sense of surprise. Indeed, I indicated a fortnight ago as clearly as I could to the House that the worst possibilities were open; and I made it perfectly clear then that whatever happened in France would make no difference to the resolve of Britain and the British Empire to fight on, 'if necessary for years, if necessary alone." 

[...]the Battle of France is over. I expect that the Battle of Britain is about to begin. Upon this battle depends the survival of Christian civilization. Upon it depends our own British life, and the long continuity of our institutions and our Empire. The whole fury and might of the enemy must very soon be turned on us. Hitler knows that he will have to break us in this Island or lose the war. If we can stand up to him, all Europe may be free and the life of the world may move forward into broad, sunlit uplands. But if we fail, then the whole world, including the United States, including all that we have known and cared for, will sink into the abyss of a new Dark Age made more sinister, and perhaps more protracted, by the lights of perverted science. Let us therefore brace ourselves to our duties, and so bear ourselves that, if the British Empire and its Commonwealth last for a thousand years, men will still say, "This was their finest hour."

Scene: In Which We Serve (1942) – min. 23.26-26.16

KATH: 
Here's the paper, dear.

WALTER: 
I’s nearly half past. I shan't have time to do more than look at the headlines.

KATH: 
There you are, then. 

WALTER: 
It don't look too good, does it?

KATH:
Oh, you can't believe anything they say. Look at all the fuss we had last year.

Everybody flying about in aeroplanes and making speeches. After all that, nothing happened.

WALTER: 
Nothing happened to us, dear, but a hell of a lot happened to other people.

KATH: 
Do you really think we're going to have another war? 

WALTER: 
Looks like it to me.
KATH: 
Well, I'll believe it when I’ll see it.

WALTER: 
If you ask me, you may see it quicker than you bargained for.

KATH: 
I don't believe that Hitler'd be so silly. What would he expect to gain by having a war?

WALTER: 
World domination, that's what that little rat's after. you mark my words
KATH:
They haven't got enough to eat in Germany as it is.

Mrs Blacket's nephew, you know that one that travels in underwear, came back from Berlin two months ago. He said they was all half-starved. 

WALTER: 
I can't help what Mrs Blacket's nephew says. I think we're for it. 

KATH:
Well, if we have another war, I give up, see, after all we went through last time.

WALTER: 
All you went through? I like that. You was too young and innocent to know anything about it.

KATH: 
Don't talk so silly. You know perfectly well how old I am, so don't pretend you don't.

WALTER: 
Well, you'll always be young and innocent to me.

KATH: 
Will I indeed, now? If you’ll ask me, you've got a hangover from all that beer you put away last night.

WALTER: 
I must be going, now. Is Mother coming down? 

KATH: 
I promised I'd call her. Wait a minute. Mother? Walter's just going. You'd better come down as you are. 
WALTER: 
That will be nice.

KATH: 
Will you get ashore again after commissioning? Before you go to sea, I mean.

WALTER: 
That all depends. You won’t forget to put those bulbs in when the time comes, really.

KATH: 
You and your bulbs!

WALTER: 
Goodbye, old girl.

KATH: 
Walter Hardy, whatever is the matter with you this morning? Anyone would think you was going away forever.

WALTER: 
Well, you never know.

KATH: 
You ought be ashamed of yourself, saying such things.

MOTHER: 
And give them a piece of my mind.

WALTER: 
Here comes Mother.

MOTHER: 
That spirit lamp of mine will be the death of me yet.

KATH: 
What's the matter with it? 

MOTHER: 
It blew up again. Frightened the wits out of me.

KATH: 
You will put in too much methylated. Anyway, I don’t see why do you want to go fussing about with spirit lamps in your bedroom for? You could easily pop down to the kitchen. Nobody'd notice you.

MOTHER: 
I've made my own tea in my own bedroom all my life. I don't see any reason to stop now.

KATH: 
Yes, but that doesn't happen to be your own bedroom. It's my spare and if you go on blowing things up in it, every five minutes it won't be fit to sleep in.
WALTER:
Stop it, you two. I've got to go now.

MOTHER:
A nice thing, when my own daughter starts criticising me.

KATH:
Oh, shut up, Mother. Say goodbye to Walter. That's what you came down for. Isn’t it?
MOTHER:
Will you get ashore again? 

WALTER:
All depends on Hitler.

MOTHER:
Who does he think he is, anyway?

WALTER:
That's the spirit! Goodbye, Mother. Look after Kath for me and don't you two go nagging each other from morning to night.

MOTHER:
Nagging? I like that, I must say.

WALTER:
Come on, Kath.

WALTER:
Goodbye, old girl.

KATH:
Goodbye, dear.

