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Introduction

Although a considerable number of journalists and war correspondents were sent to cover the fortunes of the Allied armed forces in Northwest Europe in the summer of 1944, only a select few were given accreditations to join the initial armada that would land in Normandy on Tuesday, 6 June 1944. Among them was the Australian, Alan Moorehead, at that time just a month shy of his thirty-fourth birthday but already a war correspondent of some repute. Moorehead was a journalist for Lord Beaverbrook’s Daily Express, which before and during the war was the single most popular newspaper to be printed in Britain. Later, post-war, the Daily Express would become a tabloid, but back then, like other newspapers, it was a broadsheet, albeit one that was populist and accessible, and which was notable for the quality of its writing but also for its photographs, maps and other illustrations. And among its staple of war correspondents, Moorehead was one of the stars – a veteran of the Spanish Civil War, Greece during the Italian invasion of October 1940, and then of three years following the fortunes of the British in North Africa. He might have been one of the chosen few to join the troops heading across the Channel for D-Day, but he had, by the summer of 1944, more than earned his place on Landing Ship Tank 816 as it headed for the coast of Normandy.

In Eclipse, the memoir-cum-history he wrote shortly after the war ended, Moorehead vividly described the invasion as he witnessed it. First, there was the arrival at the pre-embarkation camp a week or so before the invasion. This was very like a prisoner-of-war camp with its wooden huts, barbed-wire fence, surrounded by woods, somewhere near Southampton in Hampshire. Once inside the camp, this was it – the point of no return. Security was paramount, for while the Germans knew an Allied cross-Channel invasion was on its way, they did not know where it would land or when. For obvious reasons, it was vital they never found out, and so once in these camps – nicknamed ‘sausages’ – the men were not allowed to leave before embarkation. Careless talk might not just cost lives, but potentially put at risk the entire invasion.

On Moorehead’s arrival, he had his identification papers checked and then he was in. ‘You went inside and the gate closed behind you,’ he wrote, ‘and that, without any ceremony, was the act of renunciation … You were committed irrevocably to the landing, perhaps tomorrow, perhaps the day after; no one knew for certain.’

One of Moorehead’s great skills was to portray his own responses to the extraordinary situations he found himself in with both a razor-sharp vividness but also in a way that was entirely relatable to his readers. On finding his allotted tent at the camp, he set up his canvas camp bed then lay down to watch a makeshift game of football. He was joined in the tent by a young naval officer fussing over his kit. Moorehead watched the man trying on his rucksack, making small adjustments to the straps, and redistributing the contents so that it was weighted better. Eventually, the naval officer too lay down on his camp bed before making small talk about the weather.

After a few days, they were suddenly told they would be leaving, heading out in procession to load up onto waiting vessels. Moorehead was allocated a landing ship, a pioneering design that was over 100 metres long but had a loaded draught of just four feet eight inches, which meant it could land directly onto a beach then refloat once the tide came in. LST 816 was American, which actually made it one of a minority, as of the 4,127 landing craft used for D-Day, 3,261 were British, part of the Royal Navy, just as 892 of the 1,213 warships involved were also British. This was because Britain had begun the war with the world’s largest navy, and by 1944 it remained one of the largest; although the US Navy, by this time, comfortably trumped that of their British coalition partners, most of their warships were on operations against the Japanese in the Pacific. So, it was understandable that the British would shoulder the lion’s share of the Allied naval commitments.

After spending a night aboard without moving, they finally embarked on Sunday, 4 June, one landing ship amongst a vast flotilla of landing craft, warships, troopships and freighters. By this time, the weather was awful, with a rising swell. The flat-bottomed landing craft were not designed for such seas and pitched and heaved relentlessly. Moorehead noticed the men aboard became depressed, both seasick and anxious. Nor did the American skipper help much. A veteran sailor of twenty years, he had already led LST 816 on three assault landings in North Africa, Sicily and southern Italy, and grimly predicted this latest landing would be a ‘bad one’. Most on board were sick and as night drew in, the mood of the men worsened. ‘In the darkness,’ noted Moorehead, ‘the dangers of the voyage became magnified and unbearable, and the rising sea alone seemed a sufficient terror, without the unthinkable climax of the assault at the other end.’

They were all told to be up and about at 4 a.m. when they were served breakfast, and so they stumbled about in the dark, still feeling nauseous. Eventually, dawn broke and far ahead Moorehead could see the French coastline. He felt a wave of relief, rather as though he had woken up and a fever that had blighted him had at last gone away. His writings about what he then witnessed – the warships firing, the mass of landing craft, the jagged silhouette of vessels crowding the horizon behind them, burning vehicles and landing craft on the shore – provide such a clear picture that one can almost half close the eyes and see it all for oneself.

By afternoon, they had closed in to nearly 500 yards from the shoreline. Moorehead was impatient to get off, but they had towed a Rhino ferry across the Channel, which they were then supposed to pull up to the bow of the LST. The great ramps of the bow would then lower onto this motorized jetty, and the contents – trucks and tanks – would drive out and onto it and complete the last final journey to the shore and so allow the LST to quickly return to England to pick up more cargo, without having to wait for the tides to come in and out. That had been the idea, and it was a good one, but, like the rest of the landing, it had been designed with a millpond-flat summer sea in mind. The ongoing swell and gale meant they were simply unable to successfully bring the Rhino ferry forward and hitch it up safely.

Instead, Moorehead had the incongruous experience of watching the invasion unfold whilst listening to American swing music blaring through the LST’s loudspeakers and eating the steaks laid on by the ship’s crew. As a result, it wasn’t until the morning of Wednesday, 7 June – D-Day plus one – that he finally came ashore. The beach looked a shambles, with so much equipment and detritus that it seemed as though the battle had been raging for days, if not weeks, rather than barely twenty-four hours. ‘At the spot where we landed,’ he wrote, ‘two Shermans had already sunk up to their turrets in the quicksand. A sharp wind was blowing over the sand dunes, and now that one was close at hand one saw that this was no normal French beach but a wasteland pitted with thousands of craters and shell-holes.’ Aerial photographs taken at the time testify to this: bomb and shell craters pockmark the landscape, while, from high above, ant-like columns of vehicles head inland and litter the beaches. Beach villas had been blown in, concrete bunkers smashed, and dead Germans, yet to be buried, littered the entrances. Moorehead and his colleagues headed inland, curious, horrified, wide-eyed and uncertain. His writing of these extraordinary days, his eyewitness account of such a pivotal moment in history, never once loses its immediacy whilst at the same time conveying his entirely human observations. ‘It was impossible to find the front-line,’ he wrote, ‘since at that moment it did not exist. At nearly every point incredible, unbelievable success had attended the landings.’

His part in D-Day is just one small section in Eclipse – a book that follows both his journey and the fortunes of the war from the Allied invasion of Sicily to southern Italy and then to Normandy, and through war-torn northwest Europe until Nazi Germany is finally, at long last, beaten. His is a remarkable journey and because the book was written immediately after the war’s end, and drawn from his notes and articles published at the time, there is a freshness and immediacy that allows the reader today unprecedented access to what he witnessed and to his vivid and razor-sharp observations. Moorehead is a deft writer and a wonderful guide through these world-changing events. Although written in 1945, the writing still feels crisp and relevant; the passing years have not aged this book at all.

Alan Moorehead was born in Canterbury, a suburb of Melbourne, Victoria, in Australia, on 22 July 1910. The youngest of three children, he was sent to school at Scotch College, which he loathed, and then read English and History at the University of Melbourne. His father, Richard, was a journalist, and Alan followed in his footsteps, joining the Melbourne Herald in 1933, where he learned the vital skill of assimilating information and then writing very quickly, in a captivating, attention-grabbing fashion. For an ambitious young man wanting to see something of the world and broaden his horizons, Melbourne seemed far too insular and culturally limited, and so, having saved £500, in 1936 he sailed for England to find his fame and fortune.

Dark and good-looking and with a ready charm, he soon got himself a job working as a reporter for the Daily Express out of Gibraltar, the tiny British island just off the southern Spanish coast and at the mouth of the Mediterranean. Although such a post might easily have been a backwater job, the Spanish Civil War broke out in July 1936, while with the rise of Italy’s fascist dictator, Benito Mussolini, there were also plenty of international tensions in the Mediterranean region on which he could report.

Moorehead had certainly been lucky but on the other hand he made the most of his opportunities. In 1938 he became a permanent staff writer for Lord Beaverbrook and was posted first to Paris and then to Rome, where he met and then married the paper’s fashion editor, Martha Lucy Milner. Lucy, as she was known, was one of two people to significantly shape his writing skills. Not only did she become his sharpest critic, but also his editor, secretary and business manager. She also bore him three children, one of whom, Caroline Moorehead, is a highly acclaimed writer and historian herself.

If Martha was a significant influence on his career, then so too was Alex Clifford, a war correspondent for the rival newspaper, the Daily Mail. The two met in Rome and became best of friends when they headed off to Athens to follow the Italians’ ill-fated invasion of Greece at the end of October 1940. Clifford not only became a mentor to Moorehead, he also encouraged his friend to join him in Cairo, from where the British Western Desert Force was taking the fight back to the Italians. It ensured Moorehead was able to start filing reports from the desert at a time when the war there was the only place in the world where British forces were fighting a notable land campaign. Cairo was the hub of Middle East Command, which incorporated a vast geographical area, including East Africa, Syria, Palestine, Iraq and Iran, and even Greece. Moorehead was able to follow British fortunes across this colossal theatre, his reputation growing along with the strength of his writing. Thanks to Moorehead, readers were given an unrivalled window on the fortunes of the British and Commonwealth forces as they battled through heat, flies and sand, Holy Lands, Mediterranean islands and across the expanse of the Egyptian and Libyan desert over which the war yo-yoed back and forth. He was still with the British Eighth Army in northern Tunisia in May 1943 as it helped to finally wrench North Africa from the Axis powers once and for all. These adventures were also written up in longer book form, creating a trilogy that has barely, if ever, been out of print since 1944.

Eclipse follows where the North Africa Trilogy ends: with the invasion of Sicily, then southern Italy, after which, along with a number of Allied troops and senior commanders, Moorehead headed back to Britain for the eventual invasion of Normandy and the long, eleven-month campaign that followed in Northwest Europe. As with his earlier books, the narrative follows his own experiences, blended with a wider history of events as they unfolded. There, however, the similarities end.

There was something clean about the North African war; after all, the desert was only sparsely populated and the two sides could smash ten rounds out of each other without causing too much desecration. Civilian casualties were therefore slight compared with what followed in mainland Europe. However, subsequently in Sicily, then in Italy and France, Moorehead was horrified by the huge levels of destruction and ever-increasing human suffering, and Eclipse charts this growing disenchantment and even mounting contempt both for the enemy and also for the Allied way of war with its increasingly heavy use of firepower. The Allies were fighting a highly industrialized and mechanized conflict, which made the most of their global reach, wealth and modernity, and which consciously tried to avoid the slaughter of overwhelming numbers of their own young men. The heavy strategic bomber campaign, the emphasis on air power, but also artillery, was all designed to limit the number of men in the infantry and in tanks who were at the coalface of war. If that meant pummelling cities or blasting towns and villages from the face of the earth, that was a price Allied commanders were prepared to pay. It was a strategy that certainly saved the lives of young Americans, British and Canadians – amongst others – but it also caused untold levels of destruction and loss of life of those on the receiving end, both combatants and civilians alike. This destruction appalled Moorehead.

I first read Eclipse many years ago, having devoured his North African Trilogy. Re-reading it more recently, I was struck by Moorehead’s obvious bitterness and his criticism of the Allied war leaders. I also wonder whether he was one of those responsible for the ‘declinist’ view of the Western Allied war effort that first really took hold in the 1960s and remained entrenched for the best part of forty years. The general thesis is this: that Germany had the best armed forces in the world, but was eventually undone largely by the huge manpower of the Soviet Union and industrial muscle of the United States. The British, in the dying embers of their once mighty empire, was already a sinking ship – a force that showed pluck and resolve early in the war but later clung tenaciously onto the shirt-tails of their superior partner, the United States. It is a view that, in recent years, has been widely discredited, but there should be no finger-pointing at Moorehead for his interpretation of the events he witnessed first-hand.

In fact, Moorehead is not as contemptuous of Allied war strategy as some who followed, but his disillusion really begins to set in with the invasion of southern Italy. Here, he finds beautiful cities that have been largely destroyed by Allied bombs, rampant VD, a thriving black market, atrocities – both rape and executions – and civilian populations ravaged by war, poverty and degradation. His reactions are entirely understandable, especially since Italy was a place of sunshine, culture, history and comparative wealth that he had known before the war.

As his journey through war-torn Europe continues, so his disgust and despair mount, until they reach a high point of horror whilst witnessing the liberation of Belsen. His descriptions are brilliantly stark and unsparing, leaving a quite intentional knot of revulsion in the stomach and mind. After witnessing the dead, the emaciated still-living, and the pits of mass graves, Moorehead emerged barely able to process what he had witnessed. ‘Something else filled the mind, a frantic desire to ask: “Why? Why? Why? Why had it happened?”’ he wrote. ‘With all one’s soul one felt: “This is not war. Nor is it anything to do with here and now, with this one place at this one moment. This is timeless and the whole world and all mankind is involved in it. This touches me and I am responsible. Why has it happened? How did we let it happen?”’

After the war, Moorehead settled with his family in a villa near Florence in his beloved Italy. His war experiences – as well as his growing body of published books – resolved him to make a career as an independent writer and historian, and so despite Beaverbrook’s lucrative offer to stay with the Daily Express, he resisted. A series of histories and biographies followed, as well as awards, acclaim and commercial success, and on a rich range of subjects too – from the Gallipoli campaign of 1915 to the conquest of Africa and the Russian Revolution, and a biography of Field Marshal Montgomery, a commander he had seen so often at first-hand during the war. Tragedy struck later in life. In 1966, when aged just fifty-six, he suffered a stroke that left him unable to read, write or speak. Later, in 1979, he narrowly survived a car crash in which his wife, Lucy, was killed. He died four years later, aged just seventy-three.

Eclipse was first published in 1945, so very soon after the long and brutal Second World War finally ended. He managed to cast a unique – and in many ways, privileged – eye on those incredible events. There to witness battles first-hand, as a leading war correspondent, he was also given access to many of the commanders and war leaders. Like the modern war correspondent, he saw much that others never saw, even those involved directly in the conflict. On the other hand, despite this access, he was not privy to the wider picture facing those commanders, or details of intelligence, or the vast and conflicting challenges of high command. His views were formed at the time from what he personally witnessed, and published soon after. At times, his judgements are harsh and sometimes even misplaced or incorrect. No matter; this remains a rich, acutely observed and vivid account of the war in Western Europe, and a book that more than deserves to find itself in print once more and to reach a new – and soon to be rewarded – audience.

James Holland




Foreword

Let us begin with a question: why should you read a book by an author long since dead about a war fought more than half a century ago? The answer is not simple. I could say that Alan Moorehead was a fine writer and you will be able to see in this first-hand account of the Allied victory over Germany a popular historian warming his skills for the long list of distinguished works that were to follow: among them, Gallipoli, The Russian Revolution, The White Nile, The Blue Nile and The Fatal Impact.

I could say that Moorehead’s story of the Normandy invasion, the drive across Europe, the collapse of the German army, and the last days of the war are military history at its most compelling. Or that Moorehead’s pen portraits of Allied leaders like Montgomery and de Gaulle are superb. Or that his honest eye for some of the seldom mentioned aspects of war – the joys of looting, the pleasures of power – are a delight. But these are minor matters. We have to look deeper to see why this book is a masterpiece.

It is difficult to grasp the scale of the Second World War and the influence it had on our civilization. From the skies over Britain to the icy vastness of the Russian plains, from the deserts of North Africa to the jungles of Burma and the Pacific Islands, armies the size and firepower of which the world had never seen before fought terrible battles of survival. Before it was over, every major power in the world had been dragged in and some sixty million people were dead, on average more than 25,000 for each day of the war.

What Moorehead attempts to do in this book is nothing less than to make sense of all that. He felt that the Allies fought a just war but in describing it he strives to present a balanced picture, avoiding the patriotic posturing of his contemporaries. He is aware of what war does to people – soldiers and civilians alike. He does not ignore the horror or the heroism. He understands the glory of victory and the ignominy of defeat. But what he really wants to know is: what on earth is this all about? What moves men and nations to risk everything for an ideal? His theme is as universal as the desire to explain our presence on this planet.

It is clear to me that it was Moorehead’s destiny to find himself in the summer of 1945 sitting in Jevington, Sussex, with his old notebooks and copies of his dispatches, probing his memory and tackling this ambitious task. He had left his home town, Melbourne, in 1936 as part of an inter-war wave of Australian journalists seeking fame and fortune on the old Street of Adventure.

He landed a job with the Daily Express as a foreign correspondent. (The owner, Lord Beaverbrook, a Canadian, had a soft spot for journalists from Commonwealth countries.) Moorehead reported from Paris, got out ahead of the Germans and in 1940 had the lucky break all journalists deserve – the legendary Arthur Christiansen, with one of those flashes of inspiration that editors are sometimes capable of, sent him to cover the war in North Africa. In today’s nuclear age it is hard to convey how the desert campaign of 1940-3 was regarded. Yes, it was only a sideshow. Yes, men got killed. But in those gloomy early years of the war when victory was by no means assured, it had – dare one say it – an old-fashioned glamour with none of the intense fury and hatred that existed on the European fronts.

In the desert, each side respected the other. The British borrowed the Afrika Korps’ song, Lili Marlene, and made it a hit; Erwin Rommel, the German commander, became ‘the Desert Fox’ and won Churchill’s admiration (‘May I say across the havoc of war, a great general’); and the British commander, Bernard Montgomery, was ‘Monty’ to everyone and a genuine hero-figure.

Covering this campaign changed Moorehead for ever. His life took on a new vivid sharpness, an intensity he had not known in peacetime. He had the intelligence and the education, plus the detachment of being an Australian, to know that he was playing a part in a great historical event – the last throw of a once-great warrior nation in the advancing twilight of empire.

He wrote about the British in a manner the British themselves could never have done. ‘These odd, gawky officers with their prickly moustaches, their little military affectations, their high-pitched voices and their little jokes from the world of Mayfair and Ascot, kept bringing their men up to the enemy, and the men, because they were the picked soldiers of the regular army and native Englishmen and Scots, did exactly as they were told. [They] stood through this maelstrom as a rock will stand against the sea.’ There was never any doubt either with the Daily Express or Moorehead himself that he would continue with the British army as it invaded Sicily, the Italian mainland, then fought its way north towards Rome. And it was during this campaign that he began to feel his way towards an explanation of the glory men find in battle. ‘As he goes up to the front [a] man has to say: “Now I gamble everything. I put all my life and everything I have hoped to do and all that part of everyone I love – I put all this in the way of death. I stake it all.” Then later when you see the man return safely he appears to have gained in stature. He has been up to the edge and looked over and come away. There is tide upon tide of happiness as he takes back his life and all the things he hopes to do with it. And having regained what he stakes he seems to be a more considerable being, and to have gathered some profit from the risks he took.’

Moorehead had no intention of stopping. He had been seduced by the freedom enjoyed by war correspondents. Soldiers, no matter what their rank, were small parts in the huge war machine. Moorehead went virtually where he liked, following what he considered to be the story, forging his own fame, seeking his own destiny.

He landed with the Allies in Normandy and hurried towards Paris, anxious to see if his pre-war home there had survived, fascinated to learn how the French had coped with the German occupation. Moorehead’s account of this alone is worth the price of the book because he sorts out the truth from the propaganda – propaganda that, incidentally, has survived to this day.

‘Europe was a workable proposition under Nazi rule,’ he admits. ‘Up to 1942, three-quarters of the Allied propaganda about starving Europe, Europe under the Nazi boot, was purest nonsense. Europe was doing very well.’ Questioning the French, Moorehead found that life in Paris under German rule was not only possible, it was profitable if you collaborated a little.

So he asks why then were the Germans so hated and decides it had to do with freedom. ‘We, the conscious or unconscious propagandists on the Allied side, had been writing and broadcasting this sort of stuff for years. Freedom of speech. Liberty for the Press. Now suddenly it was come true.’

When he wrote this line he suddenly felt, probably for the first time since the beginning of the war, some hope for the future. He realized that whatever choices people might have for rebuilding the post-war world – and in this he proved to be absolutely correct – they would not put up with restrictions on their right to freely express their views. ‘The very naïveté of this argument had blinded a good few of us to its force … It was difficult to believe that the issues could have become so primitive. And yet here it was. At the end of the first week after we arrived twenty newspapers had been rushed into the street. All Paris began to talk.’

At that stage Moorehead, along with many others, thought that one last push and Germany would collapse. Writing about this mistaken belief after the war he noted how similar the British and the Germans are – they both adore defeats. ‘Dunkirk will remain in the English mind long after Tunis is forgotten. The siege of Stalingrad will rally future generations of German children long after they have found the 1940 advance into France rather a bore.’ So as he entered Germany with the Allied troops, Moorehead realized that the Germans were preparing for the greatest act of national immolation in European history – ‘They would go gloriously and desperately to their utter defeat.’

It would have been easy for him to have written propaganda clichés about the beastly Hun but his honesty would not let him, and he embarked instead on an immensely complicated relationship with the defeated Germans, full of loose ends and contradictions leading nowhere. ‘As soon as you discovered evil and malice in one place you were immediately confronted with kindness and genuine innocence in another.’

He did not lose his eye for those gems of behaviour the recounting of which enlivened his writing and brought a human touch to his reports, like the German businessman who announced that the Russians were looting his shop and would the English soldiers please come and see that they did it in an orderly manner.

And he did not conceal from the reader that he was often up for a little looting himself, especially food and wine. He claims that a colleague coined a cynical misquotation – but one suspects that it was Moorehead himself – ‘Dine with the right and vote with the left.’ So it should not surprise us that Moorehead and his colleagues enjoyed the services of an Italian butler, Augusto, and dined when they could by candlelight in fine old houses on what Augusto could loot, toasting each other with the choicest clarets from abandoned cellars.

It is time to confess that this book and the earlier African Trilogy changed my life. Just after the war I was working as a copy-boy on the (Sydney) Daily Telegraph. When things were quiet, the copy-boys would gather around the desk of Sam White, who was later to find fame as Beaverbrook’s man in Paris, and try to prise war stories out of him.

‘Don’t you little bastards ever read a book?’ Sam asked one night. ‘For Christ’s sake get hold of anything by Alan Moorehead and bloody well leave me alone.’ I did, and that was it for me. I had to get to Britain. I wanted to follow in Moorehead’s footsteps. It took me seven more years to come to London and then it was Moorehead’s books that sustained me in my first bitter years, freezing in cheap bedsits and stringing out a living as a correspondent for an Australian newspaper group.

I watched Moorehead’s success from afar, desperate to talk to him but feeling that although we were fellow countrymen it would be an intrusion. Then he moved to Italy, suffered a cruel stroke and died before I managed to meet him. So I write here what I would have said to him, that this account of the Allied victory over Hitler, of those many battles with strange names now dim in memory, is a triumph, an inspired, sustained piece of writing by a master of his craft.

Phillip Knightley

July 2000




Author’s Note

Eclipse was the code name given by the Allies to their last operation of the war in Europe; the occupation of Germany. I take the word for the title of my book with all acknowledgement to the men who made it possible.

In the beginning it was my intention not to write another war book, but to try an experiment: merely to sketch in the military details and tell the story of the collapse of German Europe sociologically and politically, psychologically and even emotionally. I was after atmosphere more than fact. I wanted to convey what the Italians and the French and the Germans had been thinking through the long five years, how they reacted to the final collapse and what it was like to be there and talk to them at that special moment. A book of hopes and fears and miseries: the truths underneath the more obvious noises and movement of the war. A book that was a half-way house to fiction.

It is so easy to plan.

I had not written fifty pages before I realized that my fine Tolstoyan scheme was entirely out of reach. Even if one had the talent you cannot write a book about war like that – not at least while you are still living in the war or immediately after it. You can write a novel like A Bell for Adano. You can write a straight history which, at so short a perspective, is not much more than a catalogue of events. Or you can write a book of your own personal thoughts and adventures.

And so as I went on I found that I was falling between two – or rather three – stools. More and more I was forced to hang my story on the framework of the actual military events; all my ideas and impressions, all my atmospherics, could never make a pattern of themselves. The story itself was too big. But having gone so far one had to persist, and now that the thing is finished and done with I am not sure what you would call it. A commentary, possibly.

All this can be of no possible interest except that it allows me to take out a certain insurance against the reader. This is not a war book, nor a history, nor a social treatise or a novel. You cannot expect accuracy or completeness or education and there is precious little romance. I have not said nearly enough about the preponderant part played by the American and Russian forces, and this for the sole reason that I was not with them.

I have not said much about the future of Germany or the problem of neutralizing her war potential because it seems to me that the job is already done. I came away from Germany convinced that she alone will never again be a menace to us in our lifetimes. She may in the years ahead form alliances, but the Reich itself is ruined and exhausted beyond the recall of this or even perhaps the next generation. And amid all the justifiable hatred and cries for revenge this is a point that ought to be borne in mind.

We have only to stick to our programme of occupation and Germany will lapse into a small agricultural state, owning no great industries, having no powers to erect the vast machinery necessary for a modern war – a thing that did not happen to her last time. I believe the great political issues of Europe already lie outside Germany, and we will be wasting our time if we concentrate too much upon her.

At the same time it has got to be realized that Germany put forth a titanic effort in this war. She never lost her lead in the designing of new weapons, and her domestic organization remained brilliant almost to the very end. Like France in the Napoleonic period, her enormous success was the measure of her ultimate fall.

We won the war just in time. Everywhere in Germany we came upon V1 and V2 trains and now that we have seen their experimental stations and interrogated their scientists it is clear that much more diabolical things than V1 and V2 were about to be launched against us. Germany was on the verge of immense discoveries. Given another eighteen months a tenfold terror might have come on the world.

Those who have been hurt by this war may think I have put Germany in a far too lenient light throughout the book. Whether this be so or not, my underlying object has been throughout to make it clear that there are no solutions to be found for the future of Europe in the conduct of the war itself. Savagery fed on savagery. The sinking of passenger liners, the concentration camps, the bombing – all these were the outward and vicious expression of something that ought to have been foreseen long before 1939. All the world is culpable for the indifference and timidity of the nineteen-thirties. However cynically we may approach the peace, at least we can admit that it might be a good thing to be vigilant in the years ahead.

One can never write a book like this entirely alone, and I must put down here with gratitude a few of the names of the people who helped me. There were Major-General Sir Francis de Guingand, the Chief of Staff of 21st Army Group, and Brigadier W. Williams and Colonel J. O. Ewart, the two senior intelligence officers attached to Montgomery. They toiled through many of these pages in search of grosser errors and gave me much information. Lieutenant-General Harding kindly supplied me with a document on the Italian campaign. I had the fortune to hear Field-Marshal Montgomery, General Dempsey and other commanders discussing their battles. And a very great deal of work was done on this book by my wife.

Finally, there were the main companions of my travels, the people with whom, day in and day out, in many countries, I experienced and talked over most of the events here described – usually without reaching the slightest agreement: Alexander Clifford, Christopher Buckley, Geoffrey Keating, Edward Gilling and David Woodward. This book is published almost in defiance of them.

Alan Moorehead

Jevington, Sussex, 1945
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COLLAPSE IN THE SOUTH: ITALY




CHAPTER ONE

Taormina

In the summer towards the middle of August the three of us began walking up the road to Taormina. I cannot remember the date exactly, but that day remains astonishingly clear in the mind, like the day of a marriage or a death. Even at the time I believe we were conscious that this was the end of one set of experiences, and the beginning of something quite unexplored and different.

The army, as I remember, had stopped a little short of the village of Giardini, on the eastern coast of Sicily, just above Catania. It was a broken bridge or a minefield on the road or something of that sort; at all events the vehicles could not get through, and the soldiers lay about in the shade accepting grapes from the peasants and awaiting the order to go on again. It was hot. There was a clear leaping brilliance in the sea, and at midday everything had turned into strident colour, red rocks, green vineyards, a blaring cobalt blue in the sky and then all the bright colours of the tumbledown houses along the shore. A gunboat, keeping close to the beach, ran on ahead of the front-line, and was aimlessly turning circles in the bay below Taormina.

We left the car and walked knee deep across the Torrente Rapido, then across the Fiume Freddo, and then we went squelching on with our wet boots until we got to the forward platoon. They too were resting and eating grapes. There were no Germans about and no Italians, but Giardini, the village just ahead, was on fire. Two officers had gone on afoot, and now we three, after some argument, decided to follow. It seemed to be the thing to do.

The Sicilian campaign was over, or almost over. Catania had fallen. In the north the Americans were advancing upon the Straits of Messina, and from Messina itself the enemy were streaming across the narrow waterway back into the toe of Italy. Only a rear-guard was left behind. Of all the lovely towns of Sicily only Taormina remained untaken – the loveliest of all. As we stood with the forward platoon and argued we could see the great hotels on the heights above. They stood a sheer thousand feet above the sea upon an immense red cliff; the hotels where the tourists used to go before the war, a place that looked like a holiday poster, ‘drenched in sunshine and remote.’ This was the last important point we had to take in Sicily, and the taking of the town would be the last gesture of the campaign before we set out upon the invasion of Europe.

We had about eight or nine miles to walk along the shore before we got to the bottom of the cliff. At first there was nothing much to see, just the laden vineyards and the fruit trees, the wayside villas with their endless Fascist slogans painted on the walls. Mussolini ha sempre ragione. Do not question – Obey. Fascist Italy goes forward to a greater tomorrow. Credere – Obedire – Combattere. The letters were a foot thick and two feet high on the crumbling villa walls, a persistent stream of sounding phrases that lost all meaning and after a while even ceased to be ridiculous. They jarred the eyes in this peaceful landscape, just as one is jarred by a persistent tiny noise in a quiet room.

The village of Giardini must be a mile long. A main road and a line of houses on either side. Then the sea and the mined beach. Here and there a house was burning. The villagers had fled into the hills, and those who had stayed behind looked at us incredulously and with that sort of fear you see sometimes in animals – the fear that prevents them from running away. Only the very old or the very crazy were left behind. They were half-mad from hunger. They waved, but when we stopped it was a long time before they would answer coherently. ‘Yes, yes. The Germans have gone. The soldiers have gone. There are no soldiers in the village.’ And then: ‘Pane. Biscotti. Caramelle.’ Bread. Biscuits. Sweets. All the way through Sicily the peasants had been crying out for food, and the cry had been reduced to this three-word formula and had been repeated so often that now it began to take on the meaningless persistence of the Fascist slogans on the walls.

A little group of Italian soldiers in dirty green uniforms were standing on the beach waving a white flag at the British gunboat. When they saw us on the road they ran forward calling: ‘We surrender.’ There was something essentially childish in their dark and troubled faces. Much later, after the war perhaps, they would posture again and make a show in the village street. But not now. All that was gone entirely. They were tired and hurt and frightened, and it was embarrassing to feel their deflation. Wanting to please, they said eagerly, ‘Two British officers have already gone down the road.’ They added: ‘No. There are no Germans. The last of them left this morning.’

Although this information was quite probably inaccurate it was reassuring to hear. The vineyards came up very thickly to the road, and one was almost entirely dependent on the information of the villagers that no ambush had been laid. That and a ‘sense’ of the atmosphere, a sort of feeling that was more emotional than mental. Either you felt it was secure to go on or not. At all events the other two were in front. One of these men we knew very well. We had not enquired on starting out whether it was he or not, but we knew that at every moment in a campaign when a goal like Taormina lay ahead this officer was certain to go reconnoitring on his own. For three years it had been like that. We had known him in Syria and Greece and many times in the desert, and it had become a sort of compact between us that we should meet at these moments of the campaign, when the big fighting was done and it was therefore possible to move on to the prize that the soldiers had won but not yet possessed. Although we never expressed it we felt like jackals after the kill.

There was the usual hush over this gap between the advancing army and the retreating enemy. Everything goes to earth. The road is clear and it is a little adventure to turn each corner. You smell the enemy. Here and there, for no explained reason, a house burns quietly and there is no one to quench it; it burns in a vacuum with not anyone to watch. The discarded helmets and webbing of the enemy lie about. You never take your eyes off the road. Twice we saw the usual pattern of square holes in the macadam, and picked our way past the teller mines lying just below the surface. We kept to the middle of the road and walked on into the centre of Giardini. The gunboat came steaming back along the beach and disappeared around the bend. At the railway station there was a great deal of disorder. The bombing had carried black debris across the road and a stationary train full of some chemical threw out a strange sickly smell. There were craters in the highway, and these appeared to have been mined with the smaller type of mine, which is quite concealed and is designed to kill single men on foot.

We turned off the road and struck straight up the face of the cliff along a twisting bridle-path. The ramparts of the town were directly above us, but one had neither the breath nor the energy to look upward. Many little groups of Italians were lying concealed at their machine-guns at the bends in the track. They waited till we came abreast of their dugouts and then they came out and called to us: ‘We surrender. What shall we do? Do you want our weapons?’

‘Throw them down the cliff.’

They ran to the edge of the track and threw their guns and cartridges into the ravine. They did this very solemnly and with childish dignity, wanting to make a formal act of surrender.

We were now half-way up the cliff, and I for one was sobbing for breath. The sweat ran down the open neck of one’s shirt and even one’s shorts were becoming sodden with it. We still wore the desert clothes; but here on this cliff everything appeared to draw up the heat from the red rock. The sea was now a pond below. Directly above, the people were gathering on the stone ramparts, and they were making a queer staccato ululation that might have been a warning or a welcome. They could see us clearly as we crept slowly up the goat track.

When I got to the top the others were already there, surrounded by a mob of Italians, all chattering, many of them waving white flags. More and more were running down the hill. They waved their rifles in the air. The children kept plucking at our clothes as we sat on the parapet trying to regain our breath. Biscotti. Caramelle. There was a long broken story of how they had fought the Germans in the night, and of how the Germans had looted the villas and the hotels before they left. We sat drinking beer in a little cafe, and presently the chief of the carabinieri arrived to lead us down to the Hotel Beauséjour. ‘An English tea,’ they kept saying. ‘We will prepare an English tea.’

Far below lay the Mediterranean, so vitreous that all the green formations of the seabed showed clearly through the water. A great shoulder of rock butted out to the north, and there beyond it, over a stretch of water no wider than a river-mouth, lay Italy itself. One was hardly prepared for its nearness. There was no boat on the Straits, nothing between us and the unknown enemy country, a great high stretch of coastline that grew quietly out of the water. It was so close that you could discern the roads and the occasional houses among the olive groves. It needed no great imagination to find German trucks passing along the roads and German guns pointing from the rocks. This was the country towards which the Eighth Army had been fighting for three years, and so this first vision of the shore came as a naturally dramatic moment. All of us had many times lost hope, or at least the immediate sense of hope; and now that we had arrived in sight of Italy it was an unaffected joy merely to stand and look and look.

I imagine this moment had the same effect upon all of us. As we looked, the feeling of urgency which carries everyone through a campaign began to drain away. There it was: Italy. No need to do anything more now. Not at any rate for the time being. No more fighting. No need to move. The invasion was still to come, but that was a long way off; perhaps next week, perhaps next month. It did not matter much exactly when. There would be an infinity of days here in the sun, drinking wine, swimming from the beach, meeting the women.

Far back along the road the army was slowly winding forward to fill in this gap between them and the enemy. They would filter through the villages and along the coast until they reached the tip of Sicily. Then they would sit down and gather strength. It would be a time of holiday for everyone, a time to forget the fighting on the Primasole Bridge and across the Catania Plain. They were tired, and now just for a little time they would be suspended between this campaign and the next, between what they had done and the indefinite future.

The five of us who had come into Taormina were well used to the ways of seizing a holiday at a moment like this. One man went off to find a villa. Another took a truck for wine. A third engaged Italian servants. We gathered fruit and vegetables, eggs and fresh fish from the beach. For the rest there were our cases of army rations, cigarettes, soap and chocolate; all the things that had grown as precious as life in Europe.

Within three days the villa was a home. It perched on the heights of Taormina, above the hotels, below the pinnacled village on the new and higher height beyond. A petit salon with leather chairs. A kitchen of hilarious glazed tiles. Then up the stairs to a landing where one dined surrounded by Roman plaques. A bedroom giving on to a great square tiled terrace under an awning of dried palm leaves, and all the Straits of Messina and the toe of Italy spread out below. Another floor and another bedroom or two. Ten yards of steep path and then the studio. The villa straggled up the mountainside and fitted its rooms into each step of each ladder of the rock. And always through every hour of day and night the light poured in from the garden, a fabulous blinding yellow-white at midday, a theatrical march of sea-greens and rose in the morning and the quick evening, and then the yellow lamps at night.

All this is so long ago that I keep forgetting the usual mechanical details. The cook’s name, for example. It may have been Sofia or Sophia. At any rate something beginning with S. But she herself, the woman, is quite clear. She cooked with wine. Wine for the rabbit casserole. Wine in the stew. Army margarine for the eggs. A thin compact mother of a cook desperately trying to adjust her habits to the utter strangeness of the foreigners. She bunched herself up tensely to try and understand our Italian, and when the message got through and she was sure of what we meant she burst into delighted smiles. ‘Yes, yes, yes. Onions in the soup. Of course.’ An indeterminate boy, probably her son, kept carrying things in and out of the kitchen, and there were others, too numerous to identify, who called and tidied up the bedrooms and went away carrying packages.

There was an Italian architect in the villa across the road who called with his magnificent wife. She was scented and poised and she had that bulbous, blooming autumnal beauty of the Latin women who have had their children and lead a life half-way between their responsibility to their family and their intuitive desire to be gay. She spoke French with the harsh Italian accent, and just managed to restrain herself from putting a vowel on the end of every word. The architect sat. La Signora bloomed and smiled and was very gay and witty on the terrace.

Then there was Anna Maria, the elder daughter, the urgent reason of the friendship between their villa and ours. Anna Maria was a backward projection of her mother, an early photograph of her mother; slim, jet black hair, brilliantly defined lips and an entire consciousness of the English soldiers dancing round her.

The night we repaid their call Anna Maria played the gramophone while her mother sat watching the soldiers in the dusk. Presently an album of photographs was brought out, the usual thing of bathing parties and babies on the lawn. There was one girl in the pictures of such lush Italian beauty that everyone demanded who she was.

‘That,’ said Anna Maria, ‘is my sister Mariella.’

Mariella in her bathing-suit was a girl of bursting vitality. She was frankly and consciously sexual. She made an aggressive innocence of her body that had become too early ripe in the Sicilian sun.

‘Alas,’ said Anna Maria, ‘we have no news of her. She went to stay with our relatives near Palermo when the invasion began, and now it is impossible to reach her.’

We sent a Ford truck for Mariella in the morning.

It was an easy life. I slept on the terrace in a camp-bed, and at this height above the sea there was no need for a mosquito net. The sun came up through a green light over the Straits, leaving Italy in shadow and hitting Taormina full in the face. Everything – the ravines that tumbled down to the sea, the houses perching on the crests, the pine trees outside, and even the wine bottles left on the terrace from the previous night – was cast either into full light or full shadow.

At nine the batman came with a chipped enamel mug full of the thick sticky tea he had learned to make in the desert. There was no really serious bathroom in the villa, nor any serious need to wash. Breakfast drifted idly forward until ten or half-past, and then we took a jeep and drove down the long precipitous road to a special beach we knew about just to the north of Taormina. A sunken schooner lay in the bay, and it was pleasant to swim naked through the masts and watch the fish passing through the portholes and the rigging. Italy and the enemy lay across the water, and one after another the headlands over there caught the rising sunlight. Time was of no consequence. One made of it a deliberate luxury. On the beach Pietro sat waiting with the fish. It was always red mullet. Tomorrow, he said, he should have the langoustina, the little crayfish that we liked so well fried in breadcrumbs soaked in wine and garlic.

The fish were laid in rows on fresh vine leaves at the bottom of a wicker basket, and then, with the windscreen down and the warm wind on our faces, we drove back at speed to the villa. Mariella and Anna Maria were allowed to come across to us alone at midday – their mother was watching from across the street. We sat on the terrace underneath the dried palm leaves and drank the drier of the white wines, especially an Orvieto which we had in the half-fiasco, a round bottle trussed up with straw.

There were always guests for lunch, young soldiers we had known for months or years in Africa. In half an hour they came under the spell of the sun and the wine and the food. We experimented each day with a new wine, mainly the white wines with lunch. All the desire for talk, talk for its own sake, that had been bottled up through the campaign, began to come out. We liked one another. It would have been difficult to have been a bore. Nearly every sentence was given spontaneously and laughing, and some of it may have been good talk and all of it was natural. The fish, taken so quickly from the sea, had that flavour that vanishes within three or four hours. We had a tide of fruit, mostly grapes and melons and apricots. It was presumed that the guests would stay for a siesta and tea.

After this there were two or three hours in the late afternoon when we drove back into the hills behind the town in search of eggs and cheese, goat’s milk and wine. In Taormina itself there was a place to which we often went, an antique shop that had been hit directly by a bomb. The junk and the treasure of fifty generations were spilled about among the debris. There were Venetian decanters no thicker than parchment which had taken no harm from the explosion, and these lay among marble busts and medieval banners and books and paintings. Wanderings in Calabria by Lear, in English, a drawer full of silver spoons, a coat of chain mail and bales of silks from northern Italy. Only the antique shop had been hit in this part of the town, and one felt acutely about it because this was 1943 and at that time we who had been away from England were still unused to senseless destruction.

It was towards the end of dinner at the villa that the real arguments used to rage. The atmosphere was more than a little undergraduate. Topics began with violent generalizations and ran quickly into abstracts. Something prevented anyone from talking about the war for very long. Every materialistic attachment such as one’s job and one’s immediate plans and worries drifted away in a cloud of ideas and imagined sensibilities. Taste was infinitely more important than form. Manners became everything and behaviour nothing. We made a hundred extravagant sublimations on any theme – food and chess, painting and gambling, books and wine, music and clothes.

It did not matter much who was at the table. Apart from us five there would often be boys who had come in directly from the fighting, or commandos who were crossing into Italy that night, or others again who had arrived by air from London and New York and Cairo. Most of us had had a continuous series of little adventures in many different campaigns and had been grossly uncomfortable. And now this villa, full of wine and talk and comfort, became an unreal and child-like fantasy, and its warm and excited atmosphere was that which children feel at the height of Christmas or a birthday party. It was an intimacy created by three years of the war, but well apart from the war.

The discussions would reach the point where several people were trying to interject at once, and then the Italian architect and his family would knock on the black iron ring on the front door. The mother sailed in first, richly scented, then Anna Maria and Mariella in their party dresses, then the architect. Everyone rose and shook hands with a good deal of ceremony. Chairs were placed on the terrace. We spoke bad French. Brandy and Benedictine went round. Some of the guests, still exercised by their argument over dinner, would go off into a corner to continue it. Others, stirred by the arrival of the women, would begin fussing round Anna Maria and Mariella. La Signora sat superbly in an angle of the terrace making such animated conversation that she gathered most of the men away from her daughters. But not for one instant did she lose sight of Anna Maria and Mariella. No sooner had Mariella been lured out into the garden than La Signora would rise in the most natural way in the world. ‘Scusi. Momentino. J’ai oublié mon sac’ – or her scarf or her coat – and she would trot across the terrace. A moment later Mariella would be back in circulation with a baulked young officer in tow. And then her mother would take up the conversation gaily again. The architect sat.

The moon coming over Italy turned Taormina into a series of tossing crests and rocky spikes, and here we sat on our own crest, nothing but the lighted empty space around us and the bright yellow sea below. On the right Etna rose up, an immense and sinister black cone. The volcano dominated everything on this side of Sicily. Its cold lava had that strange quality of utter blackness and savagery which I suppose you only see on volcanoes. Nothing would grow on it. For the most part it was unscalable. Nothing could live up there. Here and there great runnels of lava had flowed around Taormina until they had reached the sea and gone hissing and boiling into the water. Despite the complete deadness and savagery of the mountain you never had the impression that it was still, and in fact a white glow and a plume of smoke often showed from the summit. Some of the peasants were convinced that God would visit some new horror on the island in punishment for the war, and they openly expressed the fear that Etna would start retching and vomiting up filthy gobbets from the earth’s belly once again. The moonlight, for some reason, made all this seem more probable. Etna was a huge dark backcloth for all the gay colours of the flowers and the houses round Taormina; an effect such as you have when a jeweller spreads out sapphires and diamonds and emeralds on a velvet cloth.

On some nights, when it was a special occasion, the orchestra, a three-man mandolin affair, came up the village street playing and singing as it came. Having bowed and shaken hands they found a place in the corner of the terrace and the dancing began. Because they imagined we expected it, and they felt they owed it to us, the band played ‘Santa Lucia,’ ‘The Isle of Capri,’ ‘Funiculi, Funicula’ and ‘Aie, Aie, Aie.’ The tenor was an extrovert of some power. He gave it everything. He flung his mandolin aside in a passion of uncontrollable grief at the end of each stanza.

‘Niente. Niente. Grazie. Grazie mille, signore.’ The maestro had a way of mopping his streaming face as he bowed. And then they played their own music from the villages, the music the people composed themselves and sang spontaneously at their fiestas. The maestro protested it was ‘too simple.’ Surely we should prefer something rich and splendid like ‘Santa Lucia’?

There was one Sicilian lament, so soft and gentle and sincere that no one spoke when it was ended. The musicians sat very quietly as they played, played much better than they did before. No one moved or spoke. And then when the spell was broken, someone knocking over a glass or coughing, the musicians would blink and rush into ‘Santa Lucia.’ They were a little embarrassed, as though they had been too intimate and naive and lacking in showmanship. At midnight they went away singing down the hill. Mariella and Anna Maria were firmly led back home across the street.

One day merged into another. More and more soldiers poured through the town and took up positions along the coast. Invasion barges began to drift into all the little anchorages along the shore. General Montgomery took up his headquarters in the big villa just below ours, and there was a procession of staff cars coming up the driveway all through the day. Messina fell in ruins. The last German crossed the Straits into Italy, and when one looked across at that other shore, the mainland of Europe, the vineyards and village houses were utterly quiet and all the coast seemed to be gripped in a sense of dread at what inevitably was going to happen. The invasion.

One could not drag one’s mind down to the invasion. It had to come. But not yet. Not today or tomorrow. One needed just a little more time.

The truth was that we were very tired. We were suspended in the very middle of the war at a point where we could neither remember the beginning nor see the end. Only lately, in the past year, had we grown used to advancing. Alamein, Tripoli, Tunis, Sicily. All victories. But the way seemed endless. No matter how far you advanced – a thousand, two thousand miles – there was always the enemy in front of you, always another thousand miles to go. And still we had not invaded the mainland of Europe. Still Italy was in the war. Still we appeared to make no appreciable hole in the German armour.

One night the commandos with whom I used to swim below Taormina came back with a prisoner. They had nipped across the Straits in the darkness and scooped up this little man as he was walking down the highway towards Reggio on his way to work. He was a railway clerk, a quaint and pathetic little figure with a black tie and a black hat and an attaché case under his arm. He sat in the stern of the invasion barge as it came back from Italy and he was completely unnerved by the hideous fate that had overtaken him in the night. At one moment he had been walking down the village street quite alone. Then suddenly he was surrounded by enormous rough men who spoke a strange language and hustled him into a boat. And now here he was far from home and probably about to die. Someone on the beach gave him a tin of bully beef.

I asked him how many Germans were waiting to repel our invasion. ‘None,’ he cried, ‘none. Absolutely none. They have all gone away. You can land on Italy this afternoon if you want to.’

Was it possible then that we were going to have an easy time? A dry landing? A barrage across the Straits and then a quick rush across the beach? Not too many mines?

Abruptly one began to realize how far one had shrunk from the prospect of making the invasion, how far one had retreated into this brief hedonism in the villa. The morning swim. The certainty of the aperitif waiting on the terrace. Lunch and the siesta. All the characterless talk; the talk without responsibility for what was said. A kind of boy-scoutery began to invade the mind. One was a little ashamed that a piece of incidental intelligence from an Italian clerk, a piece of information which said, ‘It’s all right. It will be easier than you thought,’ should have been the gently graded path that led one back to austerity and reality.

Once begun, the process of resuming interest in the war was very quick indeed. Snowball fashion it fed on itself. The studied fabric of the army, the business of uniforms and ranks that assures the soldier, ‘it’s all right, you are at home with your own people,’ began to exert itself. It required no great effort to slip into the habits of three years. ‘Let us now study the form, gentlemen. Let us see what we have to do.’

The form was not simple, but it could be reduced to a few immediate simplicities. The Italian empire was broken. In all Africa no enemy soldier remained. The enemy fleet in the Mediterranean was broken. But Italy was still in the war; shaky, but still there.

In the previous winter when Churchill and Roosevelt and their generals had met in Casablanca three broad alternatives had presented themselves. To invade directly through Sardinia and Corsica and on to the mainland in southern France – the quick route. To invade through Sicily to Italy and thus throw Italy out of the war – the obvious route. To invade through Greece and the Balkans – the attractive route. Or perhaps a combination of two or more of these alternatives.

Number One, the French route, went out. Too dangerous. Not enough air cover. Number Three, the Balkan route, went out. Too involved, and in any case it could be tried later on. Number Two was chosen because of its very obviousness. We wanted the Mediterranean. The only way to open the Mediterranean was to conquer Sicily. Sicily was near. We could have a dress rehearsal on the island of Pantellaria. We had already made a landing – in North Africa – but that was against very little opposition. The naval planners estimated that we could land seven or more divisions abreast in Sicily. It was the rational thing to do. There would be


















	(a) You are good troops.

	(b) The landing will not be so difficult after all when you think of the many other forces that will be engaged as well.

	(c) The operation is part of a world plan including Russia and the bombing operations.
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