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      Introduction

      
      Books on the twentieth century tend to be either encyclopedias or tracts. I have a certain weakness for the tract approach:
         it makes for readability, because, as Pirandello said, facts are like sacks, which do not hold up unless you put something
         into them. If asked to recommend a book on this subject, I always suggest Paul Johnson’s Modern Times, written from – on the whole – the Right, or Eric Hobsbawm’s Age of Extremes, written from a head-shaking Left. Each is very good on the vices of the other.


      
      I am not a tractarian. This book began life as a history of the entire twentieth century, but I soon realized that the task
         was too great, not least because the two halves of the century were so different. Churchill and Hitler were old-fashioned
         figures, looking back to the nineteenth century, but 1945 was, as the Germans called it, Stunde Null, when things started anew. There had been a three-cornered international battle, between Fascism, Communism and what, for
         want of a more accurate word, we have to call liberalism, i.e. the free-market-democracy world of which the USA became the
         pre-eminent representative. Fascism lost, and quite soon the other two were fighting the Cold War, which ended fifty years
         later. ‘Capitalism’ was not in splendid shape, and it lost various tricks in the fifties. Of course, in 1989, it won, and
         even triumphed: as a Soviet marshal said, the Soviet Union had lost the third world war without firing a shot. However, the
         triumphalism of 1989 did not really last for very long, and, with financial and other troubles, the world was back, in a sense,
         to the doubts and compromises that had marked the 1970s. Back then, it was the Left that, on the whole, might appear triumphalist,
         and it is as well to be reminded of the swings and roundabouts in these matters.


      
      In the fifties, a great many people assumed that the Soviet system was superior. Perhaps the greatest symbol of this was Sputnik in 1957, the first man-made satellite in space. It came from a country which, back in 1914, had been by European standards
         well behind – two thirds of the railwaymen illiterate, for instance. But the concentration on education in Soviet Russia was
         extraordinary, even reaching far into backward Central Asia. One of my earliest semi-adult memories is a visit to the Brussels
         Exhibition of 1958, taken there by a splendid French family with whom, for a month at a time over four years, I did an exchange.
         They, the Simottels of Brest, were well-off, and we, my mother school-teaching in Glasgow, an RAF war widow, were not: Madame
         Simottel understood, and was superb (and even sent me to a Franco-German establishment in Lindau, on Lake Constance, where
         I learned to massacre German in the French manner). The bus from Brest to Brussels stopped off in Amiens, and we went to the
         cathedral, which, since I knew that Amiens had been the main town for the British army in the First World War, moved me greatly.
         In Brussels, where the exhibition was marked by an ‘Atomium’ – there was a European Atomic Community, though it never took
         off – the various states showed off, and the Soviet one was best.


      
      The British Pavilion was not bad, not bad at all, but it was very old-fashioned (not a bad thing – subsequent efforts, as
         with the Dome, verged on the farcical, and the British should just stick to old formulas: it was stained-glass windows, Benjamin
         Britten, and a general air of reverential hush; it got the third prize). The French one dwelled on the wonderful things that
         France was doing in Algeria (they were all going to leave, in four years, and at fifteen I had made myself unloved in Brest by predicting this). The American one was
         boring; kitchen equipment or something. The Soviet one had Sputnik, I suppose, but I remember a room with recordings of Oistrakh doing the Tchaikovsky violin concerto, and, at seventeen, you
         are forgiven for succumbing. Nowadays, I have what must be a complete collection of everything that Svyatoslav Richter ever
         played, though nothing could ever replace those live performances, and I have never forgotten the Hammerklavier that he performed at King’s College, Cambridge, in 1975 or 1976, peace to his rather tortured soul. As things have turned
         out, it was the Michael Jacksons (his rather mercenary obsequies proceeding as I write, in late July 2009) who won. Why, is
         a good question, to which I wish I had a dogmatic answer. A Russian in New York asked, in bewilderment, why is it that, with a system of education five times better, we have an economy five times worse? In this book, I have tried to
         answer such questions. The Atlantic world won, warts and all.


      
      In this book, Communism is central, but so is the other great theme, the extraordinary vigour of the ‘capitalist’ (Hayek tried
         to find another word, and failed) world. It has helped that I have been here before. In some ways, this book is a continuation
         of an earlier one, Europe Transformed 1878–1919. In that period, free-market democracy, or whichever word you want to use, spread, and the British were at the centre of
         the world system. Even then, something of an Atlantic system was building up, the British by far the largest investors in
         the United States, although, as the great economic crash of the early 1930s was to show, the Americans were not yet up to
         the world-wide responsibilities that their economic weight entailed. It was particularly absurd to slap a tariff against the
         exports of countries that owed money to the USA and could not pay, except if they exported, but other things went wrong as
         well, including the collapse of thousands of banks. It was only in the later thirties, and especially during the Second World
         War, that these matters were responsibly managed, and after 1947 (when my book really starts) there was an extraordinary boom
         in the West, the Atlantic world of my title. Its symbol has been the extraordinary growth of English, the language, as a French
         ambassador sagely remarked, that is easiest to speak badly. Nowadays, when I have to introduce this subject to Turkish students,
         I ask them to bear in mind that they use the language, wear the clothes, and – sadly – listen to the music or eat the fast
         food (in a superior version) of the Atlantic.


      
      The post-1947 era has had a great many resemblances, of a great-grandfatherly kind, to the present. Marvellous inventions,
         ultimately the computer and the internet, are part of the story. However, before we succumb in admiring speechlessness, it
         is worth remembering that the later nineteenth century was there before us, so much so that I refuse to regard ‘globalization’, an ugly word in any event, as something new. By 1890, there had been wonderful inventions:
         horses and carts to aircraft in a generation. One of my earliest memories is of being taken by my mother to see a friend of
         hers, whose grandmother, aged about a hundred, was bed-ridden but otherwise in good order. She told me what it had been like
         to have a dental operation, in rural Scotland, in what must have been about 1848. The story went: barnyard table, two large
         glasses of whisky, string round tooth, other end attached to door of barn, slammed shut; half tooth off; more whisky, then
         stable chisel used to extract rest of tooth (little girl then lives for ever). By 1900, there would have been ether to knock
         her out. By 1948, when my own dental visits started, a drill worked by the dentist’s foot, and I still dread a visit to the
         dentist, but my splendid Turkish dentist now understands why I need a jab even for tooth-cleaning. Andrew Wilson, in his Victorians, rightly remarks that these improvements in dentistry are one of the few elements of progress that can be welcomed without
         reservation: with others, there have been great drawbacks. At any rate, the years 1878–1914 saw an enormous jump in progress,
         as measured by the positivist standards of the era. This left writers, often, strangely gloomy, and Orwell teased them: quoting,
         say, Ernest Dowson’s ‘I have been faithful to thee, Cynara’, he remarks, ‘hard cheese, old chap’. But the Dowsons were right.
         That world of progress came to an end in 1914, with the First World War, and the following generation saw the great disasters.
         The thirties were indeed, as an old student of mine, Richard Overy, calls them, ‘morbid’. It is salutary to remember that
         the ‘research’ of Dr Mengele at Auschwitz – he ended up, tail-waggingly, carting a box of eyeballs to his professor at Frankfurt
         through the mess of 1945 Germany and was very hurt when his university deprived him of his doctorate – was paid for by the
         Rockefeller Foundation (though the story is more complicated).


      
      At any rate, the West, in 1947, resumed the progress that had happened before 1914. I write, ‘progress’, but there is much
         over which heads can be shaken. It has gone together with a vulgarization and a coarsening of things, although before 1914
         reactionaries had also complained of this. The decisive year seems to have been 1968, when there were babyish revolts, terrifying
         enough to bureaucracies for them just to capitulate: the universities of Europe, to which the world had beaten its path in 1914, collapsed into near irrelevance.
         I had direct experience of what happened to the great university of Louvain in Belgium in that, thirty-five years ago, I was
         asked to translate an admirable official history, for presentation of honorary doctorates to the usual suspects (Isaiah Berlin,
         Raymond Aron) by an institution that had become Flemish. It was an exceedingly interesting task, but also depressing: in Louvain,
         if in some public office, even a telephone box, you were required to speak Flemish, even if you explained that you were foreign.
         Being from Glasgow, and speaking decent German, I could more or less make it up, and the resulting hilarity ensured that my
         messages got through, but the growth of provincial nationalism is an absurd phenomenon, and in this book I make my protest
         by using ‘England’, often enough, to cover a country generally known, in passport-ese, as ‘UK’. We say ‘Holland’ to cover
         Zeeland, without resorting to ‘The Netherlands’, which is anyway inaccurate. Pace Glasgow, England saved us from civil war, and I owe her a considerable debt.


      
      If there is a single country of which admirable things can be said in the era after 1947, it would of course be Germany. Success
         is boring, and Germans shake their heads, but their recovery has been remarkable. The world of late nineteenth-century progress
         came to an end when Germany kicked over the board, and went to war in 1914. It was an exercise in intelligent craziness that
         ended with Hitler’s Bunker in 1945; Downfall (Der Untergang) is, after The Third Man, Graham Greene’s Vienna of 1947, one of the grand films (and quite accurate, as I know from having seen the interrogations,
         in Moscow, of the Bunker witnesses). It is extraordinarily interesting to watch the counterpoint, over the centuries, of Germany
         and England. I would even claim that the best historians of Germany are English, and I seem to have taught German to them,
         from Richard Overy and David Blackbourn to Harold James and Niall Ferguson. I cut my own teeth as historian by looking at
         Austria-Hungary, and if I rationalize about that, now, I can see that I was really looking at two important questions, which,
         in the early 1960s, I was hardly able to appreciate. You are looking, in the first instance, at the question of nationalism:
         why, as a Yugoslav remarks, do the peasants grow up and hate their nearest neighbour, and what can be done about it? The other question is more difficult: given that Prussia ended in disaster, why
         was the Catholic, Austrian, alternative not more successful? In the end this is an old nineteenth-century question, boiling
         down to the relationship of Catholicism and Liberalism – not a happy story. An old Cambridge colleague, Tim Blanning, in his
         The Pursuit of Glory, produces some answers. It is about the third Germany, great-great-grandfather of the Bundesrepublik, those prince-bishoprics that were very worthy and thought that the Thirty Years War had been a mistake. The prince-bishoprics
         – harmless souls – took over in 1949, and have done incredibly well. 1989, the fall of the Wall, was a deserved tribute, though
         the Lutheran Church rather characteristically forbade the tolling of bells in celebration. Margaret Thatcher – one of the
         none-too-many heroic figures in this book: my others would be Charles de Gaulle and Helmut Schmidt – worried that some sort
         of Fourth Reich was emerging, and invited me to Chequers, along with other historians, to lecture her on the subject. I was
         able to reassure her that, in taking over East Germany, the West Germans were just getting six Liverpools. We shall see what
         they make of it. Yes, the European Union is German-dominated, but this is not necessarily a bad thing.


      
      However, the creativity has been Atlantic, not European, and that involves messiness. This was most obviously on display in
         England. It had been rather spoiled, post-war, and for a very long time, well into the eighties, a tiresome self-satisfaction
         reigned. At Oxford, I used to dread having to mark the examination scripts covering the ultra-modern period of British history,
         because they all beta-plusly said the same things about the 1945 Labour government (of which I had, of all oddities, been
         an agitprop exhibit, photographed winsomely clutching a bunny and a blanket in advertisement of crèches to help the working
         mother). Very, very few undergraduates managed to write originally about that period, the best of them an Italian, of Communist
         background, and the real reason was that none of them knew how much better matters had been organized on the Continent. That
         England came to grief in the seventies, when, of all oddities, the very heartland of Atlantic capitalism had to go cap in
         hand to the International Monetary Fund. Helmut Schmidt shook his head, and Germans in Scotland could not believe the level of poverty. And then came the remarkable turnaround. England is a place gifted with
         tissue regeneration. In 1979 Margaret Thatcher became Prime Minister, and there was a very bumpy period as she turned things
         round, in the teeth of endless criticism, often contemptuous, from the powers that had been. I myself drew some flak for writing
         in the press, fairly frequently, in support of her. So be it: I was right. Nowadays there are 400 German students at Oxford,
         the largest foreign contingent, and they are not there because the truth is in the middle.


      
      Of course, the United States, in it all, was the great creative force. All along, you need to read American books (while I
         am on the subject, here is a curious fact: in the Cambridge University library, where, unlike the Bodleian at Oxford, you
         can go round the stacks, the books on ‘Reaganomics’ are almost never taken out). For some reason, they are much more interesting
         on defeat – Vietnam – than on victory, and the enormous biographies of presidents are a considerable though necessary bore.
         I have had to read enormous amounts of dross, have made a vow never ever again to read a book by a man with a beard, and sometimes
         think that America abolished feudalism only through making serfs think they were free. Still, it has huge bursts of creativity,
         and serious thoughts about the modern world come from there: there is a strange fact that the stars whom I have taught, with
         Harold James or Niall Ferguson or David Blackbourn, ended up there. America follows from Europe Transformed, and Niall Ferguson was quite right to explore the British parallels.


      
      As is inevitable with a book of this sort, it brings back my yesterdays. Much of what I say about England has had to be wrenched
         out. It was a very good place in the fifties and I can remember what it was like, going to the old Cambridge schol. exam,
         through the last great fog, by a steam train from Glasgow Central Station. The Head Porter at Caius, in a top hat, an ex-sergeant
         major frequently mistaken for the Master, received you, and then, at 9 a.m. in the Old Schools in Benet Street, you were confronted
         with an examination, beautifully printed, which read, ‘For translation into French’. The passage would read: ‘choppingly,
         the blades flashing in the wan sunlight, the queen’s skiff moved through a brisk north-easterly towards the port of Leith
         (A. Fraser)’. In those days there was an interesting battle between the examiners and the schoolmasters, and I had an enormous
         advantage, in that I had been taught by the siege-master extraordinary, Christopher Varley, at Glasgow Academy, who had no
         thoughts at all – he read Balzac for the vocabulary, a siege-engine of some power, which enabled you to turn the tables on
         the interviewers, who would be lost as you trotted out words such as balivot, or is it baliveau, meaning a tree marked one year to be cut down the next, in English, ‘staddle’. The examiners were wiped out, but, once at
         Caius, I realized I could not handle literary criticism (admittedly there was some excuse: they expected me to read Gide,
         to whom ‘hard cheese, old chap’ was indeed the only possible response). I switched to history, and was again very lucky, in
         that I fell under the control of Neil McKendrick, a teacher of genius. He taught me a version of history which was an updated
         version of the Whig Interpretation, and I have been struggling ever since to get away from it. I remember my first supervision.
         I had written some drivel about the Dutch Revolt, as to how the breasts of free men could not be whatever-it-was against Inquisitions
         and what-not. He said, do not forget that torture can be quite efficient. I am still not sure about the Whig Interpretation
         of English history. The experience of the 1980s showed that there was a huge amount to be said for the Whig Atlantic, warts
         and all. The warts are horrible – Michael Jackson and the rest – but the Atlantic won, and is now spreading to, of all places,
         China. Chinese students are now all over Oxford, learning English. The resurrection of that extraordinary civilization must
         count as the best thing in the modern world.


      
      There has been another resurrection: Turkey. I have been teaching there for some fifteen years, and very happily so: my university,
         Bilkent, a private one, was established a quarter-century ago in the teeth of considerable resistance. Its founder, İhsan
         Doğramacı, had a very good idea as to what was going wrong with universities in the 1970s. Inflation had been a disaster,
         and Turkey was one of the centres of the troubles of the 1970s. However, she too is a country with tissue regeneration, and
         though I was much criticized by left-wing friends for being a sort of monkey in a fez jumping up and down on the Bilkent barrel
         organ, they now admit that I was right. In the latter part of this book, concerning the 1980s, I have written a good bit about Turkey, because there is much interest in a process that has turned
         the country into a considerable economic power, with a resonance throughout Eurasia. When the country started off, in 1923,
         you could not even have a table made, unless by an Armenian carpenter, because the legs wobbled, the Turks not knowing how
         to warp wood. Now, they make F16s. Today, aged not far from seventy, I still look forward to marching into a class of Turks,
         the best being excellent, and the others decorative and polite. As ever, I owe much to my Rector, Professor Ali Doğramacı.


      
      I have a great many other debts of gratitude, a book of this scope needing a great deal of outside support. The London Library
         is a wonderful institution, and my assistants, Onur Onol and Yasin Yavuz, have been helpful way beyond the line of duty. My
         agent, Caroline Michel, has been magnificently encouraging, as have Simon Winder at Penguin and Lara Heimert at Basic Books.
         Rupert Stone, as ever my target reader, made encouraging comments, and Christine Stone has splendidly put up with the bad
         patches that come up when sails flap listlessly in windlessness. Over the years I have of course learned a great deal from
         friends in various countries, and I can here only acknowledge a few. Manfred Bruncken, of the Hanns-Martin-Schleyer Foundation
         in Cologne, Francine-Dominique Lichtenhan in Paris, Sergey Mironenko in Moscow, Rusty Greenland in Texas and, on matters to
         do with business in England, Robert Goddard have all been especially informative and helpful. In Turkey I have as ever relied
         especially upon David Barchard, Andrew Mango, Sean McMeekin, Hasan Ali Karasar, Evgenia and Hasan Unal and Sergey Podbolotov.
         As regards the significance of the 1980s, I have been fortunate to be able to discuss them at length, and at all levels, with
         Niall Ferguson, Nick Stone and Robert Skidelsky. There is one final debt. Towards the end of her time in office, Margaret
         Thatcher took me on as speech-writer, and these were rather dramatic occasions. She did not exactly throw things, but she
         made her point, and you did not spend five minutes in her company without having a memory to chalk up. She represented a force
         of tissue-regeneration that, in the 1970s, I had not expected.



      
      1
 
      
      The War of the British Succession

      
      The winter of 1946–7 sank into the memory of anyone who lived through it. A contemporary, the historian Correlli Barnett,
         writes that it was ‘a catastrophe of ice and snow’. It started early, and on 20 January produced a:


      
      
         savage east wind that cut through every cranny in British houses and froze all within [and] the blizzards began to sweep in
            across the country again and again through the rest of January and on through the coldest February for three hundred years.
            In the hills nearly a third of the sheep perished. In East Anglia the snowdrifts piled to a height of fourteen feet. Off the
            Norfolk coast ice-floes eerily converted the North Sea into a semblance of the Arctic.




      
      In London the temperature fell to sixteen below, and the railways were paralysed; coal could not be moved from the pitheads,
         and the power stations’ stocks collapsed. By February 2,500,000 people were idle because of power cuts. This lasted until
         the end of March (and was followed by a drought). Yet the British climate was generally quite mild, and matters were made
         worse because of the strange way in which the British preferred inefficient coal fires (‘cosy’) to central heating, and put
         up, every winter, with the phenomenon of burst pipes. Later on, George Orwell, though not complaining at the time, blamed
         that winter in London for the appalling condition of his lungs, which later killed him.


      
      On the European continent that winter was still worse the further east you went. In Germany the frozen waterways and paralysed
         (or shattered) railways could not move stocks at all. The bombing damage had not been made good and people lived in cairns of rubble, freezing and starving; they did business by barter or in crumpled
         Reichsmark notes, marked with endless noughts. Such were the scenes that the American Secretary of State, George C. Marshall, saw from
         his train window as he went to a conference of foreign ministers at Moscow in the middle of that winter. In England, there
         had been bread rationing since the previous summer (500 grams per week for working men, half that for most others) and rations
         were low otherwise – 50 grams of tea and bacon, the same for mousetrap cheese, with about 250 grams for fat and sugar. Dried
         egg was an item of that period, eked out with water into an at least edible paste. The British were even then much better
         off than the French, whose official rations were considerably less. In Germany there was outright starvation, and an unknown
         number of people just died – maybe 9 million, in addition to the 6 million men who had gone in the war. In 1946, 6 million
         of them had been expelled, carrying a suitcase each, from Czechoslovakia and Poland, and they had been dumped in makeshift
         camps over the new German border.


      
      Most of continental Europe was in dreadful shape. France had been fought over, and more comprehensively than in the First
         World War, which had affected only thirteen of the north-eastern and northern departments, whereas the Second affected seventy-four.
         She had also had a robber baron Nazi occupation for four years, and the outcome was terrible – with almost 10 per cent infant
         mortality at Tourcoing, for instance, and a whole range of growth troubles associated with vitamin deficiency, such as rickets.
         The railway system was so badly run down that you needed fifteen hours to go from Paris to Strasbourg and there was constant
         inflation, as paper money chased an industrial output less than one third of that of 1929. In Paris rations amounted to 1,500
         calories per day in May 1945, as against an otherwise minimum 2,000, and the daily bread ration in the Marshall winter was
         at 250 grams and even at times 200. In 1946 France had to get half of her coal from the USA, not the Ruhr, and there were
         terrible shortages of fuel. There were shortages of grain because cattle, not people, were fed on it: the peasants would not
         sell grain for the paper money. In Italy, though she was spared the worst of the weather, matters were even worse. Much of the south was starving; the peninsula had been fought over; there had been a civil war in
         the north; there were millions of refugees; and in 1947 1.6 million were out of work. Those in work had seen their wages cut
         in half by inflation and survived often enough only through a subsidized canteen, eating meat only once a week. Italy was
         backward by other European standards, and there were millions of peasants; malaria was still a problem; and relations between
         the great landowners and their peasants in the south were sometimes tense, to the point of violent occupations of land, and
         counter-killings by the armed police.


      
      Politics in both countries were at boiling point, and a Communist Party became the largest one, taking a third of the vote,
         and running the trade unions. In early March 1947, as General Marshall journeyed to Moscow through this devastated scene,
         he was well aware that Communist coups could be launched, to take over western Europe. Already, that had happened to the east,
         where only Czechoslovakia stood out as a parliamentary and democratically run country, but even there the Communists had taken
         two fifths of the vote. The Moscow conference that he attended – one of several, of foreign ministers, devoted to the subject
         of central Europe and especially Germany – dragged on for weeks and went nowhere. And now there was a very obvious problem,
         that the USSR would use the emergency to encourage the spread of Communism. Over Germany, the Soviet idea, said Ernest Bevin,
         was to ‘loot Germany at our expense’. The Russians wanted huge reparations for the damage caused to them in the war, and they
         also meant to keep Germany permanently down. Maybe, even, the Germans would vote Communist so as to save themselves from this
         miserable fate. There was no peace treaty as yet, but at the turn of 1946–7 such treaties with other countries had been settled,
         and Communists had won support in, say, Romania or Poland when they promised land at the expense of Hungary or Germany.


      
      The Second World War had been, in western Europe, a civil war as well, and Communists were very strong in the resistance movements.
         When Marshall returned from Moscow, he could see that France and Italy were in no condition to withstand the effects of the
         winter of 1946–7. In fact Stalin had even been preening himself at the Americans’ discomfiture. Controlling as he did the Communist parties, he knew well enough that western Europe might be lost for the Americans
         altogether. The Americans might be the strongest military power, but they would be powerless if western Europe fell naturally
         into Communist hands, and in any case there would be an economic crisis in America once the demobilized soldiers tried to
         find jobs in an economy that could not export, given the collapse in Europe. He was of course informed of what was happening
         by spies in high positions – Donald Maclean, second man at the British embassy in Washington; Kim Philby, one of the chiefs
         of British Intelligence; Henri d’Astier de la Vigerie, in the immediate entourage of General de Gaulle, who in 1945 headed
         the French government; Anthony Blunt, also excellently informed as to British Intelligence; John Cairncross, chief civil servant
         in the London Cabinet defence committee, who revealed the secrets of the atomic bomb; Alger Hiss and Harry Dexter White in
         the US machine: so many, in fact, that Stalin gave up reading what they wrote, because he could not believe that such men
         were real spies. When Maclean defected, he was simply sent to teach English in a remote Siberian place, and was drinking himself
         to death until a bright young foreign ministry man, Alexandr Lebedev, rescued him. Expecting Communism to triumph, Stalin
         and Vyacheslav Molotov, his foreign minister, refused to try to make that Moscow conference work. They dragged it out, haggling
         over details, and the Americans were struck by the confidence of Stalin’s tone. But this time the Americans were going to
         take up the challenge.


      
      They did so much more robustly than before because of a further crisis. When the Second World War ended, there was no idea
         of their staying for long, and millions of soldiers went home. There was an American occupation zone in Germany and Austria,
         but it was not the chief zone (the British took over the industrial areas of the north-west) and it was supposed to be run
         under the general auspices of an Allied Control Council, at which the Russians were strongly represented. At Yalta, early
         in February 1945, there was a famous meeting of men who were known in the news as the ‘Big Three’. Franklin Delano Roosevelt
         and Joseph Stalin undoubtedly deserved the title. The American war economy had been extraordinarily productive, with one mass production miracle after another – especially the ‘Liberty ships’ turned out in six weeks, partly prefabricated.
         The USA fought wars in two hemispheres but even managed to improve the home population’s standard of living as well. Stalin
         for his part controlled a huge war machine which had recovered from disastrous defeats, and, from the summer of 1943 onwards,
         had rolled into central Europe and the Balkans, flattening all before it. The third of the ‘Big Three’ was Winston Churchill,
         who had defied Hitler from the start, and who now counted as the great hero of the Second World War. But Great Britain had
         suffered, and was really kept going by American troops and money. Churchill did not have the strength to resist Stalin, and
         the Americans did not have the will. The old man had been forced to fly, very uncomfortably, in stages over Malta and Cairo
         to the Crimea, and even then, on arrival, had an eight-hour journey by road, through high hilly country, to a residence some
         way away from the main palace, where the other two were installed. He had put a good face on things, waving his trademark
         cigar, but the real business was done despite his wishes. The Americans – Marshall was there, as Chief of Staff of the Army
         – wanted Soviet help to finish the war with Japan. As things turned out, they did not need it. On 6 and 9 August they dropped
         two atomic bombs, on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, and that brought a Japanese surrender, but until then everyone had expected the
         Japanese to fight on and on, fanatically and suicidally, as they had done for the past three years in a chain of Pacific islands
         (some individuals had still not surrendered, decades later, and had gently to be persuaded that the war had been lost). But
         in February 1945 no-one foresaw this: the atomic bomb was not successfully tested until July. The American–Soviet deal had
         already been in the air at an earlier conference, held at Teheran in November 1943. Now it was confirmed. Stalin could control
         much of central Europe and the Balkans. There were other concessions. The United Nations was set up, with a five-country Security
         Council, in which each member had a power of veto. There were suggestions of the Soviet Union’s joining in the new world financial
         arrangements, with a large American loan; for a time, consideration was even given to a sharing of the secrets of the atomic
         bomb. Great Britain did not rate such treatment. The Americans of course supported her, but they did not mean to help the British maintain their empire. At the
         time, that accounted for a quarter of the world’s land surface, and most Americans did not like it.


      
      To start with, in 1945 the USA assumed that Great Britain would take the main responsibility for Europe, and American troops
         left, in droves. She also halted the economic help, ‘Lend-Lease’, that she had been giving, and ships were even turned back
         in mid-Atlantic. But the winter of 1947 saw crisis in Britain as well. There had been five and a half years of fighting, and
         the start, in 1940, had been Great Britain’s finest hour, when she did indeed stop Nazi Germany from taking over Europe, and
         probably Russia as well. As the war went on, the American share in it became more and more important, and there was a decisive
         moment late in 1944, when American troops outnumbered British ones on the battlefield in France. The Americans also had the
         money, because the US economy had prospered greatly with production for war, and in 1945 it accounted for fully half of the
         entire world’s manufactures. But, still, the British thought that they would be an equal partner, together with America and
         Russia, in making the post-war world. Even very sober, disillusioned commentators thought so. George Orwell, who had reported
         the troubles of London, the dreadful food, the unpredictable bombs, to the American Partisan Review, assumed that his country would still have a decisive voice in the settlement of the world after the war. So did a very clever
         European expert, Hugh Seton Watson, whose father, after the First World War, had had some influence over that peace treaty.
         They very soon realized the limits of British power. The fact was that the country was bankrupt, and the war had left it with
         enormous responsibilities and not nearly enough strength to take them on. The physical destruction had not been nearly as
         great as on the Continent and the British standard of living was much higher than there: overall health had even improved
         during the war, and British industry accounted for roughly half the output of western Europe for the next three or four years.
         But, otherwise, the problems abounded.


      
      Twelve million tons of shipping had been sunk. Imports stood at six times the figure for exports, and, with such demand, American
         prices rose by 47 per cent in 1946. There was a large debt. The country’s overseas assets, most of its foreign investment,
         had been sold off for the war effort. The worldwide prestige of the wartime leader, Winston Churchill, was vast, and he was
         treated with respect and affection almost everywhere, but he was a very old-fashioned figure – an aristocrat brought up in
         the imperial Victorian certainties, and now presiding over a country that had greatly changed. Wartime arrangements were carried
         on for years to come. For example, you registered with a grocer and handed over stamps which entitled you to a loaf every
         three days. There was a South African fish called snoek, which could be bought without dollars: its taste was revolting but
         there was not much alternative at the time. This world, of permits and privation, went on for several years after the war
         had ended (until 1954), and one could hardly recognize the country. The novelist Evelyn Waugh – his trilogy about wartime
         England, Sword of Honour, is the best book on the subject – felt that the country was under a sort of foreign occupation. Many bright sparks simply
         emigrated. Denis Hills was an Englishman of a peculiar but typical sort. After a standard middle-class education (in Birmingham)
         he went, in the thirties, to Poland and during the war worked with the Poles. In Italy at the end, the Poles having been heavily
         involved in the reconquest of that country, he was helpful to various unfortunate Soviet citizens who had ended up fighting
         on the German side: he got them away from Soviet captivity, and death. He fell foul of the military authorities, getting tipsy
         in front of the military governor’s palace in Trieste, and left the army. Then it was home, to an impoverished England where
         nothing worked and the climate added to the gloom. An advertisement caught his eye, for a post as teacher in Ankara College,
         an establishment in Turkey where the teaching was carried on in English.


      
      As with Denis Hills, bright British emigrated, but the reason was not just the privation. In 1945 a Labour government had
         been elected with a landslide, and it proceeded with social revolution. ‘We are the masters now’ was the claim (characteristically
         it was said, and is generally slightly misquoted, by an upper-middle-class lawyer, Hartley Shawcross, who subsequently moved
         to the Right). The world gasped that the great Churchill had been overthrown, but events were moving in the direction of Labour. The Conservatives were associated with the 1930s, with mass unemployment and also with the attempts
         to buy off Hitler, ‘appeasement’ as it was called. Most people were persuaded that if the Western Powers had stood up to Hitler
         in 1938, he could have been stopped, and the most powerful writers argued in this sense. Then there was the English class
         system, an outcome of England’s peculiar history. There were ‘two nations’ which dressed, spoke, ate and were educated differently.
         Orwell told his American readership that Lord Halifax, British ambassador to the USA early in the war, was as representative
         of his country as a Red Indian chieftain would be of the United States. In 1945 class resentment was strong, at least in the
         big cities, and it affected even many solidly middle-class figures themselves. Labour drew its strength from the trade unions,
         but there was an important element made up from men who had a background in grand schools or at Oxford (or, more rarely, Cambridge,
         which was less politically minded). They resented the sheer inefficiencies that the class problem entailed. Woodrow Wyatt,
         with an Oxford background and a good war behind him, was typical of such men, largely because he believed that fairness and
         efficiency could be combined.


      
      In the election of 1945 Labour swept in and it had a radical programme. It nationalized the heavy industries, coal, the docks,
         the railways: what were called ‘the commanding heights’ of the British economy. Education had already been made costless,
         even for parents who could afford some fees. Health was to become so, under a National Health Service (inaugurated on 5 July
         1948, but debated since 1946). It replaced earlier charitable or for-profit arrangements, and also the extensive private insurance
         schemes which had grown up since the nineteenth century (under the ‘Friendly Societies’ which sprang straight from the respectable
         working class and much of the lower-middle class). Curiously it did not abolish private (or ‘public’ as they were bizarrely
         called) schools, which were a key element in the class structure. If the State supplied a decent and costless education, then
         why bother to abolish them? In any case Labour believed in equality, and the tax arrangements were such that equality was
         largely attained. Paying school fees became a problem for families that traditionally could afford them.


      
      There was an argument behind all of this – that the State would do better than private arrangements ever could. The basis
         for this lay in the thirties, when private enterprise had indeed been associated with mass unemployment. But there was also
         the example of the war itself, and, there, the British were pleased with themselves, supposing also that their example was
         one to be widely followed as some sort of ‘third way’ between American capitalism and Soviet Communism. Early in 1945 Michael
         Foot, later to lead the Labour Party, told Parliament that the country was at the summit of its power – with ‘something unique
         to offer’, combining the ‘economic democracy’ of Communism and the ‘political democracy’ of the West: socialism without labour
         camps. Rationing had worked quite well, and health improved vastly during the war because working-class children were given
         rations of vitamin-rich food – orange juice, for instance – and had to do without sweets. Many children attended day nurseries
         because their mothers were working; the diets of these nurseries were supervised by doctors who had a power that they had
         not previously experienced, and the health of that generation was far better than that of its predecessors. Women had been
         brought into wartime employment, often classed as ‘national service’, and most remembered these years as a good time. There
         was an almost universal belief that the war economy had been very successful, despite German bombing and submarine attacks
         on shipping. One third of it had been devoted to the great Bomber Offensive, and Germany’s smashed cities were a testimony
         to its success. For the State to take over, to plan, and to develop a Welfare State therefore seemed sensible.


      
      People who argued to the contrary were in a small minority – derided by the historian A. J. P. Taylor as similar to ‘Jacobites
         at the court of Louis XIV’, men who had lost any connection with the reality back home as they tried to support the lost cause
         of the Stuart dynasty – but even in the later 1940s these supposedly half-demented figures were starting to have reality on
         their side. It struck with a ferocious blow, in the second post-war winter. The money began to run out, and the government
         became quite badly divided as to priorities. A saying at the time was that ‘France is getting order through chaos; England
         chaos through order’, and, even now, a classic post-war problem with trade unions emerged.


      
      The nightmare winter of 1946–7 went on well into April; brief thaws only added to the problem in that they created small ice-rinks.
         In all of this, the miners went on strike, and their output generally, let alone individually, was considerably below what
         it had been before the war. Then the dockers went on strike as well, such that exports were badly affected: without these
         there would be none of the vital imports (though it was maybe characteristic of the era that more dollars were spent on tobacco
         than on machinery: cigarettes were regarded as a vital import, as almost everyone smoked and there would probably have been
         a general strike if tobacco had given out). London, still with huge areas of bombed-out buildings, was a very depressed and
         depressing place as that winter went ahead. Rations now meant that you could get a pair of socks every four weeks. There had
         already been, in 1946, an American loan of $3.75bn. That had in effect allowed dollars to be spent – even on the import of
         timber for ‘social’ (‘Council’) housing – but it had come with the condition that the pound could be changed into dollars,
         free of wartime restrictions. The historian Kenneth Morgan even claims that it made the Labour programme possible. There was
         an implication, too, that the Americans would be able to trade freely with the British Empire, which, in places, had vital
         raw materials still priced in pounds.


      
      In 1947 convertibility was introduced, and foreigners, in droves, changed their pounds into dollars. Almost £200m was being
         lost every week. The Labour government was in effect broken by this: there was never the same drive in it again; its huge
         majority collapsed at the next election, in 1950, and in 1951 it lost. The money ran out, but it had already been so programmed
         domestically that there was no room for going back: the various reforms that constituted the ‘Welfare State’ were mainly in
         place. It is notable that no other country copied the British formula in these matters, or at any rate not without substantial
         emendation of it. The Germans in a way were fortunate, in that they experienced that winter before any post-war social reforms
         had taken place: their state was constructed without the illusions of 1945.


      
      However, the worst position for a Cabinet minister to be in was probably the Foreign Office. The country may have been badly
         weakened internally but there was no end to its responsibilities, and these were turning very sour. The problems went back to the first post-war period, in 1919, when men had joyously assumed that Empire
         made them rich, and the British Empire, already enormous, received a considerable extension in the Middle East. In 1929, the
         world slump in the end particularly affected agricultural prices, such that lambs were simply slaughtered rather than eaten,
         because the profit margins were lost in transport costs. India, ‘the jewel in the Crown’, became instead a liability and the
         nationalist leader there, Gandhi, rightly said that the Empire consisted of millions of acres of bankrupt real estate. But
         the British were nevertheless responsible for these problems. Of course, they tried hard to keep order, and they often inspired
         considerable loyalty, being uncorrupt, and holding the balance among various peoples. The Governor of Uganda was a much loved
         figure who got about on a bicycle. But the bottom had dropped out of the Empire, and a war for succession was under way –
         in India, between the Moslems who eventually set up Pakistan (‘land of the pure’) and the others, including Moslems living
         in southern India. In Palestine, there was a three-cornered war between the British, Arabs and Jews. Then there were the problems
         of Europe, and the drain of hard currency into Germany – £80mn in 1945–6 alone. Even in 1945 there had been some desire for
         a joint Anglo-American zone in Germany, but the USA was not minded, then, to do much more than leave Europe to sort itself
         out, maybe with the aid of the new IMF and World Bank. True, early in 1946 George Kennan, who was a very influential diplomat
         in Moscow, famously warned as to Soviet policy (Stalin had made a threatening speech in February), but even when Churchill
         talked of the ‘Iron Curtain’, Truman was careful not to associate himself with the idea. Crisis was needed, if the Americans
         were to intervene. The British had tried to attract support by showing themselves worthy of it. Now they used a different
         tactic. They would just collapse.


      
      The Foreign Secretary, Ernest Bevin, was an old trade unionist, whose ways ran very counter to those of the old imperial Foreign
         Office, but he inspired much loyalty and admiration. Though born illegitimate, and lacking schooling, he was literate (using
         phrases such as ‘with alacrity’) because, like so many of his class at the time, he could and would make use of the after-hours
         workers’ education libraries and self-help mechanisms without embarrassment. He was an astute trade union leader, and that gave him some insight
         into the ways of Communists, who would exploit an industrial crisis for their own political ends rather than for the workers’
         own good. Bevin ran his machine well at the Foreign Office, and he needed to, because his in-tray was a very gloomy one. Was
         Great Britain bulldog or bullfrog, ran one question.


      
      After 1945 the Western empires fell apart. The Japanese had already broken their prestige, the ‘charisma’ that had kept, say,
         British India going. There, apart from the army, there had been only 60,000 British in a subcontinent of 400 million, and
         a unique combination of circumstances kept them in control for an extraordinary length of time. A good part of the story had
         to do with divisions within India (Churchill said that it was ‘no more a nation than the Equator’), but there was also the
         army, which worked remarkably well almost to the end, and the British themselves respected the rule of law (with one or two
         notorious lapses). In 1904 a Viceroy, Lord Curzon, who was not at all a stupid man, remarked that the British should stay
         in India ‘as if … for ever’. But by the 1930s the formula was coming apart. A nationalist intelligentsia emerged, men
         such as Nirad Chaudhuri, a Bengali whose English and whose knowledge of literature were better than most Englishmen’s, and
         whose life story, The Autobiography of an Unknown Indian (1951), is one of the classics of the era. Chaudhuri started off as a nationalist – precisely the sort of Brown Briton who,
         if Indian independence had developed as, say, Canada’s had done, would have been a paladin of Commonwealth and Empire. Instead,
         he became rapidly disillusioned when his cause had won. His admiration for England was immense, but men of his stamp sometimes
         had to put up with absurd humiliations: a Cambridge-educated Burmese rugger player told he could not use the common bath with
         the British players; a Chinese millionaire in Singapore being invited by the Governor-General to dine at the chief club, and
         the Governor-General receiving a letter of protest from the committee the following day; George Orwell crossing the road in
         Rangoon if he heard Scottish voices, so far did they bear overtones of crudity. The heart of Indian nationalism had been in
         Bengal, itself a special area (and the oldest part of the British raj). But when the British went down, so, too, did Bengal: a festering mass of hatreds was soon revealed, and they were to wreck Indian
         independence. Chaudhuri emigrated to an England which he also found culturally impoverished by the loss of Empire.


      
      In the later 1930s it was clear enough that the British would not be staying. The great difficulty was to find a successor
         element on which to rely, and, here, the war made problems much worse. The Japanese invaded Burma, causing hundreds of thousands
         of refugees to flee to the already overcrowded north-east. Boats were wrecked, so as to deter further Japanese invasion over
         the sea. In 1942 the main Indian nationalist movement demanded immediate independence and refused to have any truck even with
         sympathetic British politicians who asked them to wait until the end of the war. A movement of civil disobedience was put
         down with some harshness in the same year, and was broken in effect only when a great famine broke out – partly a consequence
         of the Burmese disaster, partly because of a terrible cyclone that wrecked the rice crop, partly for lack of transport, and
         partly because the British gave priority to war transports rather than to civilian needs. The (Indian) government of Bengal
         itself proved none too efficient, and 3 million people starved to death. India had been radicalized, the prestige of the raj broken; in 1946 government buildings were routinely being destroyed, and there were even alarms for the loyalty of the army.
         In the event, the great tragedy of modern India soon emerged. Getting the Hindu-dominated Congress to agree with the Moslem
         League proved to be impossible, and a partition was hurriedly agreed. It was, in the words of the very sober Christopher Bayly,
         ‘a crazy geographer’s nightmare’. Bengal, 25 million Hindus to 35 million Moslems, was almost impossible to partition, and
         8 million people moved. However, ‘East Pakistan’ without Calcutta was ‘an economic disaster area’, with the jute production
         separated from the mills, and it was itself separated from the rest of Pakistan by a thousand miles. The division of the Punjab
         in spring and summer 1947 turned out to be savage, whole train-loads arriving with corpses that were burned or disembowelled,
         as the Punjab was mixed, with a large Sikh population that was to be split between India and Pakistan. By the summer of 1947
         the British had neither the money nor the will for a fight, and the army did not carry out proper policing; besides, the timetable was absurdly short, and maddened people grabbed what they could
         when they could. On independence, in mid-August, New Delhi itself was seething, while in Calcutta 7,000 tons of rubbish built
         up, even at the gates of the stock exchange, the leading financial institution in Asia. It was a dismal end to the British
         raj and even then showed something of what was soon to happen in England herself. The last Viceroy, Lord Mountbatten, was indeed
         the gold filling in a rotten mouth – a jibe later on made about the role of the monarchy itself. Not a British life was lost
         in the departure, but quite soon India and Pakistan were at war over a vast disputed area, Kashmir.


      
      Of all oddities, the British had been at work in 1945 even trying to extend their empire. British troops were present in Vietnam
         and Indonesia, where they were dragged into support for the existing French and Dutch rulers. In order to do so (and in Burma
         as well) they were driven to use the hundreds of thousands of Japanese prisoners of war to put down risings by the local nationalists.
         The French and the Dutch somehow understood even less than did the British that the European position was hopelessly lost:
         the Foreign Office adviser on Mountbatten’s staff told him that the Dutch were ‘mentally sick’ and ‘not in a fit state to
         resume control in this vast area’; it was not until 1948 that the Dutch abandoned Indonesia. But the British were also fantasizing,
         though less bizarrely. In the second half of the 1940s they were trying to create a new form of empire, in this case one based
         on Malaya. Here, they had a certain amount of justification, in that Malayan rubber earned a surplus of £170m for the sterling
         area – more than a third of its income (the Gold Coast supplied another quarter). Malaya was put together in a novel way,
         together with Singapore, but this did not solve the three-cornered problem of Indian, Chinese and Malay cohabitation. A civil
         war soon developed, with a Communist insurgency that was largely Chinese, and Malaya was not stabilized until 1960. The Americans
         faced problems of the same sort in the Philippines, to which they gave an independence with certain limits.


      
      The nightmare of nightmares was Palestine. Whatever the British did would be wrong. As with India, it is obvious that a few
         more years of Empire would have been desirable for an orderly transfer of power to occur. But to whom? Here again, as with other parts
         of the British Empire, there was much strength in the argument that the Empire kept order, tried to assure legal rights, and
         sent out honest people. But there was an original sin at the centre of the Palestinian question, and it lay in the context
         of the Balfour Declaration of 1917, which had offered the Jews a national home in what was then Arab (or Ottoman) territory:
         the aim being essentially to keep the French away from the Suez Canal. The British then found themselves responsible for keeping
         order in a small area claimed by both sides, and there was a further problem, in so far as the native Palestinians were themselves
         very divided. Partition was an obvious solution, and even then the transfer of Palestine to Jordan would have made sense,
         but there were vast problems as regards Jerusalem. The British muddled, swung to one side and the other with pressures of
         terrorism, and thus encouraged the terrorists to do their worst. There were some particularly horrible episodes, such as the
         blowing up, in an operation of sinister brilliance, of the King David Hotel, British headquarters in Jerusalem (March 1946),
         or the hanging of two sergeants, whose bodies were then booby-trapped, and the British were much criticized for stopping the
         emigration of Jews from the concentration camps to Palestine. The Americans were loud in their criticism, and in February
         1947 the British threw the affair at them and the United Nations. The Mandate was abandoned; an unworkable plan for partition
         came up; ethnic cleansing occurred, and 700,000 Palestinians fled from their homes. On 14 May 1948 Israel was proclaimed as
         a state, and a war then followed, until 1949, when an unsatisfactory boundary was set up through an armistice. This period
         is full of questions: was there ever any possibility that proper partition, or even a single-state solution, might have been
         established? At any rate, here was another problem, involving Moslems, that the British simply could not manage. They ‘scuttled’,
         as in India or Greece.


      
      Those dreadful winter months of 1947 were decisive and the issue which caused the decision was the least of the problems:
         Greece. She had a very important place in British imperial strategy. Control of the eastern Mediterranean was essential for
         any power concerned with the Suez Canal and the shortest routes to Asia, and there had long been a British interest in the whole area – it had led
         to the Crimean War, and in 1878 to the taking over of Cyprus. The British were preponderant in Athens and in 1944 Churchill
         had struck a bargain with Stalin to keep it that way. The Red Army was conquering eastern and much of central Europe, and
         the resistance movements were heavily influenced by Communism – in Yugoslavia especially, but also in Greece.


      
      Greece was indeed almost a textbook case of the sort of country most open to Communist takeover. She was backward and largely
         agrarian; the Orthodox Church, unlike the Catholic Church, was not solid as regards resistance to Communism (it had not been
         much of a focus of reaction against the Bolsheviks in the Civil War); the non-Communists were badly divided between monarchists
         and republicans, and, besides, they were dominant in different parts of the country. There were also minorities, whether Albanian,
         Bulgarian (or Macedonian) or Vlach (or Romanian), and, decisively, a quarter of the entire population consisted of refugees
         – people, destitute, who had fled from the collapse of the Greek invasion of western Turkey after 1922. Salonica and its hinterland
         had been populated by them, as the local Moslems also emigrated to Turkey and that city, very heavily Jewish, was the capital
         of Greek Communism. Its leader, Nikos Zachariadis, had even once been a dock-worker at Galata, the port of Istanbul. The Communists
         had been a political presence in the 1930s and kept an organization even under the military dictatorship that ruled Greece.
         When the German army invaded in 1941 and occupied the country, Greek Communists eventually became foremost in the resistance
         movement and when the Germans withdrew, late in 1944, they nearly took over Athens. British troops prevented this, but there
         was a more important factor: Stalin instructed the Greek Communists not to take power but to make an agreement with the British
         and with the monarchists whom they supported. This was Stalin’s part of a bargain that otherwise provided for the British
         not to resist Communist takeovers elsewhere (Romania and Bulgaria, expressly, though the implications as regards the other
         parts of Soviet-dominated eastern Europe were menacing enough). In 1946 the Greek Civil War flared up again, and this time
         the Communists had help from Yugoslavia (there was a substantial Macedonian Slav minority in northern Greece) and bases in Albania.


      
      Here was the first of a set of Cold War crises in which the Great Powers fought each other by proxy in some place, extremely
         complicated on the ground, with a colonial past, a divided native middle class, no tradition of stable government, a strong
         Communist Party and a foreign intervention that had happened more by incident than design. There was a very ugly encounter
         (each side hijacked the other’s children with a view to re-education). The British were divided as to what they should do.
         One thing was plain: they could not afford another imperial war, and they shrank from the unpopularity that was accruing.
         The Chancellor, Hugh Dalton, disliked the Greek policy and warned that there was in any event no money for it: ‘we are … drifting … towards the rapids’. On 21 February 1947, in the middle of that terrible winter, the British ambassador in
         Washington announced to President Harry S. Truman that the British would terminate their involvement in the Greek Civil War.
         The United States would have to sort things out. It was at this point that the War of the British Succession broke out, with
         Americans and Soviets the chief contenders for the succession.
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      Cold War

      
      The British collapse in that terrible winter of 1946–7 coincided with a worsening of the domestic problems of western Europe,
         but it also coincided with the start of the Cold War, an expression that now entered the world’s vocabulary. The tensions
         grew in central Europe, and especially Germany. Here was the greatest economic power in Europe, but in 1945 Germany was prostrate.
         The smashing of Germany’s cities was a very cruel business, and was carried on almost to the very end of the war, quite without
         necessity. In July 1944 the British and Americans fielded their maximum bomber strength – 5,250 – with a capacity to drop
         20,000 tons of bombs over any target in a day, and overall, from D-Day to the end of the war, a million tons were dropped
         on German cities and towns, even smaller ones. The last RAF raid took place, appropriately enough, on Potsdam, the heart of
         ‘German militarism’, where 500 aircraft went in on 14–15 April and killed 3,500 people. Even places far from the front line,
         which were also famous centres of German civilization, were attacked. They included the Wagner headquarters of Bayreuth, which
         had once been a scene of nationalist pageantry. The Festspielhaus was missed but the place was looted by American soldiers
         shortly afterwards, and Wagner’s house, the Villa Wahnfried, has (or had), among its exhibits (its point unclear – or perhaps
         too clear), a photograph of a black American soldier playing the great man’s piano.


      
      In April 1945 the Russians were already besieging Berlin, and a terrible vengeance descended on Germany. She lost 1.8 million
         soldiers, dead, in the defeats of 1944, and that did not include civilians. The fighting in 1945 cost another 1.4 million
         dead, again not including civilians. Even before the final capitulation on 8 May 1945, the disintegration that marked the post-war years had set in
         – valueless paper money, churned out by an official printing press that could only be backed by the execution squads or the
         concentration camps; a paralysis of transport, people huddled in the rubble. Cigarettes replaced money as the store of value,
         and the working classes increasingly rejected money wages for them. Hitler, a fanatical anti-smoker, banned them. Oddly enough,
         that was how the public came to learn that Adolf Hitler had died. He had immured himself in his great bunker, far underground
         in the gardens of the Reich Chancellery that had been built for him in his days of greatness, and, there, the machinery of
         government ran to the end – heels clicked, trays presented by white gloves, titles adhered to. The Soviets were only a few
         hundred yards away when Hitler at last committed suicide. His private pilot, crossing the garden above, became aware of cigarette
         smoke coming through the ventilator shafts, and he realized that Hitler must have died. Once he had died, the various adjutants
         and secretaries put on dance music, attacked the wine cellars, and lit cigarettes. The whole episode has been brilliantly
         captured in Downfall.


      
      At the film’s end there is a scene of genius. One of the young

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

 
 


1. and 2. Old business. The former Chief of the High Command, Wilhelm Keitel, fails to persuade the Nuremberg judges not to hang him, while a delighted former finance minister, Hjalmar Schacht, signs autographs after his acquittal, September and October 1946




 








3. and 4. Germany in 1946. Berliners collecting firewood in the Berlin Tiergarten, and a tram filling with passengers in Dresden




 






5. and 6. The chilly Communist future. The young Erich Honecker being voted first chairman of the Free German Youth; a post-Christmas meeting of the French Communist Party at the Vel d’Hiv, Paris, complete with gloomy Christmas tree, both January 1946




 






7. and 8. Aftershocks. Surviving Jewish families fleeing from Poland in the summer of 1946 following anti-Semitic violence; the origins of the American space programme: a V2 rocket being fired in New Mexico, August 1946




 






9. and 10. The end of the British Empire. British troops pulling casualties from the rubble of their headquarters at the King David Hotel, Jerusalem, July 1946, and Greek Communist prisoners in Salonica with ‘The British Must Go’ spelled out in French on their shirts, March 1947




 










11. and 12. and 13. The Cold War coalesces. George C. Marshall with Vyacheslav Molotov, March 1947; Jan Masaryk and Edvard Beneš in Hradčany Castle, March 1947; Mátyás Rákosi at his desk




 






14. and 15. Stalin. Stalin celebrates his seventieth birthday at the Bolshoi Theatre, January 1950; from right to left: Beria, Malenkov, Vassily Stalin, Molotov, Bulganin and Kaganovich carrying Stalin’s coffin, March 1953




 






16. and 17. Communism on the March. Chinese Red Army troops during the assault on Shanghai, May 1949; Korean refugees fleeing from Communists in the north, with frozen rice paddies in the background, January 1951




 






18. and 19. Hungary 1956. Partisans with the corpses of secret policemen, Budapest, November 1956, and a Soviet tank in Budapest later in the same month



 






20. and 21. Colonial delusions. French African troops at Port Said (the shortly to be blown up statue of Ferdinand de Lesseps in the background); British troops posing for a street photographer in a different part of the same town, November 1956




 










22. and 23. and 24. Leaders. Georgy Malenkov about to watch Arsenal play Manchester United during a visit to London, March 1956; Nikita Khrushchev and Władysław Gomułka at the United Nations, September 1960; John F. Kennedy and Dwight D. Eisenhower leave the White House for the former’s inauguration, January 1960




 






25. and 26. The non-Atlantic in the ascendant. Two symbols of Communist glamour: Yuri Gagarin and Fidel Castro; the Berlin Wall at Potsdamer-Platz, August 1962




 






27. and 28. The Atlantic in trouble. Some of the hundreds of thousands of white settlers fleeing Algeria, May 1962; captured American airmen being paraded through the streets of Hanoi, July 1966




 






29. and 30. The new Europe. Ludwig Erhard and Charles de Gaulle at a dinner hosted by Konrad Adenauer, September 1962; Willi Stoph and Willy Brandt, May 1970




 






31. and 32. Prague 1968. Nicolae Ceauşescu and Alexandr Dubček, Prague, August 1968; Prague later in the same month




 


33. and 34. The 1970s. Leonid Brezhnev, southern Russia, summer 1971; Richard Nixon and Henry Kissinger, Paris, December 1972




 






35. and 36. Cold War spin-offs. Salvador Allende with his new head of the Chilean armed forces, Augusto Pinochet, August 1973; Sheikh Yamani and Edward Heath in London to discuss the oil crisis, November 1973




 






37. and 38. Awkward social occasions. President Carter, King Hussein and the Shah, Teheran, January 1978; President Tito and the Prime Minister, James Callaghan, Heathrow, March 1978




 









 


39. and 40 and 41. Good and bad populism. Helmut Schmidt, April 1977; Jimmy Carter, September 1978; Süleyman Demirel, the great Turkish survivor, May 1977












42. and 43. The men who made Thatcher. General Galtieri (centre) with Admiral Lambruschini (left) and Brigadier General Graffigna, Buenos Aires cathedral, May 1980; Arthur Scargill, Orgreave colliery, May 1984





 







44. and 45. Couples. Ronald Reagan and Margaret Thatcher, June 1984; Nicolae and Elena Ceauşescu with folkloric Romanian children, c. 1985





 






46. and 47. More couples. Elizabeth II and Rupert Murdoch, Wapping, February 1985; General Wojciech Jaruzelski and Pope John Paul II, Warsaw, June 1987




 






48. and 49. Cold War spin-offs. President Mohammed Najibullah meeting Soviet troops, Kabul, October 1986; Prime Minister Turgut Özal meeting Ronald Reagan, April 1985




 






50. and 51. The end. The East German leader Egon Krenz about to lose his job, with Mikhail Gorbachev, Moscow, November 1989; Boris Yeltsin earlier in the same year
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