
434 

BUDGET 

FEBRUARY 27, 1984 

1 - HEINZ KOEPPLER .••••.•••. JAMES L. ELDE? 

2 - THE ART OF OPERA . . . • GEORGE H. PAL. iE.? 

3 - RANDOM THOUGHTS ON SCOTLAND .. . JAHES L. ELDE? 

1 Heinz Koeppler 

The Reader's Digest once featured a monthl~ 
article titled BThe Most Unforgettable Person I've 
Ever Het." The compensation paid contributors was 
not bad, ranging, as I recall, from $25.00 an artic e 
in the '30's to $300.00 in recent times. In my 
periodic journeys to the depths of relative poverty, 
I have more than once thought about submitting a 
candidate for the Digest's pantheon of unforgettable 
characters. I never did so, for a number of reasons , 
one of which certainly was a fear that my candidate 
just would not measure up to the Digest's high 
standard of unforgettability. 

In November of 1974, I was privileged to 
attend a conference sponsored by the British govern
ment and held in Sussex at a little village near 
the Channel. The man in charge of the conference 
was Heinz Koeppler and, in him, I finally found 
" that most unforgettable person." 

Heinz Koeppler was born in Germany in 
1912. He studied at and held degrees from the 
Universities of Berlin, Heidelberg and Kiel. In 
1933 he took up further graduate work in his 
specialty, European History, at the University 
of Oxford. Dismayed by the course of Hiterlism, 
he decided to remain in England . In 1937 he 
became a British citizen and spent the next three 
years as a member of the faculty of modern history 
at Oxford. 



When England was brought into the war, 
Koeppler was brought into the war office where, 
throughout the hostilities, he held the title 
of Assistant Director, German Region. The files 
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of the war office are not open for public inspection, 
as Mr. Smiley would be the first to insist, so the 
details of Heinz Koeppler's contributions to the 
British war effort are not public knowledge but it 
is certain that the British were extremely fortunate 
to have the services of a man of his background 
and intelligence. 

In the closing year of the war as it became 
increasingly apparent that an allied victory would 
be the result, Heinz began to reflect on the genera
tion of Germans who, under Hitler, had been insulated 
from any concept of democratic principles and freedom 
of thought. He also thought about the swelling 
number of prisoners of war being interned allover 
England. Ultimately, there would be 400,000. What 
would happen when the war ended and they were 
repatriated? In time, they would become the 
leaders of the new Germany and, given their intellectual 
and moral isolation, how much could the new Germany 
differ in philosophy from the old Germany of Hitler? 

The two thoughts merged and, from the 
joinder, came a grand idea. Why not send these 
prisoners of war, or at least some of them, to 
school before they went back home? 

. This may not sound like an earthshaking 
1dea but the Koeppler implementation of it was 
typical of the genius of the man. First of all, 
consider the obstacles. The plan would require 
substantial financial support and the only feasible 
source was the government. The British treasury, 
in hock up to its rooftree with the war debt, would 
find it difficult to justify education expenses. 
Even more difficult would be the expenditure of 
money on the hated enemy. To add to his problems, 
Heinz announced to the astounded representatives 
of the Foreign Office that there would be no preach
ing to the Germans or dwelling on the evils of the 
past deca des. Wide-ranging discussio~s would be 
the goal, with every man present perm1tted to express 
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his opinions freely. The prisoners were to be 
encouraged to think constructively and the classroom 
leaders were there to convince them of the neces
sity of accepting their personal responsibility 
for the future of their country . 

Only a Heinz Koeppler could have sold 
such a program . The government gave him a modest 
grant and a II campus " of the manor grounds at wilton 
Park, Beaconsfield, Buckinghamshire . Here was POW 
Camp 300 and here the first classes were held in 
Nissen huts. Prisoners were brought there in groups 
of 300 for sessions of six to eight weeks. They 
were of all ranks from privates to generals, some 
convinced anti-Nazis, some who felt that the only 
thing wrong with Hitler was that he had lost. 
Lectures and discussion leaders were some very 
important people: Lady Astor, Rose Macauley, Lord 
Beveridge, Harold Nicholson, Arnold Toynbee, Bertrand 
Russell. The British political and social scene 
was explored and explained, not as a model for post
war Germany, but as a contribution to German under
standing of how one relatively democratic set of 
institutions worked relatively well. The relation
ship between the individual and the state was 
studied, as well as post-war Anglo-German relations 
and international relations in general. 

The experiment was so successful that, 
in 1947, German civilians were brought in from the 
different zones of allied occupation to join the 
POW's at Wilton Park. By mid-1948, all the POW ' s 
in Britain had been repatriated, about 4,500 of 
them having attended the sessions at Wilton Park. 
Many of them were to gain erominence in Germany in 
politics, education, the professions and industry. 
At Beaconsfield the Nissen huts were replaced by 
more comfortable and more permanent structures in 
the Wilton Park manor grounds. Shorter sessions were 
developed for German VIP's who could not get away 
from their work for a month. Invitations to attend 
were made to other nationals beginning with the Swiss 
and extendi ng to the Dutch, Norwegians, French and 
others from Western European countries. During the 
years between 1946 and 1956 there came a gradual 
shift of emphasis from Anglo-German relations 
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towards European and international relations broadly 
conceived. In 1951 the physical location of the 
organization was moved from Wilton Park in Buckingham
shire to Wiston House, an Elizabethan manor house on 
the South Downs in Sussex. However, the name "Wilton 
Park " had become so well known and so synonymous with 
what Heinz Koeppler was trying to do that all concerned 
continued to refer to the organization as Wilton 
Park, and still do. 

What real effect did these talk sessions 
at Wilton Park have on the post-war development of 
Germany? Speaking in 1971, Helmut Schmidt said 
that almost a whole generation of German politicians 
defined their concept of and attitude towards Britain 
and the British on the basis of the impressions they 
received at Wilton Park. In 1968 the British 
Ambassador of the German Federal Republic said 
that he continually found those who had been at 
Wilton Park in key government posts, particularly 
at the regional and local level. 

In 1956 there carne a bolt from the blue 
for Wilton Park. The Foreign Office announced that 
the organization would be terminated at the end of 
another year. Anthony Eden's government said Wilton 
Park was costing 36,000 pounds a year and could no 
longer be afforded. An uproar ensued in academic 
and political circles in Britain. The West German 
states officially expressed dismay and began an 
attempt to raise 12,000 pounds to prevent the closing. 
The Swiss sent a delegation to Germany to assist 
in this effort. This was an indication of the 
leading role Wilton Park had played in post-Second 
World War relations between Switzerland and Germany. 

As a result of these efforts and Warden 
Koeppler's plans for wider participation in the 
meetings, including participation from the United 
States and Canada, the British government agreed 
to continue its subsidy and does so today, although 
not without periodic criticism. The format now is 
ten conferences a year, eight lasting two weeks and 

tWO of one week duration. Some 30 to 50,invi
d
teets o d very effort IS rna e 

attend each conference an ,e 'd f the Iron 
get a good mix from countr~es outs~ e 0 
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Curtain, including Japan. Each conference has a 
specific subject, although discussion is wide ranging. 
Political and other leaders are brought in to address 
the conferences and to head discussion groups. 
Conference attendees pay their own way to Wilton 
House and a registration charge of about $120.00 . 
Each conference has one side trip, to Canterbury 
or Oxford, for example. It is a rigid rule that 
no records, other than those of the principal speakers , 
are transcribed and no position papers are ever 
created, as it is felt this would inhibit free 
discussion . 

During the course of a conference all of 
the participants, in groups of four or five, at one 
time or another would be invited to be guests of 
the Warden in his "lodgings, " as he called them, 
in Wiston House , to share a sherry and a meal with 
a visiting VIP at Wilton Park to lead a conference 
discussion. It was with some trepidation one morning 
at Wiston House that I found a formal engraved invita
tion for Mr. and Mrs . Elder to join the Warden for 
luncheon that day in his lodgings. This was the 
second or third day of the conference and I had no 
idea what to expect. Frannie and I climbed the 
stairs to the Warden's second floor lodgings; were 
met at the door by a white-jacketed servant; greeted 
formally by the Warden; handed a glass of sherry by 
another white-coated servant; introduced by the 
Warden to the VIP who, on this occasion, was the 
counselor to the ~~erican Embassy in London; then 
introduced to the other guests, two of whom were 
Italians and acknowledged the introduction by 
kissing Frannie's hand. I could see that she was 
impressed. One sherry a piece, and one only, and 
we were seated as the Warden directed. Mrs. Elder 
was seated at the Warden's right which made her 
the official hostess. I could see that she was 
now nervous. During luncheon the Warden skillfully 
directed the conversation, making sure that everyone 
was drawn into it but cutting short any long-winded 
remarks. It was perfectly clear that the Ward~n . 
was in complete control and would brook no var~at~ons 
on whatever theme he had chosen for the moment. 
As I watched him orchestrating this little group, 
I could think of nothing but Holmes I " Autocrat 
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of the Breakfast Table. ' I It was the same when he 
presided at a discussion group. When others presided, 
on occasion matters might get a little off track, 
but never when the Warden was running the show. 

Standing nearly six and a half feet high, 
and built appropriately, he would seat himself in a 
chair much higher than any other on the platform, 
including the discussion leaders. He presided in a 
manner which one writer suggested as that of a benign 
eagle . For each day of the conference the Warden 
equipped himself with two roses for boutonnieres, 
one for morning and one for the rest of the day, 
and a supply of pungent cigars. It was a consciously 
dramatic performance but not one which was distaste
ful because the Warden's zest, enthusiasm, wit, 
keen intelligence and deep commitment to his program 
made us forgive his peccadillos. 

The Warden retired in 1977 and died in 
1979 while acting as a visiting professor to Baylor 
University in Texas . Why is Heinz Koepp ler my most 
unforgettable character? His domineering personality, 
his Prussian manner, his conscious dramatization of 
h i mself , these are characteristics which normally 
would repel me. Despite this, I was most impressed 
by him and I liked him. I believe there are very 
few men who could have sold the ideas of Wilton 
Park to a nearly bankrupt British government and 
only the towering force of his personality could 
have kept it alive during the many fiscal crises 
it went through. His enthusiasm about Wilton Park 
was not only contagious but he managed to make it 
chronically contagious. The consequences of He i nz 
Koeppler's work are incalculable. There is no 
doubt that the ideas of political philosophy dis
cussed at Wilton Park had a profound effect in 
the development of post-war Western Germany . There 
is no doubt that thousands of diverse people from 
dozens of countries have had an unparalleled 
opportunity t o listen to and argue with world 
leaders in a unique atmosphere and this must have 
h ad a deep and, I would hope, lasting and beneficial 
e ffect on their attitudes towards each other's 
political economic and social systems and problems. 
The deep lmpression that wilton Park made on so 
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many conference members is attested by the formation 
of Friends of wilton Park Societies, i.e., alumni 
clubs, allover the world. These are Heinz Koeppler's 
monuments. He was a man of conflicting characteristic: 
symbolized by the fact that he became completely 
English without ceasing to be a German. 

with apologies to the members of The Litera~ 
Club of Cincinnati, nearly all of whose members are 
unforgettable characters, I must go on record that 
Heinz Koeppler is my most unforgettable character. 

James L. Elder 

2 The Art of Opera 

If, as has been noted, proficiency at pool 
is demonstrative of a misspent youth, it might be 
conjectured by those tiresome people to whom no 
aphorism is complete without critical analysis, 
that the obverse of the proposition would provide 
a lover of the arts with an equally invidious but 
quite opposite history. Such a person might be 
tempted to picture the average arts lover as the 
delicate product of a sheltered upbringing, tending 
by nature or nurture toward the softer feminine 
aspect of the sexual dichotomy. Indeed, I take 
it to be indisputable that among those who prefer 
beer and cigars to a well-warmed and wooded claret 
with roquefort, the point would be assumed, and 
the snicker might be inferred. 

Now, I confess to a lifelong love affair 
with the arts, or at least those among them which 
take place in the theater and opera house, and I 
assert with all the positiveness of one who knows 
that his audience is in no position to dispute the 
issue, that MY youth was wholesomely misspent, 
ineluctably masculine and devoted, in larger part, 
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to the twin pursuits of developing a curve ball to 
go with a high, hard one, and attempting to cultivate 
an irresistible attractiveness to the softer sex. 
That neither pursuit was attended by anything other 
than the most middling success is beside the point. 
The instincts were clearly there, and culturally 
unimpeachable. I therefore need make no apology 
for the fact that durjng the greater part of my 
adult life I have pursued the arts and the art of 
opera in particular with substantial devotion and 
at considerable monetary sacrifice. 

Not that I would presume to match my 
knowledge of opera with, say, Sam Pogue or perhaps 
others in the audience. I play no instrument, read 
music with about the same labored intensity as a Boston 
Celtic reads a third-grade primer and pretend to 
no learned musicological insights. I simply love 
its amalgam of drama with music, possibly much as 
a three-year-old loves a chocolate rabbit, that is, 
with all appropriate senses fully committed and 
utterly vulnerable. If I sometimes choose to believe 
that my ecstatic response to a brilliant performance 
of Cosi Fan Tutti or E1ektra is transcendental, 
in a Kantian sense, that is arguably more a tribute 
to a sophisticated education than to a real qualita
tive difference. Nevertheless, I do not recall 
weeping when I devoured a chocolate rabbit, as I 
most certainly did weep, and copiously, to my wife's 
mortification, when the curtain dropped on a mag
nificently sung and staged performance of Die 
Meistersinger at the Vienna Statsoper. Indeed, 
while I am not so obviously blubbery as on that 
very special occasion, a tear or two is my usual 
tribute to a well-sung performance. I can fabricate 
several explanations for this inappropriate 1achry
mosity, but they are probably worth no more than 
the conooent of a stranger sitting next to me at a 
performance a number of years ago who, observing 
my tear-stained face, observed that he hated opera 
too, -- thus compounding the confusion most of us 
experience at one time or another in separating 
the sensations of pain and pleasure. 

I would not have you believe, however, 
that my 40-year love affair with opera has wholly 
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atrophied the critical faculty. ~ am.no~ unaware 
of the hazards and pitfalls of th1S d1ff1cult art 
form and certainly not blind to the inescapable 
fact' that every operatic performance is, to a great~r 
or lesser degree, a necessary failure. As pure mU~l ~ 
has difficulty expressing abstract thou~ht or s~ec1f1c 
action unless it descends to the parod1c, but 1S 
unparalleled in its power to evoke emotion and 
create mood, when it is then married to the art 
of the author, who has words to express thought 
and players to mimic action, the combination has _ 
the potential to achieve the absolutely transcendenta_ 
Since I take it to be the role of Art not just to 
achieve a window on reality, difficult as that is, 
but to elevate its participants and audience by 
permitting them a glimpse of the ideal reality, 
then it may not be too much to claim for opera that 
it seeks to achieve the very highest Art may offer. 
It is thus, I submit, in its striving, the noblest 
Art of all. 

But perfection in any form or in any 
endeavor is a goal more often sought than achieved; 
and the more complex the form, the more seldom 
achieved. Since opera is arguably the most complex 
of all such forms, it follows that a perfect opera 
given a perfect performance is rare indeed. Perhaps 
it is best so, " Or what's a heaven for? " to borrow 
Browning. Human beings, I suspect, could stand 
only so many glimpses of perfection before giving 
way to despair at the imperfect world about them. 

But we are in no danger of standing in 
so desperate a condition, even if we are inveterate 
opera goers or record listeners. If the artisto
~ratic, silvery voice of the delicious Jussi Bjoerling 
1n Nessun dorma, or the throbbing warmth of Kiri Ti 
Kanawa in Strauss' Last Four Songs, finds us survivinc 
after the dozenth hearing, enriched but intact we J 

are likely to survive those other approximatio~s 
of perfection with which future genius may favor 
us. We are much more likely, if the truth be told, 
to suffer the polar extreme of perfection -- the 
perfectly awful opera, or the perfectly awful perfor~

ance, or, most ghastly of all, the perfectly awful 
performance of a perfectly awful opera . And there 



are such instances. 
them. 

I have survived a number of 
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For every Don Giovanni, otello, Die . 
Meistersinger or Carmen , to pick four wholly.d~sparate 
examples of musical genius married to.except70nal 
libretti, there are thousands of outr~gh~ ~a~lures, 
where neither words nor music bear repet~t10n after 
the initial painful airing. I have heard several 
of these operas, notably at Indiana University, 
which maintains an otherwise distinguished program 
of opera performance. These dismal exercises need 
concern us no further since, with the exception of 
a few anomalies like La Gioconda, which only an 
emotionally unstable and essentially tasteless 
Italian could love, they lie mercifully buried in 
dusty archives and are resurrected only rarely, and 
then only by music critics or academicians with 
some bone to pick or axe to grind. Fortunately, 
these are people whose crusades are notably ignorable. 

Of more interest are the partial failures, 
or, if one is of a more sanguine nature, the incomplete 
successes. These are operas where either the words 
or music, or both , falter, yet retain some value 
to at least some audiences. Instances abound; indeed, 
many operas in the current repertory are of this 
type. Since great music is capable of carrying 
a mediocre book, but scarcely vice versa, most 
examples are of this type. The immortal Beethoven, 
in his only essay into the field of opera, produced 
such a flawed work in Fidelio, a piece with such 
marvelous music, and a few moments of memorable 
drama, that one cheerfully counts it a masterpiece 
notwithstanding an incompetent libretto that 
manages to be at the same time both static and 
melodramatic. The justly admired Boris Gudonov 
is a p~stiche of scenes so dramatically disjunct 
t~at d~rectors are forever switching them around 
w~th no apparent loss of temporal continuity. Much 
of early and middle Verdi falls into this flawed 
c~t7gory: When the Master did not have Boito pro
v1d1ng,h1m texts skillfully adapted from Shakespeare 
or Sch~ller, as in Otello, Falstaff and Don Carlo, 
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or surefire material from Victor Hugo or Dumas, as 
in Rigoletto and La Traviata, he was capable of 
producing great nonsense. II Trovatore and 
La Forza Del Destino come to mind as frequently 
performed works which, notwithstanding notable 
and even great music, are essentially silly pieces, 
filled with incredible coincidences, mistaken identi
ties, switched babies, black villains, vapid heroines 
and other stock devices of bad 19th century melodrama. 

Examples of great libretti unevenly yoked 
to mediocre music are more difficult to come by, 
since they tend not to survive. I am tempted to 
include Debussy's Peleas and Melisande in their 
number, aware that the selection is controversial, 
to say the least. Maeterlinck's story is dreamy, 
evocative and effective; the music, to me, quite 
less so. But my view may be idiosyncratic. I am 
not generally a fan of French impressionism, or 
French anything for that matter. A better choice 
would be anyone of innumerable attempts to translate 
Shakespeare to opera. Except for Verdi's Otello 
and Falstaff, the former of which may arguably 
transcend its model, and perhaps the same composer's 
MacBeth, Britten's Midsummer's Nights Dream, Gounod's 
Romeo and Juliet and one or two others, the Bard 
has resisted the earnest efforts of composers. 
Perhaps this should not surprise us in one whose 
words, as G. B. Shaw pointed out, carry their own 
incomparable internal music. Hamlet and King Lear, 
those twin giants of the stage, have tempted a 
number of composers whose courage exceeded their 
judgment, and with expectable results. Except for 
a tune or two by the Frenchman, Thomas, nothing 
survives of these attempts. Anthon~ and Cleopatra 
has similarly provided an exercise ~n futility for 
fond and foolish composers, most recently the effort 
of Samuel Barber, given an elephantine performance 
at a Metropolitan opening a few years back. 

. Finally, there are those operas, perhaps 
occupy~ng the largest role in the current repertory 
where neither music nor book are pronouncedly d e ficient, 
but where, at least to many of us, the composer's 
reach, however Olympian its thrust, has exceeded 
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his grasp. Mozart's four incomparable operas aside -
these must be held to be as near to perfect as mortals 
are apt to get -- every great c~mposer has,exposed 
his vulnerable, one might say hlS human, ~lde. We, 
have already animadverted the early and mlddle Verdl. 
There remain those two staples of the opera theater, 
Wagner and Puccini, the bulk of whose work, notw~th
standing its deserved popularity, I would place ln 
this category. If one could set aside the former's 
Tristan and Isolde and Die Meistersinger, and the 
latter's La Boheme, in that special and tiny category 
of works it would be lese majesty to criticize, the 
balance of the twin ouvre is eminently criticizable. 

Perhaps I should say right out that Wagner 
suits me, and Puccini does not. That gets the issue 
of personal prejudice out of the way, and lets one 
appraise my judgments. Yes, Parsifal is endless, 
Lohengrin is frequently silly and we are all familiar 
with the pretentious aspect of the Ring of the 
Nibelung that invites the hilarious parodies of 
Anna Russell. Yet, I love it all. It unfailingly 
moves me and leaves me exalted. Conversely, there 
are melodies in Tosca, Butterfly, Manon Lescaut, 
Gianni Schicci and Turandot that would melt carbon 
steel, and all his works are toughly and economically 
plotted. Yet I feel contempt for most of it. It 
i~ the sort of resentful feeling I get when I recog
nlze that someone is deliberately working me to 
provoke a desired reaction. I resent Puccini, even 
~hen I weep as that brainless twit, Butterfly, 
lntroduces the knife into her bowels. If it is 
effective -- and it is -- it is also meretricious. 
It may move me, but it does not exalt me. 

, The point ?f all his parading of judgments, 
Whl~h I fully recognlze to contain a large element 
of lmpudence, or at ~east of presumptiveness (who 
am,I.to,asperse Pucclni',Wagner and Verdi?) is 'ust 
th~s . lmperfect though lt usually is, opera is] 
~tlll,t~e greatest art form, capable with all its 
lmpurlt~es,of moving and elevating its audience, 
of permlttlng them a Vision, however transitory 
of an aesthetic capable of transfiguring charac~er. 
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If I d~spise Madama Butterfly, I can still enjoy an 
exceptlonally well-sung performance; if my beloved 
R~senkavalier is sung and acted only routinely, I 
w~ll nevertheless love it; if Don Giovanni, a perhaps 
perfect opera, is brilliantly sung and acted it 
will remain with me, an exemplar, for weeks.' I, 
and the small niche of the world I occupy, will be 
the better for it. No greater tribute, I think, 
can be accorded Art. 

George H. Palmer 

3 Random Thoughts on Scotland 

As the title faintly intimates, this essay 
consists of random thoughts. The word "random" is 
defined by the best authority, The Random House 
Dictionary, as Ilproceeding, made or occurring without 
definite aim, purpose or reason." Hy words definitely 
have no definite aim. I tried for weeks to get a 
good aim on something which would be rewarding for 
my listeners tonight but the gun barrel of my mind 
kept wavering. The resulting spray of words was 
made less embarrassing to me when I read Samuel 
Johnson's dictionary definition of an essay as It a 
loose sally of the mind; an irregular and undigested 
piece." A Literary Club paper Tom Gephardt wants; 
an essay he gets. 

Dr. Johnson, stellar member of an earlier 
Literary Club, made many a pithy remark, for example, 
" In lapidary inscription a man is not upon oath" 
and "A tavern chair is is the throne of human felicity. " 
\o,Jell, I do not know. A tavern chair surrounded by 
some who are stoned and others who speak in oaths 
is not my idea of human felicity. I first began 
to suspect the great man might be more clever than 
accurate when I read The Journal of a Tour to the 
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Hebrides. Starting with the smells of Edinburgh 
(which Boswel l called the "evening effluvia" ), the 
tour was one continual grouse about Scottish weather, 
Scottish customs, Scottish cleanliness, et cetera. 
He remarked on one occasion: "I see a number of 
people barefoot here; I suppose you all went so 
before the union." He said the Scots afforded the 
only instance of a people among whom the arts of 
civil life did not advance in proportion with 
learning; they had hardly any trane, any money or 
any elegance before the union; that it was strange 
that, with all the advantages possessed by other 
nations, they had none of those conveniences or 
embellishments which are the fruits of industry 
until they came in contact with a civilized people. 
He repeatedly mentioned his "impatience to be back 
in civilized life." At the end of the tour, Dr . 
Johnson expressed the opinion that he would work 
to dissolve the union if it would only result in 
all the Scots in London going home. 

Samuel Johnson was neither the first nor 
the last traducer of the Scots. These traducements 
might have been ameliorated a wee if there had been 
a better understanding of the Scots. The first 
thing to understand is that they are not English. 
There is a tendency on the part of those not living 
in the island to consider as English all those who 
do live there. The next thing to understand is that 
they are not British. (Neither are the English.) 
For some time the English had the gall to call Scotland 
North Britain and to address mail, for example, 
to "Aberdeen, N.B." This practice stopped when 
the Scots started addressing letters to "London, 
S. B. " 

Who are they, then, these people who 
inhabit the northern end of the island of Britain 
and the many smaller islands around it? One answer 
is that they are a real mixed bag, a confusing 
collection of opposites. It is understandable 
that the rest of the world has differing impressions 
of the Scots. How many of you think of the Scot 
as a dour, grimfaced, unemotional, inexpressive, 
unimaginative, mean, Calvinistic materalist haunted 
by the sound of saxpences that go bang in the 
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night? (Please do not raise your hands.) How many 
others think of him as a dreamy, proud, romantic, 
hopelessly impractical kilted figure draped in tartan 
and haunted by the sound of bogus Celtic music from 
fairyland? 

Neither of these conceptions accurately 
describes most Scotsmen, of course, but there is 
enough truth in each to have created the legends. 
These contradictions in the Scottish character 
undoubtedly arise from the many bloodlines in 
Scottish veins. The first settlers of their country, 
known to history, were the Picts . When the Gauls 
crossed the channel to the island, many of them 
pushed up into Scotland. Then an Irish tribe called 
the Scotti carne over from Ireland and took over the 
west of Scotland. After the Romans left Britain 
in 410 A.D., the Angles, Saxons and Jutes poured 
into the island and many of the Angles settled in 
southeast Scotland. Scandinavians harried and 
then settled in large numbers in the northern and 
western islands and in northwest Scotland. A thin 
but quite important overlay of Norman blood is also 
present. Both William Wallace and Robert Bruce 
were of Norman ancestry. 

Thus it is that the most emotional and 
imaginative Highlander will suddenly display the 
caution of an Angle ancestor or the stubbornness of 
a Viking forbearer. The most practical Lowlander 
may startle you, after his third whiskey, with a 
passion for poetry. There is even confusion about 
the name of the country. The Romans called it 
Caledonia and the name has again become popular 
in the 20th century. After the Romans left, the 
natives, or at least the lowlanders, called their 
land Alba. There has been no resurgence of this 
name. It is perhaps a tribute to the Irish that 
the name which has stuck is Scotland, even though 
the Scotti never occupied more than a fourth of 
the total land area. 

What about the Scottish reputation for 
niggardliness? Again, partly true, partly not. 
It seems that the Scot is careful with his pence 
and reckless with his pounds. This is based on 
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his history. For centuries Scotland was a ver~ poor 
country and the Scot had to mind each penny WhlCh 
passed through his hands . When James VI came to 
the throne of England, he brought with him an entourage 
of impoverished nobles whose inability to spend on a 
level with their English counterparts created the 
impression that the Scot was niggardly. A second 
invasion of humbler Scottish place seekers, after 
the Act of Union, strengthened this impression. 
With increasing prosperity in the 19th century, the 
legend might have died out if it had not been for 
the scottish music hall comedians, led by Harry 
Lauder, whose prime staple of humor was Scots 
stinginess. 

There are so many of these stories. There 
may still be a few of you who have not heard the one 
about the two Scots coming home on a dark night. 
One of them had in his pocket a full bottle of whiskey. 
He slipped on the icy pavement, striking his head 
severely. As he lay half-stunned, he could feel 
moisture and he dipped his finger in it, put it to 
his tongue and said : "Thank the Laird it's only 
blood." 

Then there was Angus McLaren who, visiting 
the Holy Land, found himself on the shore of the Sea 
of Galilee. He wanted to rent a boat and was told 
the cost would be three shillings sixpence. "Ach ," 
cried Angus in outrage, "back hame on Loch Lomond 
I could rent a boat like this for sixpence. " Replied 
the boatman; "But you are not back home now -- you 
are in that famous place where our Lord walked upon 
the water. II "Well, " said Angus, " if they were 
char gin I then as be I re chargin' noo, it's nae \'TOnder 
He walked." : 

Another story takes place on a street 
corner in Dundee where the Salvation Army was 
putting on a service. A young Salvation Army girl 
approached an elderly gentleman, saying, "Will ye 
no' gie a shillin' to the Laird?" "How old are ye 
lass? " replied the old boy. "I'm seventeen " "Well , ' , 
I m seventy-three and, syne I'll be seein' him 
afore ye, I'll just gie him the shillin' myself. " 
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A few more random thoughts on things Scottish. 
One who enjoys the pleasures of the table should not 
visit Scotland, at least for that reason. Although 
Dr. Johnson did have kind words to say about the broth 
and the oatmeal cakes, preparation of food seems not 
to have improved much since his day. Whiskey drink-
ing in large quantities is widespread. The Scots 
claim it to be a necessity because of the climate's 
penetrating chill. The Scots take their religion 
seriously and the legacy of the 17th century Covenanter 
is still strong. The odd partnership of heavy alcoholic 
consumption and doctrinaire religious beliefs perhaps 
should give rise to a new motto for the Church of 
Scotland: "In Calvino Veritas." 

Can nothing good, then, be said about this 
people? Yes, there are a few things. The Scot is 
generally recognized as being quite hospitable. 
He is sensitive and polite. To illustrate this 
I will relate the story of the dinner party given 
in the wee hours of the night and, as the rays of 
the morning sun came through the window, the host 
noticed that a guest at the other end of the table 
had long been silent and was quite pale. "What 
gars the Laird of Glencoe look so gash? " he asked. 
"Ah ," came the reply from another guest, "he slippit 
awa' tae his Maker twa hours syne but we didna like 
tae disturb good company by mentioning it. 1I 

The Scots also have an excellent sense of 
humor. It is usually laconic and frequently macabre, 
as witness the last story I told. The Scots are 
leaders and it is my firm belief, which I can in no 
way prove, that a higher percentage of Scots, in 
relation to their numbers, have made significant 
contributions to the progress and leadership of 
the world than any other people. Well, perhaps 
in the world of music their contributions have 
been minimal but in the world of literature it is 
a different story. I well remember, as a small 
boy, browsing through my grandfather's library 
and turning over in my hands that classic of literature 
entitled lIThe Wealth of Scotland. II That was a wee 
book. I remember another book called "Glorious 
Scottish Victories. " That was another wee book. 
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Oh well, I have told you far more about the 
Scots than you really cared to know. !1y original 
point was that he is a mixed-up fellow, with the 
Lowlander differing from the Highlander, and the 
Edinburgha~ from the Glaswegian . I will end my 
random thoughts by telling a story to illustrate 
this last difference. When the man from Glascow 
meets on the street an old friend, he will likely 
say: "Oh, helloo Jock, I hae no' seen ye in some 
time. Will ye no' come to my hoose and hae a cup 
0' tay?" But the man from Edinburgh on a similar 
occasion will say: " Oh, helloo Jock, I hae no' seen 
ye in some time. Will ye no' come on to my hoose? 
Ye will have had your tay." 

James L. Elder 
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