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The Great War was meant to be the War To End All Wars, and in a limited sense that’s what it was, only it did not end there. It took a break and began again a couple of decades later. Consequently, the heroes of 1918 had a long wait before knowing they had achieved their aim - though only Europe stayed at peace, and even then precariously.


That was an improvement on the original situation, though. The War To End All Wars (phase one) needed a proper settlement, and what it got was a Peace To End All Peace. At Versailles, President Woodrow Wilson with his Fourteen Points and high ideals came up against the French ‘Tiger’, Clemenceau, whose own idea of peace was a crippled Germany. Lloyd George, caught between ideals and ire, eventually settled for the latter, and the Treaty of Versailles became an invitation to resume the War at a later date.


Then President Wilson was overruled by his Senate who refused to let America join his League of Nations, so the world had to wait 26 more years for another idealistic Democrat (Franklin D. Roosevelt) to set things right.


Matters were no better elsewhere. The Bolsheviks had mugged the Russian Revolution, and the anti-Bolsheviks were losing the resulting war, despite aid from the likes of Churchill (Secretary of State for War and Air by now).  Then there was war in Ireland, as the Liberal Government (Churchill again) sent in the Black and Tans to fight Sinn Fein.


There was political war, too, in mainland Britain as striking miners enlisted the support of transport workers and railwaymen.


For Wellesley Tudor Pole it was a huge contrast. He had left the Near East where all seemed possible - Nile boat conferences, rescued prophets, Egyptian incarnations - and had returned to a London where all was beginning to seem impossible. The bold journalistic plan for the Near East crashed on financial grounds:

The Foreign Office offers conveyed by me to Mr Boutigny have not been accepted. I therefore hold myself free to take over the London Overseas Publicity and Service Agency and run it as my own venture.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 30.11.19)
And that was the genesis of W. Tudor Pole, Export-Import as his headed letter paper declared from July 1920 onwards. After Boutigny’s non-acceptance he was left with the office at 61 St James’ Street, from where he could try commercial work, selling suits to Hungary for example and paper to Holland:

I now have important selling agencies arranged at Amsterdam, Zurich, Cologne, Constantinople and Alexandria, and I have some useful buying agencies in London, so that the connections are made and it is a question of working them with energy.                                           (Letter from TP to David Russell, 8.6.20)
However, there was a post-war slump beginning, there were post-war strikes under way, and post-war possibilities seemed limited:

Somehow I seem to have been fighting harder since I left the Army than before, and with more stress and less leisure. It has been an extraordinary time and one feels that ‘fighting’ to pull material conditions into shape is somehow the wrong method, yet it seems difficult to find another.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 6.9.20)

He was not the only one in trouble. His St James Street office gained a reputation for assistance and advice, and along came the casualties of peace, of whom he reported to David Russell:

I have had a somewhat sad procession of people through my office (quite apart from the usual business callers); a procession which suggests that for the majority of people post war conditions are infinitely more difficult and arduous than war conditions. Here is a summary of some of these ‘cases’:-



(a) A newly married couple; very charming, cultured people but of different nationalities; going through their first serious difference of opinion; the bride considering it to be a ‘sin against the next generation’ to bring children into the world (under existing conditions) the husband taking the other view. They asked me for a solution! Why not adopt, I say, but people hate that rejoinder.



(b) An ex officer; 45, M.A. wife and 4 children, a pension of 22/- a week, cannot get a job anywhere and almost literally starving. Offered to ‘do anything’ in return for food for his family.



(c) A similar case but not so desperate, as the man was younger and the family smaller.



(d) A war widow with various problems, too long to enumerate here.



(e) A very clever girl of 18 of the ‘upper class’, so called, in the clutches of a Secret Society, with blackmail attached. A strange but not hopeless case.



(f) A case of obsession where the victim has (wrongly in my view) been confined to an asylum.



(g) A young business man defrauded by his partner.



(Just taken from my diary for the week).



One is inclined to wonder whether life really has become more complex or whether one becomes more clearly aware of and attracts such cases whilst travelling though difficult country oneself.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 11.9.20)
TP was travelling through difficult country but was also, as ever, ready to help fellow strugglers. There was more to the situation, though, than a queue of unhappy callers at 61 St James Street. TP could sniff something basically wrong in the air. All this, he felt, could not just be the aftermath of war, but it was not till December 1920 that he had a clear impression of what was going on. Then he wrote a number of letters which offer a startling view of what we might call ‘Inner History’. Could TP really be telling the inside story of the early Twentieth Century? Judge for yourself, starting with the first letter, sent to his sister Mary in Ireland:

Everyone is in a sort of ‘Purgatory’ just now, and I am not surprised either, for I have discovered one of the reasons.



Certain Powers, using material from human passions and selfishness, have succeeded in drawing down a Curtain between us here in our world and our spiritual horizons. In other words the Aerial Armageddon has broken out again.



I have wondered for many weeks why the ‘Avenues’ were so dark, and inspiration so difficult. I find that a very grave crisis is upon us, and that our unseen friends need all the help we can send them. It appears that the present world chaos (Russia and Ireland especially) was never intended to reach such extremities, but for the time being the Forces of Light are powerless because ‘on balance’ their adversaries are still receiving more ammunition from the Human Mind than they are.



Russia and Ireland were to be the two special focal centres through which the new spiritual stimuli were to penetrate, and because of this very fact, when the reaction came, and the ‘Curtain of dark fabric’ was let down between us and our Salvation, they were the Nations to suffer the most, being more sensitive to spiritual stimuli, whether from the White or Black regions.



I was in my Office here until midnight last week, having converted it into a ‘Reception Room’ for unseen friends. They can only reach us now with immense difficulty, and they need all the help we can send them. They do not dwell in the spheres of omnipotence, but in the Borderland of Conflict, battling to save the Soul of the World.                               (Letter from TP to Mary Bruce Wallace, 3.12.20)
His office, it would appear, had become the equivalent of his Egyptian dahabieh, a sort of staging post between the worlds, where pleas and information could be registered and forwarded. As for some of the information, his sister Mary would be aware of the Irish angle to it, while David Russell in Scotland, was also kept informed, being told about “moulds” and “channels”:

During the War, when ideals of self sacrifice raised the mental tone of many people in every nation, the guides of our Earth Race built up ‘moulds’ in the Racial Consciousness, attaching channels to them through which a flood of new spiritual illumination might be poured down...


The moulds in various centres of human Consciousness were not strong enough to carry out their task; they cracked and then broke up.
(Letter from TP to David Russell, 13.12.20)
What were these moulds? TP soon becomes more specific, mentioning the people, institutions and movements which had cracked and leaked their spiritual ‘fluid’:

So many carefully prepared ‘moulds’ have been broken during 1920, even on our human plane. Woodrow Wilson was one. He was ‘prepared’ for the highest destiny of any living man in our generation (that is of course among the external leaders of men) and what is he now? The strain was too great, the vessel broke, and the precious fluid was dissipated. His instrument the ‘League’; like a body without a soul is the League today. Yet it was moulded for the highest, Divinest uses. They are trying to remould it from the Wider World even now. And the Peace Treaties, Bodies without souls; the shadow and the letter without the substance and the spirit. Vessels from which the right spirit has gone forth, leaked away. The Russian revolution! Another wonderful mould, starting forth with pure and noble aims. And now the spirit force has been prostituted to base ends, God is denied, and selfishness and irreligion are watchwords even among the leaders. All these and a thousand other world events are the shadowgraphs reflecting the breaking up of the moulds and channels in Borderland, that were conveying the Light into human consciousness.                                               (Letter from TP to Mary Bruce Wallace, Christmas 1920)

... We can, of course, accept TP’s testimony or not as we please. However, it is fair to note that he had experienced his own mini breaking-of-the-mould when the grand and idealistic Boutigny plan collapsed (a plan for helping regenerate the Near East via “a large Journalistic, Advertising and Commercial Concern”).


That was not his only disappointment. As a businessman he was starting out on an oddly consistent course of backing likely winners that never won. Indeed, reading his Russell correspondence over the decades, one is struck with a sense of wonder: how could he so persistently fail to prosper? Likely proposition after likely proposition crashed on the grounds of tough luck or hidden mendacity. Was he cursed? Fated? Stringently opposed by celestial baddies?


Of course, there is a case of physician-heal-thyself here. If his unofficial psychic agency could prove so useful to others (and it did, time and again, to David Russell) why could it not point out a few winners for TP? Hume Pipe shares, Porta Radio, Manna Bread (the last a concoction to solve post-war hunger) - one by one they glowed with promise then dimmed to obscurity:

I would never have believed, had I not experienced it, how difficult it is to get a footing again since the War, unless one has Capital. Even now I don’t know whether the connections I have laboriously built up these past two years are going to make it worth while hanging on or whether I had better sublet this office, square up and put in for a salaried post out East.

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 8.6.21)

TP needed to earn good money because by now he had three children, David Wellesley having been born in April 1921. His letters often give bulletins of their doings and well-being, and these are worth turning to as relief from the dramatic information so far. For instance, in September 1920, his daughter Jean, six at the time, had an accident:

She is mending nicely but it has entailed much pain for the dear child as the elbow was dislocated, as well as the forearm broken (by simply falling down when running).                                                               (Letter from TP to David Russell, 6.9.20)
Note: By the way, in July 2001 she showed me the relevant elbow, and it still looked a bit odd.

A year later TP was wondering whether another fracture might be in prospect:

I have a Pogo Stick here in my office which I am taking down to Chris tomorrow. I am rather alarmed by it! Until I see if he can manage it without danger I hesitate to send one to Dadie.                        (Letter from TP to David Russell, 27.9.21)
(Dadie was his godson, David F.O. Russell - 6 years old at the time - the same age as Christopher, and a year younger than Jean). As for the youngest Tudor Pole, TP felt as proud as any father might, writing the following year:

David Wellesley is the picture of health and has grown wonderfully. I have never seen a child (aged one) with such an extraordinarily wide and developed aura; it is almost uncanny to me but v. beautiful (if I am allowed to speak thus about my own child!)                                                      (Letter from TP to David Russell, 6.5.22)
Three children were quite enough, although at one stage there might have been more:

Florence returns from the Fellowship of Reconciliation Congress imbued with the conviction that we ought to offer a home to an Austrian child this winter. I tell her we will (if and when our Ship comes home).

(Letter from TP to David Russell, 22.9.20)

It didn’t. However, the incident is a reminder of Florence’s humanitarian concerns, even if she had to narrow her focus most of the time to her own species of humanity.


As for his mother, TP still liked to entertain her with long descriptive letters. In 1921 he wrote about the visit of a top Egyptian delegation to London. They were there to negotiate independence, and TP, as a man with Near East connections, helped entertain them:

It will amuse you to hear about yesterday’s function. I met Sir Adby Jeghen Pasha (the Premier) and four of his Cabinet, and five of his staff, including Hassanein Bey, at the Carlton at 4.45 p.m. They would be fully satisfied if the Milner report is acted upon, but Winston Churchill is against it, and he has more power with Lloyd George than Curzon.



We got into private motors flying the Egyptian flag on their bonnets, and Rushdi Pasha plied me with questions: Who was Lady Astor? Why was she in the House of Commons?


We arrived at St. Stephen’s Gate and trooped through the corridors and out on to the Terrace, where tea tables had been set out for the Delegation. No sign of Lady Astor, but a youngish man of about 40, with a cowed air, somewhat nervous, came forward and sat us down at the tables. There were a few members present: Ormsby Gore, Aubrey Herbert, Gen. Seeley and a youngish fellow called Coote, and one or two ladies whose names were not audibly disclosed. Presently Lady Astor came bustling along, dressed in a black toque and a close-fitting black and white sateen frock with pearls. (This amazing woman of astonishing vitality was almost a complete invalid before she became a Christian Scientist ten years ago. She is about 44, I imagine, and looks 36). She romped into the midst of the group and began shaking hands all round, without troubling about names or languages, and then took the head of one of the tables. I was at the other with a Lady Somebody as deputy hostess, half the Egyptian delegation and also Gore, Seeley and Coote.



The tea was execrable (as usual at the House) half cold and cakes like stones. However, it did not matter. The shy, youngish man turned out to be Lord Astor, evidently much in awe of his wife. “Waldorf,” she cried, “they haven’t any tea down there!” He jumped up like a shot rabbit, and scurried away to play the butler, bringing back hot water and popping up and down like a schoolboy.



Meanwhile Lady Somebody at my table turned to me saying, sotto voce, “Who are these people?” I explained who they were. “Have they just come from Egypt? What do they want? Have they many wives each; and what do they think of us?” and so on. Here was an (apparently) intelligent woman, the wife of an English “Lord”, who had no conception of the fact that she was helping to entertain Egypt’s principal statesmen, over here to negotiate for the freedom of their country.


The Egyptians enjoyed themselves immensely but what did they really think of it all? To be entertained by an American lady member of the English Parliament; wife of an American millionaire tame rabbit, a woman who seemed to have amazing influence in all political directions! What about the affairs of their own Country, now in such a sorry mess?



Comic opera, on the surface; yes, but grim Tragedy beneath, and that sums up the position everywhere today in this funny old world of ours.

(Letter from TP to ‘Darling Mother’, Kate Tudor Pole, 29.7.21)

That last statement returns us to our more serious theme, because the early 20’s were indeed tragic in many ways...  For instance, when visiting Constantinople in April 1922 TP had observed numerous tragic refugees from the Russian Revolution. On his return he soon plunged himself into a commitment:

It is laid upon us to take some active steps to alleviate the lot (by clothes, food and books) of the imprisoned Russian Patriarch, bishop and priests; many of whom are half starved, in rags and not allowed to communicate with the outer World. I had a special message about this today again - the Soviet Authorities dare not intercept parcels sent in by the American Red Cross or the Quaker organisation. I am communicating with the Bishop of London to hear whether the signatories to that memorandum ‘of Sympathy’ have taken action and I’ve asked Harold Williams to secure information from Russia direct.



If it be true that the Church Dignitaries of Great Britain have taken no action beyond expressing sympathy and making ‘word protests’ I consider it to be a grave scandal. Ways and means can be found for supplying the necessities of life at Moscow and elsewhere, without publicity, for publicity only makes the lot of these unfortunate martyrs all the harder.



(Letter from TP to David Russell, 25.8.22)

The resulting campaign to help the Russian clergy proved large and valuable, extending over a decade and bringing in much vital aid. The way it began was with notepaper issuing from TP’s office bearing the name of The Rt. Rev. The Lord Bishop of Birmingham as President & Hon. Treasurer (so TP had found some active clerics), and saying in part:

Appeal for the Russian Clergy

Dear Sir,

The privation, and in many cases persecution, of the Russian Clergy, many of whom are in prison, is already well-known to you. It has been suggested that members of the Church of England and other Christian bodies would welcome an opportunity for contributing towards the cost of sending parcels containing food and clothing to alleviate the sufferings of these priests.


Many expressions of sympathy have already gone out to the Russian Clergy in their distress – this appeal gives an opportunity for action.


Cheques and Postal Orders should be made payable to the Bishop of Birmingham, and sent to the above address. There will be no Office or other expenses in connection with this appeal, and no publicity.



Your practical support will be valued.

Yours faithfully,

W. Tudor Pole

Hon. Secretary

...Meanwhile, the world in general continued to experience hard times. In January 1923 the French decided to revive World War One by invading the Ruhr. As a result hurricane inflation hit Germany, and exporters such as TP found trade near impossible. In November Adolf Hitler thought enough was enough and mounted the Munich Putsch. Enough wasn’t enough, and he was imprisoned.


Other big names of the future were also having problems. Franklin D. Roosevelt was struggling with lower limb paralysis following a polio attack in 1921. Winston Churchill was out of office after the Liberal government fell. But Stalin was happier.  Lenin might have repudiated him, but Lenin was dying. Soon Stalin would be able to weave a very big web indeed, and already religious persecution was intensifying in Russia.

... It was a tough, tough year, and TP, being TP, was liable to wonder if this was all part of a larger problem. By October his discarnate adviser, ‘the Sage’, was answering yes, it is:

We are faced by grave issues. Civilisation as you know it may not be able to withstand the continued onslaughts that are being made upon it.



During the war there were moments when it seemed as if your world would enter once again the dark valley of old night. The danger was avoided and the human race was saved from terrible events. Many of us hoped the period of great darkness had passed away and that your civilisation could be purified and led forward into the light. This hope is still with us. The Powers of Illumination are available ready to pour themselves out into the hearts and minds of men.



So many doors are closed to us.



We have been faced recently with fresh attacks from the Powers of Negation whose ammunition is the greed and materialism of nations and individuals. Whether your civilisation will weather the storm or pass out to be replaced by temporary chaos is not yet clear to us. I am an optimist but it is necessary that you should know of the battles that are raging in our Spheres.



The Quest upon which you are engaged is part of the campaign launched from on high for the re-illumination and salvation of the race. Its ups and downs are a reflection of the conditions which surround us in the spheres of actual combat.                            (Pencil message, TP handwriting, dating 10.10.23, in Russell archives)

...The frustration of being unable to continue the Quest was becoming dangerous for TP, and by November 1923 his health had broken down:

I cannot yet move from bed. The Doctor says I need a long rest, the result of continued nervous and mental strain, and he talks of sunshine and blue sky. It is only when one is laid up that one realises what a strain normal active life is nowadays. Father is not so well and they want me down there, and things at the office are getting difficult, and I cannot yet even walk across the room. In regard to the Quest I cannot help being perturbed by the long delay in connection with the 6th’s arrival, a delay which has more or less paralysed my life.                                                                                (Letter from TP to David Russell, 23.11.23)

A paralysing illness appears almost too symbolic to be accidental. At the time it seemed a sort of sciatica, but it was to recur time and again in the next ten years, rendering him more or less constantly in pain. We might wonder why someone with his gifts could not cure himself, but if we consider his financial and spiritual strains, the wonder becomes how he ever survived. A letter early the next year gives a sense of his predicament:

It was a year ago that my own guide warned me to be very careful and not to initiate new business projects while conditions were so adverse. It is a fact that every project I did initiate during 1923 fell to ashes and I am wondering whether the fault lay with me entirely or whether it is really true that there have been unseen Intelligences trying to prevent progress in order to delay the Quest? It’s quite time I ceased being a sort of Jonah or a “Minus Midas” to myself or to other people!                                             (Letter from TP to David Russell, 19.1.24)

Alas, the new year, 1924, was to offer no let up of the strain...
________________________________________________________________________
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