department became larger than the original entire staff of the
Skunk Works. The engineering staff that Johnson command-
ed which had produced the U-2 and the SR-71, totaled six
people!

Other efforts to bypass “the system” met a similar fate,
and the accounts of why this happened give insight into the
reasons for the dismal, uninspiring performance of every
element of our nation’s aerospace and scientific research
efforts. The syndrome identified by Johnson is methodically
strangling the genius of the American industrial system, and
if there is no hue and cry to reverse this trend, the introductory
remarks written by the author’s colleague, Gen. Leo P. Geary,
USAF (ret.), will stand as an epitaph for a once-mighty
nation. Geary wrote, “Simply put, Kelly’s real legacy is not
nearly so much what he has accomplished, but much more
how it was done. That is, generally outside—and in many
cases in spite of—the so-called regular ‘system.’

“The U-2 and SR-71 are two examples of Skunk Works
programs that came in on schedule and under contract costs.
Still, despite disclaimers, the Skunk Works, Kelly’s brain-
child. . . to all intents and purposes has ceased to exist. This
is an inexcusable and needless loss for the American taxpay-
er. Thoughtful readers will question the why of this, as well
they should.”

A message ‘too
big to handle’

by Katherine Kanter

Kathleen, the Life of Kathleen Ferrier,
1912-1953

by Maurice Leonard

Century Hutchison, London, 1988

274 pages, cloth bound.

“My God, what a voice—and what a face!” exclaimed Mar-
ion Anderson, the outstanding American contralto, when
listening to Miss Ferrier rehearse in the United States in 1950.
Kathleen Ferrier was indeed “as pretty as a picture,” but she
was also one of a handful of British artists whose message
was “too big to handle.”

Anyone who has heard Miss Ferrier sing German music
live or on record—she sang mainly Bach, Handel, Schubert,
Schumann, and Brahms at the height of anti-German feeling
during World War II—will want to buy this book, because
there is only one other biography of her that is in print, which
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is the one written by her sister.

However, allow me to introduce a note of caution. Her
biographer Maurice Leonard, whose other special hobby,
oddly, seems to be occultism, has not really dealt with the
fascinating question: Why, when Britain was fighting Nazi
Germany in a life-or-death struggle, did Miss Ferrier concen-
trate on singing the finest German music? Who helped her
launch her career so she could do just that? It had to be the
people who loved what was good about German culture, and
hoped, somehow, to save the soul of that nation as well as
their own. It was surely not the faction who led the Strategic
Bombing Survey, the people who destroyed the German cit-
ies, who “reconstructed” the German people after the war.

This is borne out by the hatred between Miss Ferrier and
Walter Legge, though Mr. Leonard has not dug at all into the
political background to the whole scandal. Walter Legge was
an Englishman with no special knowledge or love for mu-
sic—his first words ever penned on music, in the early twen-
ties, were a virulent attack on “Fidelio” and “Don Giovanni,”
which he called “boring.”

Legge somehow ingratiated himself with a certain faction
of British intelligence involved with psychological warfare.
After the war, Legge was sent on rounds to the bombed-out
cities of Germany, making offers that couldn’t be refused to
able musicians who even had no food to eat, “persuading”
them to go under the tutelage of the likes of Nazi protégé
Herbert von Karajan. Legge ultimately married one of those
musicians, Elizabeth Schwartzkopf, who wrote the preface
to Mr. Leonard’s book, for reasons which I cannot under-
stand.

During the war, Legge was named artistic director of
Columbia Records, and was the cause for Miss Ferrier to
break her contract with that firm in 1945. Author Leonard
does write, “She was disenchanted with its artistic director,
Walter Legge. . . . He offered his advice to Kathleen during
recording sessions, frequently stopping her performance to
make suggestions. She always knew her music impecca-
bly. . . . [S]he would have preferred him to have concen-
trated on the technical problems rather than the artistic. Legge
also appreciated a handsome woman, as evinced by his choice
of wives. Kathleen felt that, sometimes, his attention wan-
dered away from the artistic into more fundamental areas,
which were equally unwelcome to her. Henderson remem-
bers her arriving for a lesson one day after she had shared a
taxi with Legge. She did not say what had happened in the
taxi, but, whatever it was, she did not like it.”

One of Legge’s schemes was to try to turn Miss Ferrier
into a Wagnerian. Here is part of a letter he wrote to her in
1951, as she lay sick with cancer. “I have been asked by
Wieland Wagner and Herbert von Karajan to induce you, to

cajole you . . . if necessary, abduct you, bribe you, or even
blackmail . . . so that you can sing Brangéne with them next
summer.”

But this is what Miss Ferrier wrote to the pianist John
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Newmark, about Richard Strauss and Wagner in 1949, when
she saw “Der Rosenkavalier” in Amsterdam for the first time,
as well as two Mozart operas: “I was slightly embarrassed in
the first act, it hurt my ears in the second, and I'm afraid I
was bored and had corns on me situpon by the third. But
then, I’'m no Wagner fan, and I suppose it’s the same school.
But the Mozart! The music was overwhelming.”

So Miss Ferrier did have opinions, and she must have had
some nasty enemies. On tour in Holland in 1951, an iron bar
crashed down from a great height, only inches from where
she was standing on stage. In 1952, shortly before she died
of cancer, a campaign was set up by people, about whom
Leonard says very little, to harass her, such as phone calls to
her throughout the night and playing dirty tricks on her.
British reviewers have attacked Leonard for making Miss
Ferrier seem too much of a morally good person, too brave
when she fought against the cancer. But there is no such thing
as a great artist who is not a morally good person. Moral,
absolutely, but no “goody two-shoes,” Miss Ferrier loved
shocking the pants off people, by telling bawdy stories before
the most august company imaginable.

There is, however, such a thing as a biographer who
writes on modern events, but wants to avoid treading on some
very powerful toes. Much as we may praise Mr. Leonard for
having succeeded in his aim of bringing the figure of Miss
Ferrier to life, which he does, and for shunning the “drooling
through the keyhole” style of most biographers today, none-
theless, what I have quoted on Legge, is what newspapermen
call “a hot story.” Why does Mr. Leonard not follow it up,
since after all, there have got to be a few good people left in
Britain to tell the tale?

The founder of the
British Royal Ballet

by Katherine Kanter

Ninette de Valois, Idealist Without
Illusions

by K. Sorley Walker; sections by N. de Valois
Hamish Hamilton, London, 1987

372 pages, clothbound.

Miss de Valois, who founded the Sadlers’ Wells, now Royal
Ballet, has just had her 90th birthday. Though she is not a
household name like Margot Fonteyn, who was her pupil,
she has been since the 1930s, one of the most influential and
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important people in the European art world. Besides being
an original choreographer, who worked for years in opera
and theatre, Miss de Valois, almost alone, built up one of the
best classical ballet companies in the world, set up the Royal
Academy of Dancing, and guided the steps of more than a
few of the world’s leading classical dancers, people like Lynn
Seymour or Antony Dowell. You will not learn anything
about how and why she did that that by reading this biog-
raphy. Why?

A recent publishers’ survey shows that the non-fiction
books which sell the best, are always biographies. People
read them, because they want to know what makes great men
great. They want to know how they were educated, what they
thought about their teachers, and also, whom they fought
against. If readers don’t find that out from a biography, they’ve
been cheated.

So here we have Miss de Valois, who is still alive, still
perfectly lucid, and a biographer, who has had the luck to
meet and talk with her several times. Here we have a subject,
who studied with the greatest ballet master of the 19th cen-
tury, Enrico Cecchetti, the man who trained Anna Pavlova,
and we get a couple of lines on that. One would love to know
what she studied with Cecchetti, or with her former teacher
Eduardo Espinosa, or with Cecchetti’s pupil Nicholas Legat,
or what she learned from the great dancers of the early part
of the century she worked with. And we get a couple of lines
here and there, on people from the other side, people like
Serge de Diaghilev, the man who launched Picasso, Stravin-
sky, Leon Bakst, Cocteau, Apollinaire, the man who did
everything he could to destroy Western art. Miss de Valois
started off by working with Diaghilev. What did she really
think about him, and about Russian culture? This book will
not tell you.

What did the woman who created the Royal Academy of
Dancing, and its teaching method, which is today used in
half the countries of the world, think about technique? It
seems she decided to become a dancer after seeing Adeline
Genee, the Danish ballerina, perform works of Auguste de
Boumonville in London, about whom she says: “Her outlook
was dedicated to the absolute purity of classicism. She cre-
ated in England respect and interest in the classical ballet . . .
her original six-weeks’ engagement was extended to ten
years.” What did Miss de Valois think about Bournonville?
Why did she not adopt his technique, which is the old French
school, for the Royal Academy? Why did she choose a kind
of Russian technique?

Miss Sorley Walker leaves us totally in the dark about
these and other issues which are the real ones, while rattling
on in endless detail about virtually every day in the life of
Miss de Valois. The only good thing to be said about the
book, is that the old photographs reprinted in it, gave me a
whole new idea about how Miss de Valois danced. Ninette
de Valois is such a high-spirited and interesting subject, that
even boring ol’ Sorley Walker can’t quite put us to sleep!
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