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Ted Morgan is the Anglo-
Saxon anagram for De
Gramont, the author's
original name. The biog-
rapher of Churchill,

Maugham and Roosevelt, Morgan
escaped from France in 1942. His
father, a fighter pilot, died in a fly-
ing accident in England in 1943.
The boy became as American as a
Frenchman can; his book is expertly
written, but — unlike earlier work —
it shows signs of the author's
mother tongue. Morgan generally
affects a tough manner, but here
toughness is laced with passion. An
Uncertain Hour is a work of piety
(dedicated to de Gramont pere)
and, one guesses, of painful remin-
iscence. Those who cannot endure
the sight of re-opened wounds
should abstain.

Morgan's method is that of a
collagiste: he has contrived a patch-
work of personal history, archive
material, published memoir and
imaginative reconstruction which,
despite some blemishes and out-
breaks of journalese, deserves (as it
solicits) a large readership. Its tone
is, on the whole, implacably fair.
Vichy is anatomised in all its smug
incarnations, from the unfortunate
Pierre Pucheu (who tried to change
allegiances in mid-stream) to the

devious prime minister Laval, but
toughness is laced with passion. An
Uncertain Hour is a work of piety
(dedicated to de Gramont pere)
and, one guesses, of painful remin-
iscence. Those who cannot endure
the sight of re-opened wounds
should abstain.

Morgan's method is that of a
collagiste: he has contrived a patch-
work of personal history, archive
material, published memoir and
imaginative reconstruction which,
despite some blemishes and out-
breaks of journalese, deserves (as it
solicits) a large readership. Its tone
is, on the whole, implacably fair.
Vichy is anatomised in all its smug
incarnations, from the unfortunate
Pierre Pucheu (who tried to change
allegiances in mid-stream) to the
devious prime minister Laval, but
the facile urge to strike noble atti-
tudes at their expense is resisted.
The temptations of supping with
the devil are understood, to the
point of accepting Henri
Lamouroux's view that, in 1940,
40m Frenchmen supported Petain.
No vote, no referendum confirms
this masochistic reading.

Morgan himself has found many
brave cases of early revolt. As Louis
Malle's film Lacombe, Lucien so
memorably showed, the decision to
join the Resistance or to collaborate
could depend on almost random
circumstance. Jean Moulin, who
was betrayed to Klaus Barbie, was
an haut fonctionnaire, prefect of the
Eure-et-Loire, when the Germans
came. He was ordered to confirm

that a set of mutilated corpses were
the result of rapes by French
Senegalese troops. When he re-
fused, he was struck by a German
officer. It may be that Moulin
would, in any event, have become a
Resistance leader, but that vile
intimation of the meaning of Na-
zism confirmed the courage which
Barbie (and the traitor Rene Hardy)
was to drive to the tragic limit.

The paradox of the Vichy policy
towards the Jews runs through the
whole skilfully plotted text. French
anti-semitism had a long, distin-
guished history. No scapegoat could
have been more popularly anathe-
matised than the Jews, especially
those of foreign origin (in the end,
of course, all of them, including
holders of the Pour Le Merite, the
highest decoration for gallantry,
were so regarded by the hardline
purs et durs). Petain underwrote a
policy of malice which would give
the French an enemy weak enough
to be beaten. Individual and cor-
porate cases of denunciation were
frequent And yet, finally, anti-
semitism disgusted more than it re-
cruited.

If this eventual revulsion did not
save 72,000 French citizens from
the gas chambers, it did perhaps
provoke a conscientious revolt
which left France, after the libera-
tion, with a measure of belief in its
own honour. The case of the chil-
dren's home at Izieu, deliberately
betrayed, still stands, however, as
the very instance of ignominy.

The part of Barbie and of the
commissioned scum of his French
henchmen is, in a sense, a lucky
element in the story. It made this
"ferret-faced . . . faux-jeton" the
recipient of odium which should
have had a wider target. Madame
corporate cases of denunciation were
frequent. And yet, finally, anti-
semitism disgusted more than it re-
cruited.

If this eventual revulsion did not
save 72,000 French citizens from
the gas chambers, it did perhaps
provoke a conscientious revolt
which left France, after the libera-
tion, with a measure of belief in its
own honour. The case of the chil-
dren's home at Izieu, deliberately
betrayed, still stands, however, as
the very instance of ignominy.

The part of Barbie and of the
commissioned scum of his French
henchmen is, in a sense, a lucky
element in the story. It made this
"ferret-faced ... faux-jeton" the
recipient of odium which should
have had a wider target. Madame
Zlatin, a sublimely courageous
woman, tried desperately to find a
way of saving the refugee children
from Izieu. A high official at Vichy
asked, "Why are you concerning
yourself with those dirty kikes?"
The Catholic bishop solicited to
help disperse the children into safer
places, said "Can you for one
minute imagine that we would mix
Jewish and non-Jewish children?"
Having agreed to think it over,
Costa de Beauregard sent his en-
graved card with the message, "Re-
grets that he is unable to give a
favourable reply to your request."
Nice people.

It is not a new story. What gives it
urgency here is the sense that the
author, for all his self-effacement, is

forcing himself to rediscover the
France from which, with his
mother, he escaped in 1942. He re-
turns and finds the sleeping ugli-
ness. He wakes the ghosts and
listens with painfully rejuvenating
horror to twice-told tales. He inhab-
its them with almost tactless impos-
ture: the thoughts attributed to Jean
Moulin as he approaches the fatal
ambush in Lyon may be plausible,
but they can scarcely be authentic.
Nevertheless, the atmosphere of
Lyon, in those savage days, is
tersely, splendidly, evoked. Lyon is,
we realise, the stomach of France
rather than its heart.

The dosage of personal and
politico-historical material is very
well judged. Some stories, not least
that of the courage of Serge Klars-
feld's father, Arno, who deliberately
sacrificed himself to save the family
he had hidden in a cupboard, are
almost unendurable in their nobil-
ity. Serge, whose persistence (and
that of his wife) helped to remind
the post-war world of what it would
have been happy to forget, even
now cannot bear the sound of hang-
ers rattling on a rail. The last time
he saw his father was from his hid-
ing place behind hanging clothes.

It took more than 40 years for

Klaus Barbie to be extracted from
his Bolivian lair and brought to trial
in Lyon. Thanks to Robert Badinter
(whose father was done to death by
Barbie), the death penalty had been
abolished in France. The accumula-
tion of such ironies may seem too
neatly tailored, but for all the occa-
sional vulgarities, misprints and in-
accuracies (the author of La Ronde,
Schnitzler, is alleged to be "Schnit-
zel"), The Uncertain Hour is a
memorable compilation, fully jus-
tifying Ted Morgan's decision to
escape from his American closet
and prove himself the true son of
Gabriel de Gramont.


