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INTRODUCTION

Topay, because of military and other censorships, America
is like a beleaguered city that lives within high walls
through which there passes only an occasional courier to
tell us what is happening outside. I have been outside those
walls. And I have found that nothingroutsideis ‘exactly what
it seems to those within. .

I had an opportunity to fly around the world in the middle
of this war, to see and talk to hundreds of people in more
than a dozen nations, and to talk intimately with many of
the world’s leaders. It was an experience which few private
citizens and none of those leaders have had. It gave me some
new and urgent convictions and strengthened some of my
old ones. These convictions are not mere humanitarian
hopes; they are not just idealistic and vague. They are based
on things I saw and learned at first hand and upon the views
of men and women, important and anonymous, whose
heroism and sacrifices give meaning and life to their beliefs.

In this book I have tried to set down as dispassionately as
possible some of my observations and—perhaps not quite so
dispassionately—the conclusions I have drawn from them.

I was accompanied on my trip by Gardner (Mike)
Cowles, Jr., a noted publisher, and by Joseph Barnes, an
experienced foreign correspondent and editor—both perfect
traveling companions—both my friends. They have been
most generous and helpful in the preparation of material
for this book. And though I am sure they would agree with
many of my conclusions, they bear no responsibility for this
expression of them.

Captain Paul Pihl, U. S. Navy, and Major Grant Mason,



U. S. Army, went with me as representatives of those serv-
ices and gave me valuable advice on the trip from their
special knowledge. Everyone in the party and crew alike
was helpful and companionable. But I know I am gratifying
the wish of all when I pay special tribute to Major Richard
(Dick) Kight, our equable, engaging pilot, for his amazing
skill in the operation of the bomber in which we flew.

W.L.W.
New York .
March 2, 1943
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Chapter One
EL ALAMEIN

I~ a four-engined Consolidated bomber, converted for trans-
port service and operated by United States Acfny officers, I
left Mitchel Field, New York, on August 26, to see what I
could of the world and the war, its battle fronts, its leaders,
and its people. Exactly forty-nine days later, on October 14,
I landed in Minneapolis, Minnesota. I had encircled the
world, not in the northern latitudes where the circumfer-
ence is small, but on a route which crossed the equator
twice.

I had traveled a total of 31,000 miles, which—looked at as
a figure—still impresses and almost bewilders me. For the
net impression of my trip was not one of distance from
other peoples, but of closeness to them. If T had ever had
any doubts that the world has become small and com-
pletely interdependent, this trip would have dispelled them
altogether.

The extraordinary fact is that to cover this enormous dis-
tance we were in the air a total of only 160 hours. We usu-
ally flew from eight to ten hours a day when we were on
the move, which means that out of the forty-nine days given
to the trip, I had about thirty days on the ground for the
accomplishment of the purposes in hand. The physical busi-
ness of moving from one country to another, or from one
continent to another, was no more arduous than the trips
an American businessman may make any day of his life to
carry on his business. In fact, moving about the world came

I
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to seem so easy that I promised the president of a great cen-
tral Siberian republic to fly back some week end in 1945 for
a day’s hunting. And I expect to keep the engagement.

There are no distant points in the world any longer. I
learned by this trip that the myriad millions of human be-
ings of the Far East are as close to us as Los Angeles is to
New York by the fastest trains. I cannot escape the convic-
tion that in the future what concerns them must concern
us, almost as much as the problems of the people of Cali-
fornia concern the people of New York.

Our thinking in the future must be world-wide.

On the way to Cairo, at the end of August, bad news
came to meet us. At Kano, Nigeria, there was open specu-
lation as to how many days it might take General Rommel
to cover the few miles which lay between his advance scouts
and Alexandria. By the time we reached Khartoum, this
speculation had become hard reports of what is known in
Egypt as a “flap”—a mild form of panic. In Cairo, some
Europeans were packing cars for flight southward or east-
ward. I recalled the President’s warning to me just before
I left Washington that before I reached Cairo it might well
be in German hands. We heard tales of Nazi parachutists
dropped in the Nile Valley to disorganize its last defenses.
The British Eighth Army was widely believed to be pre-
paring to evacuate Egypt altogether, retiring to Palestine
and southward into the Sudan and Kenya.

Naturally, I wanted to check these reports. And Cairo it-
self was the world’s worst place to check anything. There
were good men there. Alexander Kirk, United States Min-
ister to Egypt, was not hopeful about the future, but I
learned from my long talks with him that he used his cor-
rosive, cynical pessimism as a mask to cover what was really
extensive knowledge of what was going on and great skill
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in trying to hold a fragile situation together. There were
other well-informed men in Cairo, not least among them
the round, laughing Prime Minister, Nahas Pasha, who has
so much gusto and good humor that I told him if he would
come to the United States and run for office, he would un-
doubtedly make a formidable candidate.

But the city was full of rumors and alarms. The streets
were filled with officers and soldiers coming and going. A
very tight censorship made the American reporters in Cairo
doubt and feel skeptical of all British reportsfrom the front.
In a half-hour at Shepheard’s Hotel, you could pick up a
dozen different versions of what was taking place in the
desert not much more than a hundred miles away.

So I accepted eagerly an invitation from General Sir Ber-
nard L. Montgomery to see the front for myself, at El Ala-
mein. With Mike Cowles and Major General Russell L.
Maxwell, then commander of United States forces in Egypt,
we drove out of Cairo on the desert road to the front. I had
bought, at a French department store in Cairo, a khaki shirt
and trousers, both several sizes too small for me, but the
best they had, and we borrowed the simple bedding which
every man carries with him in desert fighting.

General Montgomery met me at his headquarters, hidden
among sand dunes on the Mediterranean. In fact, it was so
near the beach that he and General Alexander and I took
our next morning’s bath in those marvelous blue-green wa-
ters. Headquarters consisted of four American automobile
trailers spaced a few dozen yards apart against the dunes
for concealment purposes. In one of these, the general had
his maps and battle plans. He gave me one for sleeping
quarters. In another his aide put up and in the fourth the
general himself lived, when he was not at the front.

This was not often. The wiry, scholarly, intense, almost
fanatical personality of General Montgomery made a deep
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impression on me, but no part of his character was more re-
markable than his passionate addiction to work. He was
almost never in Cairo. He was usually at the front itself,
with his men. I was surprised to find that he did not even
know General Maxwell, who had been in complete charge
of American forces in the Middle East for several weeks.
When we drove up to his headquarters he took me aside and
asked, “Who is that officer with you?” I replied, “General
Maxwell.” And he went on, “Who'’s General Maxwell?” 1
had just finished explaining when General Maxwell himself
approached and I introduced the two.

Almost before we were out of our cars, General Mont-
gomery launched into a detailed description of a battle
which was in its last phases and which for the first time in
months had stopped Rommel dead. No real news of this
battle had reached Cairo or had been given to the press.
The general repeated the details for us step by step, telling
us exactly what had happened and why he felt it was a ma-
jor victory even though his forces had not advanced any
great distance. It had been a testing of strength on a heavy
scale. Had the British lost, Rommel would have been in
Cairo in a few days.

It was my first lesson in the strategy and tactics of desert
warfare, in which distance means nothing and mobility and
fire power are everything. At first it was hard for me to un-
derstand why the general kept repeating, in a quiet way,
“Egypt has been saved.” The enemy was deep in Egypt and
had not retreated. I remembered the skepticism I had found
in Cairo, born of earlier British claims. But before I left the
trailer in which General Montgomery had rigged up his
map room, I had learned more about desert warfare, and
he had convinced me that something more than the ubi-
quitous self-confidence of the British officer and gentleman
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lay behind his assurance that the threat to Egypt had been
liquidated.

General Montgomery spoke with great enthusiasm of the
American-manufactured General Sherman tanks, which
were just then beginning to arrive in important numbers on
the docks at Alexandria and Port Said. He also spoke very
highly of the 105-millimeter-self-propelled antitank cannon
of American make, which was just then beginning to prove
that a tank can be stopped.

Almost his central thesis was his belief that.eaflier British
reverses on the desert front had resulted from inadequate
co-ordination of tank forces, artillery forces, and air power.
General Montgomery told me he had his air officer living
with him at his headquarters, and that complete co-ordina-
tion of planes, tanks, and artillery had been chiefly respon-
sible for the decisive check to Rommel of the last few days.
He estimated that the Germans had lost some 140 tanks,
about half of them high-quality tanks, in the battle just
about concluded, against a British loss of only 37 tanks; and
he predicted that he would achieve the same supremacy on
the ground that he already had in the air.

That evening, we had dinner in General Montgomery’s
tent with his superior officer, General Sir Harold R. L. G.
Alexander, commander of all British forces in the Middle
East, General Maxwell, Major General Lewis H. Brereton,
then commanding American air forces in the Middle East,
and his British counterpart, Air Marshal Sir Arthur Tedder.
Air Marshal Tedder, whom I had also seen and talked with
in Cairo, is a curiously charming and impressive soldier,
with soft, quiet face and voice, who carries water colors
with him on every assignment into the desert. He is a flying
hero, and a thoughtful man.

Brereton and Tedder talked that night about the tuture



