
The Broadoast. 

A tew weeks after my arr.1ya11n Baghdad I was asked to do 
a broadcast on the short-wSTe network,. It was quite a routine 

thing' r'or toreign teaohers to be asked, but! stl1~ felt 1t as an 

)- t~:t'1C honour. I had never broadoast before:, and the thought 

of aotually sitting in front of :a miorophone with my voioe going 

all oyer the worldtor at least over thousands ot miles d it" was 

exoiting to me, eTen though it was diffioult to imagine myone list­

ening. Perhaps there· flere a tew anateurs here m d therel; a dozen 

or tifty, dotted about the world, who might listenl But it ussn't 

the numbers that counted; 1 trias the thOUSht of 1111' voice travelling 

mysteriously through. the air .to be pioked up it need be in London. 

JU.so I could write to people in. England and say simply, as 11' 1t 

happened to me eyery day, 'I'm,broadcasting on the ahort-wave, 

network at such-end-such a time next week, if you want to 11sten. t 

The young man fl"om the radio who oame· ,to see me during a break 

in the lesson"s was rather yellow-faoed. plump and, shy, with a certadn 

lethargy- and heaTiness that seemed to hold him baok trom speeoh and 

thought all the time. He smiled and then withdrew thesm11e in an 

abashed way_ I was introduced to him. by another teaoher, and the 

three t1 us f3at together in the recreat1otlltroom • 
.A 

too shy to ask me t, and lett it to the teaoher. 

-At first he .. was 

And I, feeling 

too honoured to speak, tried to hide my excitement in case he 

·suddenly withdrew the otter. What subject would I like to talk on? 

I shrugged and asked what subject he thought it> uld be best. He 

shrugged too. and there was silence. He seemed very ill-at-ease. 

The other teaoher was getting 1mpat1ent---i t took Yery little to 

make him impatient. "\"Jell, decide something," he said, as 11' to 

two children. He himself had broadcast many times,. and wrote out 



• a broadcast in a tew minutes, w:I.th B, c~plete indifference to the 

honour in'YolTed. which I thought was maryellous. He did ereryth1ng 

wlth this mag'1oal swiftness, hl~ brain teeming with words and ldeas, 

of' which· a broadcast seemed a tiny part1cle,thrown otf in a moment. 

But I kneW that i~! got down to writing o~ would spend hours on 

it, going at'er i:t again and again until it madehardlJ' any sense at 

all :snd lay before me without a touch of tolly-in it, noth1Q:g easy 

or unsuper'Yised to g1ye it interest; it would be clipped down to 

the eoonomical mindmum. because ot my senseo~ the honour being 

bestowed on 100,. What an insult to the rad1ostation just to !!!lS.. 

like "0 person, like m!.; not on your lite. one must give them SODB­

thing so worked-on and re11able that 1tstood, before them like a 

plece ot :soulpture---stone; butot course stone was Yery ch1ll to 

the touchl And all, the other 'teacher had to do was to sit ~downand 

write out a few pages'in .exactly the same magical way as he tilked 

to me; and it was finIshed. 

to try and do the same. 

I enTied that so much, and resolyed 

The subjeot was decided on, atter a tew minutes; I \Vas to 'do 

what eTery other teaoher had done before me, describe TI13 sensations 

on ooming to Baghdad tor the first time. Very well, that sounded 

easy enough;. el.l I had to do was to gi'YG a trut~ul aocount ot what 

I had felt in the first few moments ot seeing t~e city. In order 

to capture that magical ease of mytellow-teaoher I must be natural 

and str1ctly truthtul; there must be no little exoursions, no 

revery; in that way I wouldn't get into diffioulties and begin 

wr1 ting the themes far a dozen ·or so possible other broadcasts. 
II -but keep to one theme" lII3 immediate sensations on oomirg int.o the 

city; tor once in my life I would do something simple and easy, 

not, bog myself down in torturing thoughts that by the end got the 

better of me and made me ,torget what the or1ginal theme had beEn. 
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~so.the1· paid wel~ for these broadcasts. If I could do it. well 

and wit,hout a lot ot'trouble I 'could make quite', a bit extra,' and 

haTe that affluent t'ee11ngot money ·0 oming in irresist1bly, e-yen 

against 'J1!9" Will, with a flow of its own, as· if my fingers' had gold 

in them; that was .how mytellow-·teacher seemed to work; he didn't' 

bother to pick up his oheques trom the radio a·tatton tor weeks some­

times; apparently, the rad10 station was very slow in paying; he 

let the flow look atter itself. He was a person with a kind o"t 

Eastern magnifioenoe, though he was Eng11.sh; I' loved a1 ttirg in one 

of the river-side hotels with him in the evening listening to his 

talk.;. it seemed that the magical element ot the city was in him 

too. He f d been there some' years and already spoke good Arab 10 ; 

he had nothing to do w1th Embassy people, and prided himself on 
.-.J 

neTer going to a ~r1tish Embassy dinner, and on haviIgonly .Arab 

friends;. he gaTe Arab-nationalist s,peeohes to his classes, aLways 

wi th the magical element that came 1nto his other talk, into his 

broadoasts. end even---tor me---into the way he walked up the stairS 

to his classroom 1n the morning, as it eve~h1ng was anex~1tement 

tor him. His impatience and irritation were enjoyable, too; I 

decided to set about my broadcasts with a s1m1lar hurried and' rest­

less 'pro11f1c1ty. if I could; perhaps in that way I wcnld prevent 

myselt trying to bore too many tunnels in too ma~ direct1ons" 

through territory nobody had asked me to explore. 

On the way back to the hotel that morning I thought about 

it, trying to1'ind a possible open1ng; at the same time I tr1ed 

not to think about it too hard, since I had agreed with myself not 

to go at it heavily this time. -A1SO,rfir I thought about it like 

this too long all the pleasure would go---the pleasure of do ing 

someth1ng light that would oome naturally oft the tips of my. 
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~I 
t 

r1ng~rs. and yet earn me money; why did ~ want to rob myse~ ot 

that sansat ion?· So I torced 1 tout ot DlYmind" or tried to. But 

I was excited. Would I be, ner?ous when I broadcast? 
~ 

As soon as, lunoh was o?er' I leaped upstairs to m'l' room and got· 
c: 

to work. It had already oJlcurr~dto me that perhaps the best way 
; , 

ot approaching the subject was to' compere Baghdad with another City, 

a quite different cIty .. a European one perhaps. ltd been to 

Vienna about a month before: What about making a co;mparison with 

Vienna? Sol set to wort<:. I reminded myself that perfect truth-

f'ulness, or rather perfeot fidelity to the facts" and e?en to the 

chronol~y of my sensations,. was the thing; I would maintain an 

air ot natural ease, and not disperse myself into ideas that I would 

later find too canplloated to disentangle and too interesting to cut 

out. My room oTerlooked r'oottops and I had acantortable armchair 

with a little table in front of it; I sat ~sel~ down to work with 

8; pleasant sense ot exoitement. The thing took me a few m.1nutes---

the rough drat.t; tor I d1dn t t allow myself to think ot writing out 

the final bro~doa8t at once;· there had first to be thIJ rough draft. 

I. made the comparison with Vienna. I compared Vienna toa 
~ 

museum. a kind ot historical museum of ~ imperial monu­

ments which dwarfed the modernc1tlzen. whereas BaghdaA thronged 

with things that visibly end obviously had been made by men's· hands--­

everything from the ramshaokle one-s~ buildings on either side 

ot the main street to the uneven cobbles undertoot·. and the robes 
v ~. 

and veils.. Nothing toweredabo'YS one and Intimidatedone,;< 

The air was loud with cri·es., It was like being swept into a hot, 
tl 

deafening. brilliant arena ot' ---people; the still, watcbtUl 
t-

monuments of our European wor~d," that made us. reel like dwarfs. 

weren't there;, with the dirt and noise, the donkeys, and mules who 

pushed past people on the pavements, the tumbledowtoO'fS and the 
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muddy holes in the road. the rags of the beggars and the blaring 

radios trom eTery oaf •.• there was also 8 new dignity into whic·h one' 

entered, of a world made to ~it men,; to fit their dreams. not of a 

monwn.ent· made 8boveand beyond them",. so that a real lnt'imate dignity 

no longer showed in their flesh; these pe6ple in the streets of 

Baghdad had 1 t s'till shou1ng in the jr black eyes and in the way they 

Walked; and the noisy., spark11ngstreet was like a dream ltd often 

')-.y had but had never hoped 'to actually wake into one day. [jj~ied to 

put the matteT baldly) as befitted a broadcast, ani went thDlTU8h the 
.. 

draft· cutting out sentenoes that seemed to rely ~oo strongly on my 

o~n teell~e; anfl I didn't grasp thecompar1son I was trying to 

mak'e as neatly as I would have liked. But at leasti t was ample. 

That at least I' could make sure of. Every sentenoe and phrase must 

have a limpid,. disarming touoh o~ simpliOity; one broadcast, one 

theme; and the theme was a eompar1·son between the European c 1 ty 

mutza which was a 'monument·, or' 'museum' h1ghabove the men who 

actually' walked its'streets, and the J~ab city where the people who 
, were ,:... tiL I 

/1 walked the streets were the c1ty---~ what the city was. S,,",,(,--
....... 

TIhen tea arrived I had f1nished it. That wasn't surprising 

a·s I always did JIIY first, drafts quickly.- It was only the doubts 
atterwards 

and aSlf-examinat1ons ~~ that cost the work. .As it 

happened. my t'ellow-teacher c;lled in onl me in the evening and I 

showed it to him. To my surprise hesa1d it was flne, though a 
e ) 

l1ttlestylistic for a broadcast. We would take it along to the 
. . 

radio station that· evening, and perhaps do the recording there and 
. ~ 

then; for most of the broadcasts were pre-r~oorded. There was 

also a chance that I could do 8"11ve broadcast; sometimes one was 
, . 

vacant until the last minute. 'Our young friend was at. the studios 

every evening,' and he would take the talk into the talks ... d1reotor 

tor -ta final O.K.' 



So that was that, and after dinner we went otf in the fellow­

teaoher's' car, an old Citroen with wide wings, dusty and noiSJ", 

with the same magioal air as 1tsowner. \1e droTe to the outskirts, 

thr'ough muddy, yellow lanes wi th palm. trees t in the warmish., autumn­

aIa1r., until we reached the long. squat sheds of' therad10 station. 

where, there were masts and calcrete walls and an air of science 

qu1te different trom the city •.. But there were still palm. trees, 

and thsstud10s inside hed a less intimidating 100k than the outside. 

led one~ to expect. We passed a studio where a string 'trio was 

rehearslng with serious, .metter-tJt:..tect expressions on their' faoes, 

before a miorophone; there· was the noise ot atmospheriC trom a 

loudspeaker,. and the Bound ot friendly. shout1ng voices trom one, ot 

the oontrol-rooms. Here, too,. nothing towered abOTe one; there 

wasn' t.the mutfled, ordered,: smooth-walled isolation I expected in 

a broadoasting studio; the 'corridors had no carpets, and the walls 

were rough" without distemper. their plasterorwnbl:tng 1.1ke dried 

mud. We were greeted by the yoUI8 man, who took my talk 8ndasked 

us with a smUe to wait in one of' the walting rooms,,- where there 

were those tubular-steel ohairs that had CRee been the ultra-modern 
~ .. 

style,,*, the Thirties. Yes, ·the young man sald, 8 broadcs'st was 
1Lx 

,due in about f1~teen minutes; I could take ~ one. I nearly ...., 

jumped out of my skin. Feathers started in my belly and I could 

hardly stop my hands from shaking. 

We waited quite a long time.. Ten minutes or so. It was 

per,11ously near broadoasting time. Then the young man returned. 

with a troubled look on his face. He had my talk in his hand. 

It wouldn't do at all, he s'aid. The d1teotor had just read it 

and thought it was 'disgraceful'" and he certainly wouldntt allow 

it to be broadcast. 

Ghat was disgraceful about it? we asked. 



It f attaoked t· Baghdad. 

Attaoked? . 

He held the first page out to .IE, showing' me the first few 

·sentenoes, as it the direotor had insp1red him full,. wi th his own 

indignation. 

Where was the attaok? I asked. 

We watched his finger trayel along some ot the 11nes---

'I saw a woman sitting on the pavement, her Teil drawn across her 

I saw the cracked roaru,. the piles of rubble, the broken 

p1llars t the scattolding .• : the \7 a 11s, beginning to fall away" the 

filth in the gutters ••• I felt that this was a city whose people 

didntt cere· -for outward signs.. For me it 1s onlyot the religious 

mEm that it .canfl. be sa1d, .. 'Be doesn't need outward signst. I 

don t t know why it is t but I instantly tel t J 'This is a 0-1 ty ot 
\. 

religious people.' We say 'London' and 'Paris', and what we mean 

are places, but if I say 'Baghdad' to myself I DBan what people 

do here and what people are here,. not what· their buildings are, 

because the buildings are many of them ramsha~kle and dirty, many 

or them are on the way to falling down, it is a city of ugly .sights 

and ugly noIses, there. is spit allover the pa'Vemen~s, refuse 1s 

thrown into the gutters t people sleep on the paTement.s" mules and 

donkeys go among the pedestrians" peoples walk barefooted in the 

streets. ~ LTh~t was insulting to .Baghdad, the director had 

thought, and oertainly he wouldnft allow such a thing to trs-yel 

allover the world from Radio Baghd~d~ 

I began to feel indignant, and the young man w1thdrewa 

little when I spoke. hold1ng' 'up his hand with a shy expression as 

if to say that he had no part 1n the quarrel·. That was the truth, 

I told him. What ousht I to haTe said, could he tell me that? 

No,. he replIed, ·"ith his lips shivering ,ever so slightly, 



hecoul<\n't tell me that" he would never preeune to do so. 

Uhat did the director th1nk I ought to say, then? 

Well, he believed the director wanted something nioe sa1d 

about the oity; atter all, I was a ..,lsitor; and naturally if I 

was asked to broadoast I couldntt expect to 'te able Just to talk 

insults down the microphone. 

"BUt these aren't insults!· I oried. ttTbey're the ",err 

opposite 1 Why don't you ask the d1rector to read further on, 

then hetll find that' it all add,s up to an appreciation ot the o1tyl" 

Had the direotor read further' on? --
No, he had only read the 'f1rst page or so. 

nThen please take it baok to him with my compliments and ask 

him to read the whole thing, and thendec1de whether Itm trying to 

insult the oity or notS" 

He went baok, and the other teacher and I 41scussed it quietly., 

Perhaps, he said, it!!! rather strongly-worded; attar all, om 

had to remember that this wasn't Paria ar London, it was a sme.ll 

country struggling to set up some sort or modern, industrial lite; 

that might ,seem silly to us but tar .~ olean, lieU-paved cities 

were an ideal, a test of a country's real 'Y81ue. and dirty cities 

were smatter ~' shame; one had to realise that it one started 

talking at onoe about the dirt" whate'Yer one said afterwards, and 

whate ... er one's mot1Te8 were. that at onceoQl'veyedscmething shame­

ful to them. We COuJ.dn'fO all O"f8r the wo:rld"espec1ally the 

Arab world, behaving as we. did at home, with the same kind ot tree-
y 

dom; they hadn't reached ,hat yet; and, very understandably, 

before they indulged in 'tree' comparisons between thamselTes and 

Vienna ·or Paris ,they wanted som of the sooial and poll tical 
e 
malm we were used to trom ohildhood. 

1 -
But I was indignant at this also; I said that whatever the 



state or a oountry, whatever it looked forward to, ther'e was 

always the truth" and that truth couldn't be altered; and that if 

this wasn't the time for truth, here and now at the radio stst ion, 

then it wasn't the time tor me to ta'lk either, I woUld rather clear 

~ out and neve10me near the place again~ because I didntt like un­

tree people; freedom was a choice, not a de~elopment arranged by 

po11ticians, and these: people wtre ob~1ously afraid of freedom, 

they were sitting in positions whioh they had won corruptly, by 

taml1y-intluenC8, this app11edto the director sitting in his ottice 
A ' 

there afraid to t all: to m~ personally. and to the Y0WV! man who 

was his pander and tout" andotcourse they were atra1d ot treedom. 

becaus~ they would be the first people to be pushed out it the truth 

were floldt They were probably very well aware that if' the truth 

about their ~1rty streetr1and their beggars and ramsllackle buildings 

went all over the'lworld people would begin to wonder---ins1de Iraq 

as well---what the small ·class of inf1Uent1a1f people were do1rg 

with publIc money. what they were doing with the prot'its that came. 

trom the oil-fields., what they were doing for their own peoplel 

ot course they didn't want freedom! 

My fellow-teacher enjoyed my outbursts much as I enjoyed his, 

and he answered quietly. w1th a little sm11e~ that this was all 

very well, andtinally he absolutely agreed with me" but here we 

were ina rad1ostation due to tgo on thea1r t (it sounded so 

professional, and a sense ot the honour returned to me) in 8 tew 

minutes, w1thou; a talk being ready. Could I write' sar.e,th1ng else 

quickly." in plaoe of the first paragraph? No. I was determ1ned 

to make them take t·h8t talk or nothing' 

The youn.S man returned a second time and said that the director 

hadn't changedh1s mind. and <Duldn't read the whole talk at the 

moment beoause he was too busy. 
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Very well, could I see the director to talk the matter OTer 

with him? 

No, he was afraid not,. the director was too busy. 

Thatw8s that, thenl· I took my talk back and told him that 

I had nothing else to otter. 

The young man smiled and said· that, atter ·all,.there were so 

many nice things in the oity I could have written aboutl 

Oh. I agreedl But what did he have in mind? 

Well. he repl1.ed. tor instance· the King Feisal square; the 

cIty wasn't.!!! dIrty andramshaokle0 

~Ing ~al sl;luare· was the one tiny part of town~ just outside 

my hotel, Whioh was European in style, with pa'fements and ordered 

build1ngs " round 1 t. in the torm of a cresoent, not unlike the en­

tranc~o an" Up-to-date prison.) 

Wasn't that beautiful? he asked. 

I ag:teed, it was certainly exoellent. but it wasn't ·the truth 

about Baghdad. was it? 

Why not, he asked. still with a smile, it was there. wasn't 

it? j 

Indeed, it was there, but 11~asn't as muoh there as the test 

ot the city' ~d it .1 gave it out OTer the air that here was a 

well-paved European city where everybody wore jaokets and trousers 
o 

and all the buildings along the main street were department-stm-es, 

not only would it be very boring but people ·Aouldn t t believe· me, 

and they would al..so call me a tool tor telling them crass and obvious 

lies, But it that was what he wanted he should ha'Ye told me at 

the beginning, the first moment· he'd seen me, he shoul.d haTe told 

me he wanted pc%paganda and not a radio talk; and what I meant by 

propaganda was 8 smooth publicity deSigned to keep certain people 

in comfortable and entirely ta1se so01al positions w'h1chotherw1se 
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they would lose if there were treedom\ 

But since the young man t 8 English was poor I don t t believe he 
~ ~ ~·t~, 

understood t;p is i'LIlz .f .. 51 Os; much 'les's the dig at· himself and the 
1'\ 

hy director. l~ fellow-te"acher was still determined to patch things 

up if' he could;: and taking, the talk in his hand he said, "Suppose 

we make a few alterations?" He asked me if I would mind outting 

out a tew sentences, and I shrugged in a tired way. int1matingthat 
e 

whatever hapPfned now wasn t t any-conoern of mine.. I still wanted 

to sit down in front ot the microphone, ifonl1 to pro"fe to myself 

that I coUld do such things, that I could perform one acknowledged 

public ect in this busy world wi thout getting in to an aWful mess 

OYer itl ~fter a11 I had a .goodjob; there was som·thing of a 

position in. that;: why cruldntt I extend my status to other things? 

But I knew, really. it ws's hopeless. I let the other teacher run 

his pen through the ottending pas·sages. and I sat there in a pass 1,8 

,state while the young man went back a third ~ime to the director. 

But out he came again, and said that the director' wasn't interested 
, 

in any ;torm ·,ot broadcast I might want to make. So that was that. 

And there was a oertain relier r'or ma, that unfree people should be 
1 

offended by me, and snub lIe. At the same t1D'e I was hurt; and 
\ 

still indignant. 14y friend shrugged. and we went back to J.IJY hotel. 

The talk looked old and grubby now on the table • 

. \ , \ 

ot the other teachers mentioned that he ViaS going 

in the following weeks. I was 

• 
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'1"'~1 ----------->~ ~ strangely,. almost at the end or my .first ,year ~ just betore 

the examinations,. the young man trom the radio h~ppened to cone to 

the coll·ege again. and we greeted each other in the recreation-room. 

He asked me with exaotly the same shy end gracious expression as 

before. in his hesl tat1ng English. it I wouldn I t like ·to do a broad-· 

cast,; he had been so d1sapPointed the other time, and' had expected 
t 

me to come again; for himself., he said. the talk would have been 
! 
I 

all r1ght, but there were othersubj.ects:, wah as l1terature. which 

he was .sure I would like to talk about;. it would be 'a great help 

1~ I oould give him 8 couple of short talks on any literary subject 
I 

loered to suggest; ~e had big timetables to fill uP. and there 

weren't enough talks to make a programme. 
f 

So I did it .• I went to my room that day and wrote two talks 

straight off, one on the role of the animal in romantio writing,. 

the other on Stendhal. I didn't look at them when ltd finished 

them. 
I 

They were compact and ot ona theme. They were done in a 

few minutes. 
I . 

No rough draft. 
__ I 

I d1dnt t really care about them. 

By that t1me.~ atter nearly three terms, I had done ena,ugh talking 

not to want to do much more out of hours, and ltd got used to the . ~ 

sound ot my voice. 

The talks were taken at onoe; since J first t no one would 

listen to them,. and ,since, secondly~. no one at the studio could 

understand them, aoceptance was eS8l6) they were safely b;1storloal. 
L?"" " 

aru] iHUOfidiie-. I recorded them without muoh1nterest., certainl, 
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without feathers in the tummy; I went alone to the studios. 

I read them through casually, one after the other for the record-

ing, watched by three engineers in the control room, who were 

laughing and joking most of the time. I couldn't hear them, 

only see their gestures and smiles, like people in a silent film. 
n y 

The~ thep waved to me when it was over, and the light in the wall 

turned green again. And now it was over I had no more sense of 

honour than if I'd been giving a lecture at college, as I had a 

hundred times now: in both cases one was talking to the air. 


