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Two faces 
of Peter 
Howard 

THERE were two faces to Peter Howard, leader 
of Moral Rearmament, and I saw them 

both. 
Conjured up by the news of his sudden death last 

week at the age of 56 in Lima, Peru, where he seas 
stricken with virus pneumonia while on a goodwill visit, 
is the cynical face of Peter Howard, the journalist. 

II;REABOUTS, perhaps, Is 
e moment,  .to sa that I 

PETER HOWARD . 
cripple who became Rugby 

international. 

Darkly handsome, but with 
a mocking smile in which 
lurked more than a touch of 
malice . . . 
Malice, to be sure, flowed 

through his veins and came out 
of his pen—mostly gall and often 
pure vitriol—in the days when 
he laboured for Lord Beaver-
brook's newspapers as a political 
oerrespondent. 

Or again, there comes to the 
mind's eye the face of Peter 
Howard in the days when he 
turned his back on London's 
Fleet Street and a whacking 
salary to throw in his lot with 
Frank Buchman, whom he 
later succeeded as chief of 
M.R.A. 
The malice and the moditerY 

had been Wiped away. Here, 11 
ever I saw one, was the face of 
a man filled with serenity and 
sincerity—two virtues that were 
strangers to the Peter Howard of 
the rumbustious old days. 

Affliction 

et, 	q e o ous y, t ey 
were for my old friend Peter. 
Among them he found that 
peace and happingas which were 
never his at thelititne he dug 
eager fingers into the fleshpots 
of journalism 

Let's start at the beginning. 
,And the Howard story as I 

By 

PAUL IRWIN 
know it opens with the cruel 
affliction that shadowed his 
early life. 
He was born with his left 

ankle touching the inside of 
his knee. His leg was little 
thicker than his wrist, and 
though massage and manipui-
lative surgery straightened it, 
it remained a thin, pathetic 
shank. 

That crippled leg did some- 
thing to his mental make-up. 
It made him combative and 
aggressive; bitterly aggres- 
sive in spite of an outward 
seeming of rollicking humour. 
Sheer guts and courage 

enabled him to conquer this in-
firmity, but it left him just that 
bit warped. Just how warped 
you only began to realise by 
working alongside him, as I 
once did on Beaverbrook's Lon-
don Sunday Express. 

Rugby,  
A T the age of seven he 

.ti.spralned this game leg 
while playing football at his 
"prep" school. 

"Cricket's the game for you, 
not football," said the doctor 
who examined the sprain. 
"Stick to cricket, Peter, there's 
a good boy." 
So what did young Peter 

Howard do? From that moment 
he bent his will and his immense 
physical strength—he was a big 
boy and a big man, every bit of 
6 ft. 2 in. tall and with a body to 
match— to playing Rugby foot-
ball. 
Sheer cussedness, if you like, 

but he went on to get his Rugger 
Blue at Oxford University and 
play eight times for England. 

Peter was a loose forward, 
a great loose forward. In spite 
of that spindle-leg, he covered 
a lot of ground in quick time 
with a curious lurching run. 
I can see him now as I saw 

him in the days Of his foetbal-
ling glory, crashing upfleld 
huge *Aug strides. 

"Froth that moment any regr 
at the loss of the match disa 
peered from my heart," he co 
fesSed Some years later. "0th 
folk on the side stayed glum. 
pretended to stay glum. Y 
Inwardly I glowed." 
It was then that he learn 

a fact which remained tru 
throughout his football day 
Listen to 'him: 

"I always would rather 
the star on a losing side tha 
blush unseen in a winning one.". 
Deep in his heart he knew 

that his own success and fame 
were the things he really hunted 
— not only on the Rugby field. 
• In short, Peter of the first 
face was all for Peter Howard. 
He was out for glory and gold, 
not minding how he -got it. 

Beaverbrook and his news-
papers were made to measure 
for him. Whatever tune was 
called by the impish Beaver. 
Peter would play it. 

Ruthless 

aEORGE MALCOLM THOM-
SON, one of his former col-

leagues, says many people re-
member him as a ruthless and 
buccaneer political journalist. 
Ruthless he certainly was. 

Why, he seemed td lover tialiCe 

for malice's sake. He used his 
pen (never once did I see hint 
at the typewriter) he a d 

a cynical grin on his JO 
looking face as he relayed 
latest bit of poison. 

And then. One day, a Cha 
began. I first sensed it 
morning in the Sunday 
press editorial room as 
sought out Peter as the idea' 
audience for a blast at a col-
league who had caught me on 
the raw. 
"Y'know, Paul," said Peter, 

"you're just, seeing things cock-
eyed_ You're seeineem your way. 
Try to see the other chap's point 
of view. Really, he's a good fel-
low. Look for the good in him." 
"You Of all people looking for 

the good in mankind," I gasped 
with surprise. "What's come 
over you, Peter?" 

Well, he didn't give me an 
answer that morning, but it 
wasn't long before his secret 
was out. He was dickering with 
the Buchmanites, but, as he 
confessed later, just hadn't the 
courage to say so — then. 
He was like a swimmer test- 

gte h„e  littler:lira 
eri!,,it:r oeoLef  the 

ing the plunge. 
: When he did so, the mighty 
lash was heard all over the 

building of black marble 
d glass that houses the Bea-
rbrook newspapers. 
His style of writing changed. 
"Whereas I would have writ-

anything for the sake of 
e story beforehand, there 
re now certain things I 
uld not write, even if it 
ted the convenience of the 
press for me to do so." 
Peter always said he wrote 

better, more honestly. Per-
;haps so, but most of his office 
• colleagues didn't agree. 
"Howard's gone soft," they 
Id. "The Beaver won't stand 

much more of this sweetness 
and light stuff. You just wait 
and see." 

The choice 

THE crisis arrived in 1941. 
Peter Howard decided to, 

write a book about the Oxford 
Group as Moral Re-armament 
was then known. Like all of us, 
his contract called for him to 
seek permission to do extra-
neous work. 
He was told that if he wanted 

to write a book in support of 
Frank Buchman and his Group, 
he would have to leave the 
Beaverbrook organisation. 

What next? He picked up his 
hat and walked out of Fleet 
Street -- to nothing. Or, 

to a run-down farm 1 
Sti 	 trying to * 

raI'injecttOni 

UtitiFthe break 
came. 

He did build Up that farm 
till it became one of the war-
time showpieces of the Mini-
stry of Agriculture. Don't 
ask me how he turned the 
trick. Faith must have played 
a large part in the operation.. 
Faith and hard work. 
Not long after World War.  

II, and back with the London 
$unday Express after serving 
'overseas, I met Peter Howard 
by accident in a Glasgow hotel. 
1 

it

. I couldn't believe he was the 
rian A 	I used to know. The 

thange shone in his face. You 
ould see it in those dark eyes 

Ilinder the beetling eyebrows. 
It was the second face of 

Peter Howard, now heart and 
soul in, the work of Moral Re-
armament.-  The face of a man 
who had come to the end of an 
old journey and was embarked 
on the new. 

Peter Howard put it this way: 
"I saw where I and millions 
like me had lost our way and 
also how we could begin forth-
With to build the sort of world 
all men and nations long for." 

He said,, also, he had dis- 
covered an idea bigger than 
all the rest . . . Alas, like 
jesting Pilate, I did not wait 
food the answer to that one. 
Sometimes, when I recall that 

second face of Peter •Howard, 
I wish that I had. 


