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EDITORS NOTE 

Amyas Ivan Eustace de Kretser, the new President of the Dutch 
Burgher Union, was born on the 21st March 1923. He had his education at 
St. Thomas' College, Mt. Lavinia and after leaving school he followed a 
two-year course of training at the School of Agriculture, Peradeniya 
(1940-42). 

After creeping at Walahanduwa Estate, Galle he was appointed 
Assistant Superintendent, Pimburagala Group, Wanduramba, in 1943. In 
1945 he was appointed Superintendent Kehelwatte Estate, Lunugala. He 
served on several estates and was Superintendent of Kuttapitiya Estate, 
Pelmadulla (1959-61), Kiriporuwa Group, Yatiyantota (1962-71) and 
Dyraaba Estate, Bandarawela (1971-75). 

Mr de Kretser was also Visiting Agent of 30 estates on behalf of 
Carson Cumberbatch & Co., Ltd., Whittal Estates & Agencies Ltd. and 
George Steuart & Co., Ltd. 

He was a Director of Mackwoods Estate & Agencies Ltd. from 
February 1#75 to March 1976. 

From April 1976 to December 1977 he was appointed Regional 
Manager, Janatha Estates Development Board, Avissawella. He was 
General Manager/ Executive Director, Sri Lanka Sugar Corporation from 
January 1978 to December 1983. Mr de Kretser has earned encomia from 
both the private and public sectors for the high quality of his work and 
devotion to duty. 

At present Mr de Kretser is a Senior Executive of Carson 
Cumberbatch & Co. Ltd. 

Mr de Kretser's long and distinguished career in planting has resulted 
in his appointments as a Board Member of the Tea Research Institute, as a 
Member of the Extension and Experimental Committee of T. R. I., as a 
delegate to the Rubber Research Institute of Malaysia conference in 
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Malaysia, as vice Chairman of the K. V. District Planters Association, as 
Chairman of the Kegalle District C. P. S. and as a General Committee 
member of the Uva District PA/CEEF. 

Mr de Kretser has been a long standing member of the General 
Committee of the DBU. His wide experience of administration has been of 
considerable assistance to the Union. As Chairman of St. Nikolaas Home 
and the Social Service Committees he has done excellent work. He is a 
person of unquestioned integrity, well known for his drive and 
thoroughness. We wish him success in his tenure of office as President of 
the Dutch Burgher Union. 

We are privileged to have as a contributor to the Journal the well 
known and brilliant author Mr. Lorenz Ludovici. He left Ceylon in 1929, 
read History at Oxford and during the war received the commission of 
Squadron Leader in the Royal Air Force, performing fighter control and 
special intelligence work. After the war ended he devoted his life to writing 
and publishing. He is the author of 20 books including the definitive 
biography of Sir Alexander Fleming entitled "Fleming, Discoverer of 
Penicillin' which was very favourably received. He has also compiled a 
narrative of the "Night Defence of Great Britain in 1939-41", and several 
Air histories. He was the author of various BBC features and plays and has 
given several talks on the BBC. 

Mr Lorenz Ludovici is a descendant of Charles Ambrose Lorenz and 
Leopold Ludovici, distinguished Editors of the Examiner in the last 
century. No wonder writing is in his blood. 

He visited Sri Lanka, with his charming wife Maria, after a lapse of 58 
years. His article contains a vivid and interesting account of his life in 
England and his impressions of Sri Lanka as it is today. 

It is heartening to note that President Premadasa is determined to 
attack hard-core poverty with renewed vigour — through education, job-
training, employment, housing and other measures. The Government 
must also attack discrimination in every form and take steps to ensure civil 
order. 

We must break through the terrible symmetry of action and 
reaction, assault and counter assault, hatred and responsive hatred. And 
the only way to do that is to ask the moderates on each side to cope with the 
haters and the doers of violence within their own ranks. 

THEN AND NOW 

Lorenz Ludovici 

Then can I drown an eye, unus'd to flow, 
For precious friends hid in death's dateless 

night, 
And weep afresh love's long-since cancell'd woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanish'd 

sight. 

Shakespeare, Sonnet XXX 

In mid-March of 1929 some of my close friends had gathered together 
at the Colombo jetty to see me off to London. Those were the days of fair 
ships: P&O, Bibby, Orient and Bay. We had not yet taken to the air. As I 
bade my friends goodbye I asked myself, 'When would I see them again? 
Would I ever see them again?' 

We had all been at the Royal College together. I had matriculated and 
secured a place at Oxford to study in the Honour School of Modern 
History. 

At the time of my departure the British were the benevolent masters of 
Ceylon though the air hummed with the clamour for independence. Once 
gained, independence would presage a millenium. 

I think I was envied by my friends. Few Ceylonese visited England, 
only the wealthy had their children educated at English universities. 
Scholarship winners were the exception and members of our community 
figured well in the lists: Dr Dick Spittel, Dr, Garvin Mack, Dr Lucien de 
Zilwa, Tom Tweed, Noel Gratiaen, Lyn Ludowyk, Neil Wille and quite a 
few others. The van Geyzel brothers went to Cambridge out of their own 
pockets and there, Carl, that most strikingly elegant of athletes, not only 
won his blue but represented Great Britain in the Olympic Games. Pieter 
Keuneman became President of the Union at Cambridge. 

When I left, Garvin, Drieberg, Schneider, Soertsz and Maartensz 
were all justices of the Supreme Court. 

A thriving community? You can say that again. 
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The trip to London was in those days as significant to a Ceylonese as a 
trip to Mecca might be to a Muslim. 

England was the seat of the true culture. England was the home of the 
sweet civilized life where golden portals swung open to intellectual 
attainment. But we were 'colonials' and felt we were disadvantaged. Merle 
Oberon, the movie actress, always pasted off her Indian or Anglo-Indian 
mother as her housekeeper. She knew that to admit to her miscegenation 
could seriously impede her ambitions towards a film career. I remember 
staying at a lodging house in Gower Street and telling the amiable landlady 
that I was from Ceylon. 'You must be so happy to have left behind them 
savage parts' she remarked consolingly. My gift for repartee for once 
remained stifled. The ignorance of the average Englishman about his far-
flung empire was barely believable. Ceylon was carelessly lumped together 
with India. 

Such shocks were, however, ahead of me. I was heavy-hearted at my 
parting from my dear friends and adolescent loves, and from the land of 
my forefathers teeming with cherished memories. True to his antecedents 
my father had booked on a Dutch vessel and as we steamed out of 
Colombo harbour Adam's Peak, sacred to the Buddhists, offered me my 
last glimpse of the Island of Ceylon. 

A violent storm in the Golfe du Lion kept us from entering Marseilles 
harbour. Our train, with sleepers for Paris and Calais, reserved in advance, 
had long gone. We were compelled to board a midnight express on which 
we shared a compartment with a Baron van Lyndon, a Dutch shipboard 
companion of ours. His command of French there and then decided me to 
learn that incomprehensible tongue. As our train circled Paris to reach the 
Gare du Nord from the Gare de Lyon, I had my first glimpse of a Manet 
come to life, caft terrasse with tables set put as far as the pavement edge 
and waiters in black with white napkins slung over their forearms. I knew 
then I would lose no time in visiting Paris. 

On the evening of 3 April we chugged into Victoria Station in 
London. A light snow was falling. We were to stay at Dr Sam Brohier's in 
North Finchley and his brother, Annesley, was to take us there from 
Victoria. We never spotted him. Delays caused by the storm had badly 
disrupted our schedules and misled him. We had seen our first snow on the 
Cretan mountaintops but now we were experiencing our first snowfall. We 
hired a taxi and as we bowled along through Swiss Cottage huge posters on 
the billboards announced Layton and Johnston at the Palladium. 
Everywhere in Ceylon record players had been sounding the voices of these 
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coloured duettists. Instantly 1 made a mental note. To the Palladium to 
hear Layton and Johnston in the flesh. 

Here was civilization. Layton and Johnston. And more, Cortot at the 
Queen's Hall playing Chopin. Ceylon may have borne me but already 
London had captured me. Once settled my father arranged for me to take a 
preparatory course with Billy Hill, tutor to the India Office. Billy Hill had 
coached Harold de Soysa who went on to take his degree at Oriel College 
at Oxford and became, eventually, Bishop of Colombo. I'd been at Oxford 
a year when another old Royalist, Derrick de Saram, came up to Keble 
College. Neglected for a year, he played for the university cricket team and 
scored a century against the touring Australians. He also won a tennis blue 
and almost became a triple blue, only just losing a place in the Oxford golf 
team. 

Derrick de Saram was the first Ceylonese to win a cricket blue at 
Oxford or at Cambridge. And, talking of cricket it was sport in England 
that so caught our fancies. My father had been a Colt, the club which may 
be said to have fathered cricket in Ceylon. He played along with Tommy 
Kelaart, who had once bowled out Dr Grace, Dr Ali Raffel, DrColvin 
van Geyzel and others. My father and 1 went first to the Oval to see Surrey 
v Yorkshire, a match during which we watched the matchless Jack Hobbs, 
the imperious Herbert Sutcliffe and those two chunks of Yorkshire 
granite, Percy Holmes and Maurice Leyland. 

The very next year Frank Gunewardene, President of the Ceylon 
Cricket Association, got us tickets for the England-Australia test at Lords. 
1930 was an annus mtrabiiis for cricket and, especially, for Australian 
cricket. It was Don Bradman's first tour of England. Bradman was a 
phenomenon. Glance at his recorded accomplishments. He stands far 
ahead even of such marvellous players as Sobers, Richards, Botham or 
Gavaskar. When Sir Douglas Shields operated on Bradman for 
appendicitis at his Park Lane nursing home, huge crowds gathered to 
await the posting of bulletins about his condition, 'just like royalty'. We 
shall never look upon his like again. 

My father had played cricket for the Colts and he'd played soccer for 
the Chums. When the Ceylonese founded a serious base for their rugby 
football, theCR & FC, he became one of the club's first vice-presidents. In 
England we regularly went to Highbury to see Arsenal play. When 
England played Italy seven Arsenal players wore England shirts which 
proclaims eloquently the quality of the Arsenal teams of the early thirties. 
Nor did we miss Twickenham, the varsity match and the internationals. 



Years later I went often to Twickenham with Noel Gratiaen who served his 
term as President of Blackhealth RFC. 

I had long since decided to settle in London and to go into book 
publishing. I joined the Hutchinson Group where my mentor was Robert 
Hale who later started his own firm which stil! figures actively among 
London houses. I moved on to become an editor at Methuen to whose list I 
introduced my friend Stephen Roberts, Chancellor of Sydney University. 
His 'House that Hitler Built' turned out a best-seller. Early in 1938 
Methuen's Managing Director, Andrew Dakers, and I Joined up to form 
our own firm in which I was Literary Director. I kept my connections with 
this firm — the war years excepted — until 1954 when I devoted myself to 
writing whole-time. My war service amounted to some five years with the 
RAF from which I was demobilized with the rank of squadron leader. 

In 1953 I was asked by a literary agent friend whether I would like to 
write the biography of Mary Milne who had just retired as Matron of St. 
Mary's Hospital in London with an OBE after thirty or more years of 
service. She protested it wasn't her life I should be writing but the life of 
Alexander Fleming, discoverer of penicillin. She took me to see Fleming at 
the Almroth Wright Laboratory at St Mary's Hospital and, with his 
approval, began my researches into his life story. I was privileged to meet 
his colleagues who had spent such exciting years with Almroth Wright: 
Charles Pannet who wrote the foreword to my biography of Fleming, 
Leonard Colebrook, Carmalt Jones. Wright himself was no longer alive 
but he and his ideas had been celebrated by Bernard Shaw in 'The Doctors 
Dilemma'. Professor Pannet and I remained good friends until he died. His 
wife, Diana Stanley, illustrated one of my later books. 

My biography of Fleming was also published in the United States and 
even translated into Japanese. To launch into the history of science seemed 
a natural step and Dent in London and Putnam in the United States 
commissioned my second book. Tom Macpherson, a vice-president at 
Putnam next commissioned a series of books from me for their Science 
Survey Series which were widely used in American educational systems. 
Tom Macpherson and his wife were staunch friends of ours until some 
years ago when he died. 

During the post-war years my main correspondents in Ceylon were 
my uncle, Dr Harry Ludovici of Kandy who died at ninety-five,and my 
aunt, Marianne Ludovici who died soon after her one hundredth-birthday. 
My cousin Errol Loos was also a faithful contact and his brother Gordon 
Loos and his wife Katheen, nee Maartensz, visited us often whenever they 
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visited London. We were also in touch with some members of the 
community who had long been resident in England: Mrs Alyne 
Maartensz, widow of the judge, Air Commodore Lorenz Wambeek of the 
RAF Medical Branch, Dr Speldewinde de Boer who had retired as 
Director of Medical and Sanitary Service, Uganda, and Claude Modder 
who had managed Lord Buxton's lands in Kenya. Our longest-standing 
friend from our community was Douglas van Langenberg who as liaison 
officer to General Horrocks had been given instant award of the Military 
Cross while fighting with the Seventh Armoured in the Western Desert. 

Between the publication of my 'Fleming' and 1967 we divided our time 
between our London flat and an enchanting Tudor cottage in the Cotswold 
country in Gloucestershire. I managed to write some twenty books 
published both in the United States and in England. Then in 1967, 
unexpectedly, Adrian Conan Doyle second son of Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle, creator of Sherlock Holmes, invited me to look after the Conan 
Doyle Foundation he had set up in a chateau near Lausanne in 
Switzerland. He housed us in a 17th century Bernese house in the grounds. 
After two years we moved into Lausanne and liked it so much we stayed on 
for a further sixteen years, motoring to London twice a year, sometimes 
three times, to stay in our flat which we had kept on. One of the joys of 
living in Switzerland is that it gives quick access to so many countries: 
France, Germany, Italy, Austria, and Lichtenstein. We never missed an 
opportunity to travel throughout all of them. In 1982 my wife's ill-health 
brought us back to London and to the doctor who'd looked after us for 
some four decades. Unhappily our spacious old flat proved no longer 
manageable for my wife and we moved to a more manageable place 
opposite Lords Cricket Ground. In a way I had fetched up among my early 
and most dynamic memories of the excitements I'd had within that famous 
cricket ground. 

In the summer of 1985 Thelmuth Mack, now eighty six, who had 
coached me in Greek for my matriculation, came to lunch with us, 
accompanied by his friend, Mrs Nirmala Abeysekera. I shall not be 
exaggerating when I say that our conversation of that afternoon persuaded 
me it was time to return to Ceylon after an absence of some fifty eight 
years. In January of 1987 I did return after nearly six decades, and,after 
fifty two years of marriage. People often ask me why my return had been 
delayed so long. The answer is simple enough. In the nineteen-thirties a 
steamship voyage to Ceylon took almost three weeks. Three weeks there, 
three weeks back, and business houses in England allowed their employees 
only a fortnight in the summer, perhaps three weeks. Moreover, when my 


