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NOTES OF THE WEEK.

MR, CHURCHILL has lost no time in finding a new object
for his fascinating powers of courtship. Whether his
new love is likely to prove less faithless than his old
one is a question which we will not attempt to answer.
The last fight in Dundee was a three-cornered one, five
candidates for two seats, and the single Labour candi-
date who stood obtained second place. The two
Liberals were se» " ated by nearly 3,000 votes. Ob-
viously there “.as an immense amount of cross-voting,
and personal considerations must have largely deter-
mined the result. Altogether, it is much too compli-

cated for analysis.
x % *

On the whole, Mr. Stuart, the Labour candidate,
seems to have as good a chance as any. Mr. Churchill’s
personal prestige might count for something, but any
advantage on this score is more than counter-balanced
by the presence of a Prohibitionist candidate, practi-
cally all of whose votes are likely to be obtained at the
expense of the Liberal. We cannot but admire the
pluck of our youngest Cabinet Minister in choosing to
contest Dundee when so many safer seats were avail-
able, and we should like to be able to wish him success ;
but unfortunately he has elected to fight a Socialist,
and therefore must be beaten if possible. He deserves
defeat for thus challenging the forces of democracy
after all his “advanced” professions. Besides, he is
too good a spectacle when he is fighting to be wasted
in the House of Commons ; he must have at least a
third struggle before he is allowed to rest from his
labours on the Treasury Bench. In any case, we wish
Mr. Stuart the best of good luck, and we hope that
both he and his Socialist colleague, Mr. Burgess, who
is contesting Montrose Burghs, will succeed in showing
that, whatever may be happening to Liberalism, Labour
is steadily gaining ground.

% * *

It would be interesting to know how many people
are aware that once more we are at war on the North-
West Frontier of India. The present affair, though
less advertised, seems to be more serious than our

&

recent brush with the Zakka Khel ; indeed, there are
people who think that it may well develop into a big
campaign against almost all the border tribes., These
frontier wars are the inevitable result of our settled
policy, yet it is difficult to find a better alternative.
The tribes who inhabit the mountainous country be-
tween the inner frontier, the boundary of India proper,
and the outer frontier, or the Durand line, have always
lived a jolly life of raids and rapine, and will doubtless
continue to do so until we “occupy ” them. One day
a Tory Government will do it, and then we shall have
the Afghans instead of the Zakka Khel and Moh-
mands for next door neighbours; and thereafter fron-
tier wars will be of far greater consequence than at
present. It may be a mistake, but we shall never have
time really to consider the matter before it is done,
because in “the heart of the Empire’”’ we are occupied
with so many other serious questions—such as, “Is
Our Bowling Deteriorating ? ”
* * *

We remarked last week that the Licensing Bill was
easier to attack than to defend, and this is undoubtedly
true when the discussion takes place on the hustings.
But the debates on the second reading have shown that
in the House it is all the other way. The financial
clauses appear to have been extraordinarily well drawn,
so that the Opposition, with all the commercial ability
they have at their command, find it well-nigh impossible
to pick holes. With Sir Thomas Whittaker in the
House, facts and statistics must be accurate to the last
figure, and such conditions are not favourable for the
presentation of the brewer’s case. As for Mr. Asquith’s
conduct of the Bill, it is only comparable to the brilliant
performance of Mr. Balfour with his Education Bill in
1go2.

* * *

We are aware that a few of our friends do not agree’
with the strong attitude which we have talken up in
support of this Bill. But it seems to us that their
very reasonable objection to the spirit of moral ostra-
cism which, as we have already pointed out, underlies
the restrictive clauses of the Bill has blinded them to
the value of the financial clauses. We, too, object
most heartily to the attack upon barmaids, to the extra
Sunday closing, and to the introducticn of the principle
of local option; and we realise, further, that this
Liberal measure contains no attempt at a final solution
of the whole problem. But, on the other hand, it docs
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most undoubtedly bring us nearer to a solution, and at
the same time opens a new and most valuable source
of revenue. What the Liberals are attempting to do
now in regard to licences will have to be done some
time, if the State is ever to recover the value of the
" monopoly it has created and given away. And surely
it is as well that the brunt of the brewers’ attack should
be borne by the Liberal Party instead of by the Labour
ot Socialist Party at some future date.
* * *

If this Bill becomes law, as, in our opinion, it is
bound to do, what will be the result? The State will
-regain control of a monopoly, the capital value of which
throughout the country is variously estimated at be-
-tween 100 million and 350 million pounds. Suppose we
call it 150 millions. Then at the end of fourteen years
‘the nation will benefit by an amount sufficient to ex-
tinguish about a quarter of the National Debt. Irom
this point of view alone the Bill is worth supporting,
but there are other considerations of almost equal
weight. The political influence that is wielded by the
people who can control the public-houses is nothing less
than appalling. We have seen examples of it in Peck-
ham and elsewhere. Hitherto that influence has been
exerted on the side of the Tories, and we may suppose
that as long as it exists it will be exerted on the side
of reaction. This measure should practically destroy it,
or at least make it comparatively easy for a future
Government to complete the destruction.

* * *

Let us repeat that Mr. Asquith’s Bill contains no
solution of the drink problem. Under its provisions the
nation does not obtain real control of the traffic. Even
after the fourteen years have expired the sale of al-
coholic liquors will still be in private hands, although
the private profits obtainable will be considerably re-
duced. The final solution of the question will only be
found in th he - scialisation of the whole trade, produc-
tion, dist~"Sution and all. That is what we look for-
ward to 1n the future, and when the time for its achieve-
~ ment approaches we shall be glad enough that the 1908
"~ Act has removed the greatest of the opposing forces
and left us to deal only with those fanatics who object to
the nation “touching the accursed thing.”

* * *

That the British democracy has no control over
treaty-making has been again demonstrated by the
fact that the signature of Great Britain to the Declara-
tion on the subject of the maintenance of the status
quo in the territories bordering on the North Sea was
affixed without any submission to Parliament of the
terms of the Declaration. Everyone will remember
that the Anglo-Japanese Treaty and the Anglo-Russian
Treaty were concluded without Parliament having any
opportunity before ratifications were exchanged of de-
bating whether the signature of the British Govern-
ment should be appended or not. This Agreement,
entered into between Great Britain, Denmark, France,
Germany, the Netherlands, and Sweden, is not such an
important document as either the Anglo-Russian or
Anglo-Japanese Treaties. Its effect, practically speak-
ing, is to commit England, France, and Germany to a
maintenance of the present territorial integrity of Den-
mark, the Netherlands, and Sweden.

* * *

The omission of Russia as one of the signatories sug-
gests the suspicion that this Declaration should be re-
garded as a warning to Russia. That remarkable poli-
tical document, “The Will of Peter the Great,” con-
tained this advice on Russian policy towards the minor
Northern Power : “III. Extend our dominions by every
means on the north along the Baltic, as well as towards
the south along the shores of the Black Sea, and for
this purpose : 1V. Excite the jealousy of England, Den-
mark, and Brandenburg against the Swedes, by means
of which these Powers will disregard any encroach-

ments we may make on that State, and which we will
end by subjugating.” The signatories of this Declara-
tion, however, state that they are firmly resolved “to
preserve intact, and mutually to respect, the sovereign
rights which thelr countnes at present enjoy over their
respective territories.” Until the terms of the ar-
rangement with Russia and Sweden regarding  the
Aland Islands are published, we shall not know the
effect of this wording ; but the weaker Powers of
Northern Europe have certainly gained powerful
guarantors of their integrity.
* * *

Sir Charles Dilke’s Shops Bill, which is designed to
create a uniform system of early closing, was given a
second reading on Friday on condition that it should
not be proceeded with this Session. The Home Secre-
tary promised a Government measure next year on
similar lines. The only members who seriously opposed
the principle of the Bill were Sir Frederick Banbury and
Mr. Harold Cox. The honourable baronet was de-
scribed by Mr. Herbert Samuel as belonging to the
eighteenth century, infinitely precious as a relic, but
untrustworthy as a political guide. Mr. Harold Cox’s
case is even more deplorable. Nominally these two
intelligent gentlemen belong to different parties. Why
do they not make a permanent pair, and take a holiday
together in some congenial old-world spot like Jericho?

* * *
The Earl of Meath has communicated to the
“Times” his wishes as to how the Anglo-Saxon race

shall celebrate his Empire Day this year. “I am most

-anxious,” he writes, ‘“that a special effort shalt be

made . . . to emphasise the overwhelming nature of
the indebtedness of the Empire to the Ruler of the
Universe.” We would gladly refrain from throwing
cold water upon Lord Meath’s most generous proposal,
in spite of our distaste for these ‘“benefit” perform-
ances, but so much has been said, in connection with
“Empire Day,” about educating the youth of the
country to a proper sense of their Imperial responsi-
bility, that we cannot allow this flagrant example of a

national weakness to pass without comment.
* * *

The assumption that Providence is in favour of
British expansion may seem to some to be nothing but
a quaint survival of an ancient superstition. But un-
fortunately it has practical consequences of a disas-
trous character. It is ultimately responsible for most of
our insularity and our jingoism. The attitude of the
great British public is so much determined by it that
almost any crime may be hushed up without difficulty
or even openly tolerated so long as it has been com-
mitted by British representatives in the sacred name of
Anglo-Saxon predominance. Witness the Jameson
raid, Nairobi, Denshawai, and a host of other Imperial
incidents in Africa, India, and elsewhere. Witness the
wars that we have waged in all quarters of the earth
for cotton fields and trade routes, gold mines and
copper deposits, and the honest sermons that have been
preached in favour of those wars. It-is not the wars
that we find fault with, but the sermons and the fact
that they are preached in perfect good faith. We have
all seen that revered mouthpiece of British sentimen-
tality, the “ Times,” go into ecstasies of righteous indig-
nation over the bureaucratic censorship in Russia and
the next day print a leading article extolling the wis-
dom of the bureaucratic censors of India ; and we all
recognise, if indeed we notice it at all, that the incon-
sistency of the “Times” is the inconsistency of the
English people.

* *

As long as this sort of thing is possible our con-
tinental friends will be justified in regarding us as
Pharisees of the Pharisees. For they cannot be ex-
pected to understand that our attitude is due not to
hypocrisy, but merely to an egregiously stupid com-
placency. To them we are a nation of Tartufes, and a
nation of Tartufes we shall remain if Lord Meath has
his way with the younger generation. He may be
right in believing that ‘ righteousness exalteth a
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nation,”’ but why should we try to impress that Biblical
text upon the nation’s children, on the very day when
they are celebrating the magnificence of the British
Empire?

* * *

There are occasions, however, rare occasions, when
we feel that all is not perfect in this providential Empire
- of ours. L’affaire Dinuzulu is a case in point. There

have been no attempts made in this country to justify

the legal procedure by means of which the Zulu chief-
tain has been detained in prison for many months with-
out notice of the crimes with which he is to be charged.

We are agreed about the injustice of it. Yet so slug-

gish is the working of our Imperial machinery that no
effectual remedy has yet been secured. Once or twice
every week during the present Session Mr. Churchill has
announced to the House amid cheers that he fully
realises the gravity of the situation, and that strong
representations are being made to the Natal Govern-
ment on the subject. Now he has gone to fresh woods,
- and Colonel Seely has taken up the old refrain, But
Dinuzulu is still in prison, with his trial as far off as
ever, . :
o * *
At the meeting of the Anti-Sweating League held
last week at the Society of Arts, the chief speakers
. were M. Vandervelde, the famous leader of the Belgian

Socialist Party, and M. Arthur Fontaine, who is

Directeur du Travail in France. Amongst a number of

most interesting statements that were made by these

two gentlemen, one by M. Fontaine stands out as of
. exceptional importance. He suggested that we must
look in the future for treaties between the various
countries fixing an equivalent minimum wage system
“for all. - The experiment which England is about to
make with wages-boards for certain sweated industries
would, he pointed out, help us to discern clear prin-
ciples on which such- international treaties might be
established. We hardly dare believe that M. Fontaine
is not looking very far ahead into the future, but that a
responsible French Minister should even refer to the
possibility of a European minimum seems a most en-
_couraging sign for the workers in all countries, We
commend the idea to his Majesty’s Liberal Government
in the hope that it will stimulate them towards a some-
what less timid policy in regard to the present merely

national proposals,
* *

Apropos of sweating, a serious indictment of the
methods of the War Office under its present administra-
tion has been furnished by a correspondent of the
““Times,” Mr. E. ]J. Pitt. We referred last week to
the way in which Mr. Haldane has created unemploy-
ment in Woolwich ; the following extract from Mr.
Pitt’s letter shows how he deals with those whose ser-
vices he retains : —

It will be news to the great majority of readers of the
“Times ” that there is a body of about 100 storehouse clerks,
in Imperial service at Woolwich, who are mostly married men
with families, and who are paid the miserable pittance of 24s.
per week, which may be increased after six years of faithful
service to a maximum of 26s.

In reply to repeated applications, the storehouse clerks are
merely told that thousands can be obtained at even a less
price, and, instead of conceding their just demands, the
Government has taken steps to partially fill their places with
men at a reduced rate of pay.

How the Government can pretend to be anxious to
secure fair conditions and good wages for the workers
employed by private capitalists, while itself setting such
an example as this must remain a mystery for those
who do not understand the ‘‘ Liberal > mind.

* * *

The recent Naval disasters that have occurred in
consequence of night manceuvres without lights, have
been hailed by a heroic Press as the necessary price of
our Naval Supremacy. We must take these risks, we
are told, and make these great sacrifices in order that
Britons may never, never be slaves. To inquire what
personal risks are taken by the writers who give vent
to such patriotic sentiments would be unkind, and we

will content-ourselves with asking whether these heroics

are really relevant to the question. Would it not bring
more o wefit to the nation and more comfort to the
families o1 the common seamen who are the chief
sufferers in these accidents, if we were to insist upon an
inquiry into the precise value of night manceuvring
without lights? Obviously there must be some limit to
our sacrifices of ships, if not of men; otherwise we
might adopt Mr, Gibson Bowles’ suggestion and let
some of our warships practice amongst themselves with
live torpedoes and real shells. The experience of war
conditions thus gained would doubtless be valuable..
* * *

The Imperial finances of Germany seem to be in an
even worse state than was imagined. The Government
admitted in the Reichstag the other day that they would
have to raise a loan of £50,000,000 during the next five
years, and this merely to cover automatic deficits on
the ordinary Budgets. The new Chancellor of the Ex--
chequer, Herr Sydow, expressed himself as seriously
alarmed, and stated that a reduction of expenditure was
the only solution of the problem. Could there be a
better opportunity for opening fresh negotiations with
the German Government in regard to a reduction of
armaments? Would Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman
were here to seize it.

* * *

Our own Budget is to be introduced on Thursday,
and by this time next week we shall know the best and
the worst of Mr, Asquith’s proposals. Mr, Lloyd
George \%ﬂon this occasion, we presume, merely
occupy th. >sition of a sort of pupil-teacher while the
Premier give, the lesson. For the past year we have
all been wondering what this Budget is to contain, and
now, a day or two before the dénouement, we are as
much in the dark as ever, The chief question, of
course, is the extent of the Old Age Pension Scheme,
but there are many subsidiary matters of almost equal
interest. How is the money for the Pensions to be
found? By some new and ingenious tax on luxuries?
or by a straightforward increase of the tax on unearned
incomes? Whatever else the answer is, the political
situation demands that it should be a popular one,

* * *

The Fabian Education Conference, held at the Fabian
Summer School, North Wales, during Easter week,
proved a very successful experiment, and one decidedly

~worth repeating. There was a large gathering of ex-

perts and ‘‘ laymen,’” and nearly all branches of educa-
tion were represented—University, Technical, Second-
ary, and Elementary. Some extremely interesting lec-
tures were delivered, among which may be specially
noted the following :—*‘ Group Evolution,”” by L. D,
Coneslant (Sunderland Technical Institute); ‘‘ Con-
tinued Education ”” and ‘‘ Drama and Music in the Ele-
mentary Schools,”” by Dr. Frederick Rose (Assistant
Educational Adviser, Education Department, L.C.C.);
‘“ Speech Development in relation to Language Teach-
ing,” by Dr. Thomas (Assistant Medical Officer,
L.C.C.); ‘“‘Research in Education,” by Frederick
Kettle, B.A. (Headmaster, The Clapham School) ; * Co-
Education,’” by John Russell, M.A. (Headmaster, King
Alfred’s School) ; “The Place of the Doctor in Modern
Education,” by Dr. Lawson Dodd, and ‘‘ Some Problems
of the Elementary Schools,”” by J. W. Samuels, B.A,
(Headmaster, Higher Elementary Schools, Millwall).
The best feature of the whole was that the gathering
was in real truth a ‘‘ Conference >’—not in name alone,
as is usually the case—and the discussions which
followed the lectures were of great value, representing
many varying points of view and throwing out many
suggestive ideas. Moreover, a good deal of Socialist
propaganda was effected, as a kind of by-product of the
Conference, and the only regrettable thing is that there
were not a few headmasters of our *‘‘great’ public
schools present—they might have obtained some
salutary effects from their visit,
* * *

NEXT WEEK.—¢ Diversion on the Riviera,”

by Arnold Bennett, and “Wanted: a Dictionary

of Socialism,” by Edwin Pugh,
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: .The Labour Party and Dundee.

" Tue Liberal members who sat for Dundee and Mont-
" rose Burghs have decided that they are more suited to
‘represent feudalism than democracy ; so they have re-
- tired to the House of Lords ; and there are bye-elections
: peanding in both divisions, and a Labour Party candi-
- date in each. The Liberals had, somehow or the other,
“got it into their heads that the Labour Party would not
bé so unkind as to oppose the new men who desired to
__represent democracy in the place of Mr. John Morley
" and Mr. Edmund Robertson. I hope it is not rude to
- say so, but, really, some people are- extraordinarily
. dense. The ‘‘Daily News” thinks it would be so
much pleasanter for all concerned if the Labour men
" would ‘‘ co-operate >’ with the Liberals: ‘‘if only this
“ co-operation can be made effective in the country, espe-
“cially at bye-elections, our battle is won.”” In other
" words, the Labour Party’s object should be to win the
. battle for someone else. 1 wish they had a flickering
. glimmer of humour on the ““ Daily News.”’ They are
always squeezing their brains to find some plausible ex-
planation why the Labour Party does not support the
“present Government at election times. One of these
" days, when there is absolutely nothing to do, they will
~send the messenger boy round from the Labour Party’s
. office to explain the position to the gentlemen who
write for the ‘‘ Daily News ’’: it will be quite a brief
- explanation. ‘‘ We are so sorry we cannot join your
" party ; but we are not Liberals, and we are running a
“party of our own.”” However, they will discover the
“reason by themselves—most people stumble over the
. truth, sooner or later—and then, I suppose, the
~‘“Daily News’ will begin to puzzle out the
~further problem why the Conservatives do not
‘support the Liberals. There is no mortal reason why
they should not expect the whole world to support
them; only . . . . . well, it has its humorous side.

* The pertinacity with which the Labour Party, in spite
of prayers and threats, is now fighting the Liberals for
-every seat which offers a reasonable hope of success, is
“at the root of the policy which is building up the new
“organisation. There is one task, before all others,
“which the party must accomplish if it is to establish
/itself as a permanent factor in politics. It must make
-it clear, beyond all possibility of misunderstanding, that
-the Labour Party has no more intimate connection with
the Liberals than with the Tzar of Russia or the Shah
‘of Persia, or any other obsolete constitutional institu-
‘tions. On the other hand, the Liberal Party, in its
‘turn, is faced by an equally urgent problem ; namely,
‘how to confuse the issue as long as possible ; how to
‘persuade the electors that the programme of Liberalism
is also the best programme for Labour ; that they are
identical. On the day that the majority of the wage-
‘earners cease to confuse Liberalism with the Collectiv-
ism which the Labour Party theoretically declared for
at Hull, and practically has always made its object, on
that day the historic party of Liberalism will vanish
from the political stage.

- We have little to fear from straightforward opposi-
tion ; immediately the issue is clear, we shall win.
‘When the damsel in ‘‘ The Gondoliers”’ says to the
jailer, ‘“ Oh, Wilfrid, will you be just?’’ he promptly
replies, ‘T will not.”” Fancy the joy of meeting your
man in the open like that. But the subtle attack of
the ‘“ Daily News '’ and its kind is our real danger ;
with its piteous appeal not to split the Progressive
vote ; that now is the critical time-when something will

really be done (it has been the critical time for fifty

years) ; just one more chance, and Liberalism will fulfil
its pledges. It is not the open opposition of the Tory
Press that is delaying us; it is the false friendship of
the Liberals. If the Liberals really want to bring about
Socialism, if they even want that mild change called
‘““ social reform,’” then why don’t they get to work?
There is no need to worry about a few bye-clection
seats ; they have already got the biggest majority that
has ever sat in the House of Commons. They can do
what they please; England is at their mercy. And
they do practically nothing at all. To come to actual
deeds—promises are of the piecrust order—after two
and a half years of government by this overwhelming
Liberal majority, what have they done to give the
democracy of this land a better chance of a happy
existence? They have dallied with the fringe of the
problem by such measures as a Trade Union Act, a
Workmen’s Compensation Act, a School Feeding Act
which is worthless because it is not compulsory. The
Tory and the Liberal Parties have been dallying with
petty reforms for a hundred years. If it comes to facts,
the Tories have given most; out of 35 Factory Acts
since 1800, 22 were passed by Conservative Govern-
ments ; also the Housing Acts of 1883, 1890, 1900, 1903 ;
the Public Health Acts of 1875, the Workmen’s Com-
pensation Acts of 1897 and 1goo ; the Allotment Acts
of 1887 and 1890 ; the Small Holdings Act of 1892 ; the
Trade Union Acts of 1825 and 1875. So that there is
not much social reform left to credit the Liberals with ;
their profession of reform has not even the merits of
truth. On the other hand, there is little to put to the
credit of the Conservatives.

Now, perhaps, even the ‘ Daily News ’* will begin to
understand why the wage-earners and Socialists of this
country have decided to form a party of their own ; for
the very simple reason that they cannot get what they
want from either of the other parties. There is one
way and one way only of forming a political party ; and
that is by beating the others at the polling booth, That
is why the Labour Party is fighting to gain the seats at
Dundee and Montrose Burghs. Surely even the
‘“ Daily News ** must realise that we cannot gain seats
by giving them as a gift to our opponents, But, it is
argued, the present Liberal Government offers more
reforms than the Tory Opposition. To *“ split the Pro-
gressive vote’’ may let the Conservatives in. Well,
the Liberals will even then have a majority big enough
to pass whatever they wish to pass into law. Besides,
the Labour Party means to win the seats at Dundee
and Montrose. But the strength of the Labour Party’s
position lies here: every time it beats the Liberals,
whether by winning the seat or by letting the Tory in,
it frightens the Liberals into granting us a little more
than they would give us without the defeat, which
sounds unkind, but is plain commonsense. Fach time
we beat the Liberals, or the Tories, they will offer us
better terms. They can easily defy our few votes in
Parliament ; there is only one thing they fear—to be
beaten at the polls. That is the policy of the Labour
Party—to beat them there.

And the ““ Daily News ” has the audacity to ask us
to throw away our trump card and give them the
game. Dundee and Montrose are our final answer.
And when we want to co-operate with another party
we will be discreet enough not to choose one which is
being beaten at every election. There is no particular
joy in going down with someone else’s sinking ship.
One may be quite prepared to dic for one’s principles ;
there would have been a grim satisfaction in going
down under Mr. Dan Irving’s Red Flag. But to be
calmly invited to die under Mr. Winston Churchill’s
tattered banner of Free Trade, religious education, and
teetotalism, with the skull and cross bones of unem-
ployment and starvation unheeded in the centre—well,
as I said before, they have no humour on the * Daily
News "’ ; and they are Liberals, and therefore the
bitterest opponents of the Socialist-Labour Party,

: | G. R, S, TayLOR, -
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The School Meals Farce.

THE record of the feeding of school children during this
last winter and up to Easter is a record of complete and
disastrous failure. A few educational authorities here
and there have adopted the Provision of Meals Act, but
London, which ought to lead the way, has stood hehind.
And in London, despite the feverish efforts of the pro-
charity partisans, the money subscribed by voluntary
subscription has been grossly inadequate.

The number of children fed in London during last
winter was about 50,000 ; this is certainly not half the
number who ought to have been fed. At no school have
all the ‘‘ necessitous >’ children been fed, and in some
schools only a half or a third of the full number ; in
some schools fewer still. Then of those technically fed
only a small proportion have been adequately nourished ;
most of them have been given meals both inadequate in
number and insufficient in quantity. Practically no
meals have been supplied on Saturdays, none on Sun-
days, and frequently none on Mondays. The reason
for the omission of Monday is the airy presumption that
if there is any food ‘‘ at home *’ it is more likely to be
there on Monday than on Tuesday.

London’s feeding of starving children during the
last winter can only be described as the minimum of
reality and the maximum of pretence. A choice com-
bination of moral and business maxims calculated to
lay the conscience of Londoners to sleep.

The average number of meals supplied to children
has been about four, and the average meal supplied
has been a one-course atrocity, calculated just to allay
the pangs of hunger without satisfying the needs of
the body. The meal has often consisted of soup and
bread, sometimes of stodgy puddings, rarely of any-
thing more appetising or substantial. Practically no
effort has been made to use the social meal as an educa-
tional influence, manners have been at a complete dis-
count, and the spectacle of children ‘‘ wolfing *’ their
rations in the street near the ‘‘ feeding centres’ has
been a not unusual sight.

One of the most sinister aspects of the question has
been the complete secrecy with which all the precise
facts of the situation have heen enshrouded. The
L.C.C. has given definite instructions to all teachers
not to give information as to necessitous children to
anyone not officially authorised to receive it. The effect
of this has been to make it excessively difficult to gauge
the extent of the evil. It is a ghastly secret about
which the less said the better.

In London the relief has been administered by
Children’s Care Committees formed on the plan, laid
down in the Provision of Meals Act, for the constitu-
tion of School Canteen Committees. So that in London
the last winter has given us an experience of what the
actual administration of the Act would be like, for the
only change that would be experienced by the Act’s
adoption would be the use of a subvention from the
rates in aid of the charitable funds. And this ex-
perience is enough to condemn that inadequate measure
without further ado. Administered in a Socialist, spirit
the Act might be accepted as a paltry instalment of
‘“ goodwill ”’ in practice. Administered as it has been
in London the last winter, and as it is likely to be in the
winter to come, it is a dismal farce.

The cardinal defect of the Act is that it does not
enable any definition of a necessitous child to be uni-
versally adopted. Every Children’s Care Committee
has picked out its children for feeding entirely according
to moral and social measures of its own. And in nearly
every case the ‘‘ necessity '’ considered has been the
parents’ necessity and not the children’s.

If the Act is to be of any value when adopted it must
be clearly laid down that any child which is not so fed
as to be able to maintain good health and profit from
school instruction shall be fed so as to maintain good
health and be able to profit. That is to say the child must

be fed if it requires it, and its parents’ moral condition
or social condition dealt with afterwards.

Another serious defect is that there exists no means
of seeing that the C.C.C.’s attend to their business.
The L.C.C has appointed inspectors to see whether the
children fed are necessitous, but none to see whether
the children not receiving free meals require feeding.
The L.C.C. has drafted a circular to be sent to the
parent of every child who is fed, in terms which involve
a thinly veiled threat of legal procedure to recover the
cost of meals, but no letter urging on parents the ne-
cessity of seeing to their children’s adequate feeding,
and inviting them to send their chiidren to free meals
if unable to provide sufficiently at home. The L.C.C.
has, in fact, done everything in its power to minimise
the apparent size of the evil, and nothing to attempt to
grapple seriously with the evil.

In any case, the administrative machinery is inade-
quate because it relies to such a large extent on the
more or less forced co-operation of the teachers. If the
teachers discharge their duties as members of the
C.C.C.’s well, they are bound to make unjustifiable
drafts on their own time and energy ; there are returns
to be made and records to be kept of course ; and if they
neglect these duties the Act cannot work. Apart from
this it must always be a very difficult task weeding out
the underfed from the fed, and a task which has the
effect of branding a section of the children of every
school as of a different social class from the others. It
is a task the results of which are not worth the energy
expended on it, and which may lay those who under-
take it open to impudent and unblushing imposition.

There can be no solution of this question apart from
the feeding of all children. Let all pay for the feeding
of all through the medium of the rates, instead of each
for the feeding of each through the weekiy budget.
We shall then be sure that necessitous children are fed,
and without the stigma of ‘‘ charity.”” The cost to the
ratepayers will be less than that of the partial scheme,
so far as the necessitous are concerned, because feeding
on a big scale is more economical, and an actual
economy will be effected in each ratepayer’s private ex-
penditure, because social meals are cheaper than private
meals.

The health of all children too will immensely henefit,
because a social school meal can be made certainly a
good and proper meal, and the very extensive evil of
““improper >’ feeding eliminated. Lastly, the morals,
manners, and habits of all school children will be im-
proved, a properly organised social meal being a func-
tion of very great educational value.
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Lord Macaul'ay’s Curse.

I have no knowledge of either Sanscrit or Arabic. . . . 1
am quite ready to take the Oriental learning at the valuation
of the Orientalists themselves. I have never found one among
them who could deny that a single shelf of a good European
library was worth the whole native literature of India and
Arabia. . . . It is, I believe, no exaggeration to say that
all the historical information which has been collected from
the books written in the Sanscrit language is less valuable
than what may be found in the most paltry abridgments used
at preparatory schools in England. 1n every branch of physi-
cal or moral philosophy the relative positions of the two
nations is nearly the same. . . . . Our language stands pre-
eminent even among the languages of the West. . . ..
Whether we look at the intrinsic value of our language or at
the particular situation of this country, we shall see the
strongest reason to think that, of all foreign tongues, the
English tongue is that which would be the most useful to our

native subjects.

Lord Macaulay, who read everything and understood
nothing, so that he remained to the end one of the
cleverest fools our country ever bred, never penned any-
thing that exhibited his self-complacent ignorance more
disastrously than his Minute on Indian Education, of
which we have just culled an extract. Be it remem-
bered that it was written in February 1833, just a few
months after Macaulay’s landing in India. The Minute
should be read in full by those who do not yet under-
stand why Englishmen are everywhere despised and dis-
liked by the inhabitants of every country where they
govern—disliked even by the inhabitants of their own
country. An Englishman’s intentions are always so
damnably good that we may not repine at the fat
salaries he feels called upon to take, from a sense of
economic justice, to compensate him for the strain upon
his heart, the moral wear and tear, involved in looking
after other races. ‘To benefit the people is the in-
spiring thought of every British administrator in India.”
‘It is our appointed task in the development of man-
kind to preserve peace where we had found anarchy, to
enforce the eternal principles of justice, to help forward
the primitive races who are still far behind, and to
quicken into new life those highly cultured people who
for long centuries have been numbed in sleep.” (¥Your
appointed task, you costume-makers at 1s. 3d. a gar-
ment ; you sweated Bible folders, at 1d. per 100.) We
weep every time we read these noble sentiments from
Sir Francis Younghusband’s recent essay—until we
look up the cost—to India—and then we cry.

Sometimes, in the still silence of the night, when the
very houses are asleep, so that none may penetrate our
balf-formed thoughts, a faint suspicion, which we never
allow to take form, haunts us that Englishmen are con-
stitutionally unable to realise the spiritual life of any
other people. We recognise some valiant exceptions,
Englishmen like Sir Richard Burton, Lawrence Oliph-
ant, Rudyard Kipling (in “ Kim ”’), Mr. W. S. Blunt,
Mr. Dudley Kidd, and Mr. Fielding Hall in his gallant
attempt.  Anyway, though Lord ‘‘ Broadbent’’
Macaulay is now not only dead but——('‘ there must be
hell ”*), there lingers the education system in India
that he bade the British Government inaugurate.

When Macaulay arrived in India the Committee of
Public Instruction, consisting of ten members, was
divided in opinion as to whether Oriental learning
should be encouraged, or replaced by Western Science
taught in English. Macaulay, the son of Zachariah of
the Clapham set, Macaulay the bachelor, Macaulay who
sneered at German metaphysic, who was as ignorant of
Hindu thought as he was of the Hindus, with no know-
ledge and no sympathy for any philosophy that didn’t
help one to get on, Macaulay sided with the English side
of the Committee,

Ever since, Education in India has been conducted on
the lines that what is good for English squires and

English lawyers must be excellent for a people from
whose soil sprung a philosophy which above all philoso-
phies has sought to realise the core of that universal
idea, which alone has reached a conception of the soul ;
dimly it may be to some, yet assuredly more divinely
and more humanly than any philosophy in which man
has hitherto uttered his need for some satisfaction of
that torturing sense of mystery which haunts him as
he journeys through this tragic world, with vaguest
apperceptions of a remote past, to a future beset with
uncertain adventures. What has our Western Science
to tell a people whose teachers can at will soar to those
states of ecstasy where that augmented consciousness
is attuned to the infinite?

An interesting article on Indian Music in the March
number of the *‘ Hindustan,”’ points the moral for one
branch of education which is, we are convinced, of quite
general application. The writer complains that Indian
music has decayed, disappearing ‘‘like the other ex-
pressions of Indian culture before the material ideals of
Western civilisation.”” Europeans frankly regard it as
noise! ‘‘ It is only one illustration of the unfitness of
Englishmen to control Indian education ; they are un-
fitted alike by lack of knowledge and by lack of sym-
pathy.””  Very cleverly Dr. Coomaraswamy points out
that the right place for teachers of English literature
and Western Science is, as in Japan, under the control
of Home, or as we should say, Native Educationalists.

India is not a Country but a Continent, not inhabited
by a People but by a Population ; they alone can direct
its destinies who inherit its traditions. Indians alone
will lift India out of the Indian chaos into which we
have plunged that unhappy land by our eagerness to
uproot its past and to graft our sordid materialism upon
its present—instance our replacement of the native in-
dustries by the iniquities of the Bengal factories.

In the House of Commons Debate last week (April
28th), on Education in India, initiated by Mr. Laidlaw,
there was scarce an illuminating remark. Controversy
settled upon how much or how little should be spent
upon education ; the mover considering the present
three millions inadequate, and the Government replying
that it could not afford any more, but “the work of
education in India had progressed, and was steadily
being pushed forward.” The world was all right—
especially for members of H.M. Government. Little
was said as to what method of education should be
adopted, and who should be appointed to inaugurate a
new system. For our part, until the Government will
leave the question to Indian educationalists to settle for
themselves we shall be little interested in how much is
spent upon a radically vicious system. Mr. Keir Hardie
believed that by better technical education in the village
industries and in agriculture great advantages would
follow. We quite agree; but—as none knows better
than he—under the British régime it would not follow
that the advantages would be reaped by the worker and
the ryot.

Mr. Rees contributed one good suggestion : ‘‘ that we
should go back to the vernacular languages’’ ; he, of
course, counterbalanced this by some nonsense. He
desired that part of the instruction should include ‘¢ in-
struction in the former state of the country and the
blessings conferred by British rule ” ; no doubt accord-
ing due prominence to the fact that Mr. J. D. Rees, after
25 years in the Indian Civil Service, and now M.P. for
Montgomery Burghs, still keeps his eye upon India. But
perhaps it was Mr. Rees’s desire to remind us of the
reputation English Judges have conferred upon the
Welsh. We need scarcely add the attendance was
scanty, that the motion was withdrawn, that everyone
went home feeling extra double virtuous and re-
sponsible, and that Indians must continue to rely
upon their own efforts with the help of the thoughtful
Socialists in this country to subvert British rule and
British ideas.

The upshot is that our Barbaric system of education
must be abandoned ; it is useless to the less advanced
races of India, it is an insult to the more advanced races,
who are as far above Europe in intellectual acumen as
they are in philosophy.
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Good Breeding or Eugenics.

“ We set good breeding as the corner-stone of our edifice.”
—ERNEST PONTIFEX, Essays.

NATURE has no laws, men invent them. The inven-
tions are sometimes happy, frequently horrible, usually
futile. All men are born with a certain outlook in life,

the outlook varies from one generation to the other.
Becoming conscious of their outlook, now a philosophy,
some delight in seeking happenings, more or less un-
important, which are more or less correlated with their
beliefs. These happenings men call facts, and a jumble
of many facts, “a résumé in mental shorthand,”
constitutes a law of nature, wisely called an iron law
because iron is ever in a state of flux.

* * *

Now it is true that though “facts” readily become
exhausted, void of life, they do tend to become stereo-
typed in words or phrases, which long after newer and
pleasanter facts have been invented, keep bobbing about
on the ocean of thought, derelicts dangerous to later
navigators. Just such a stereotyped or clap-trap word
hurtles us as we approach the subject of good breeding.
The word evolution hits you on the nose, and is not to
be avoided by any sleight of brain. The word evolution
is now a foundling hospital where we imprison, without
further ado, all ideas of doubtful parentage. ‘‘ The
doctrine by which the higher forms of life have
gradually arisen out of the lower,”’ says my dictionary ;
“progress involving differentiation” is a recent biolo-
gist’s definition. It is not mere hypercriticism that ob-
jects to the use of the words ‘* higher,”” *‘ progress ’’ in
these definitions ; the use of these words invariably
leads to the introduction of ethical considerations in
what should be mere portrayals of the writer’s inven-
tions—his facts.

* * *

This is prejudicial. Thus an able mathematician
complains that ‘‘ we have provided unlimited medical
comforts and housing for the physically unfit, and for
the rogue ; he is anxious to send criminals to ‘“‘a
subtropical climate.”” In turn, the ‘‘ Daily Express”’
would send the same able mathematician to an even
warmer zone because he once expressed views on the
sex-question, which offended the dignified tone of that
journal. Who shall decide what is ‘‘higher’’ or
“lower,” ‘“‘rogue,” or “criminal”? So much de-
pends upon the point of view ; the standard of decency
common to some newspaper proprietors is counted for
roguery among plain men. Let us be content to regard
evolution as the doctrine of changes.

* * *

Mr. Galton, like most pioneers, saw further than
most of his followers. In 1901, in his lecture to the
Anthropological Institute, he contended that it was more
important to increase the productivity of the best
stock. He said, ¢ This is far more important than
repressing the productivity of the worse.”” These
wise words have not been followed in many of the
practical proposals that have been made. The average
Englishman is so fond of coercion that hitherto the
suggestions have run in the direction of preventing
‘“ criminals,”” *“ insane,’’ ‘‘ tuberculars,’’ and so on from
bieceding. Here we must be very chary ; personally, I
hold that current views as to what is criminal, insane,
and so on, are absurd. We must for the present reso-
lutely set ourselves against repression.  Encourage-
ment, however, is quite a different matter, for here
there is no compulsion, no interference with the indi-
vidual’s freedom of action.

* * *

So that good breeding may make a real advance we
badly want a platform for the expression of un-
popular views, where they may be phrased by per-
sons who, like myself, are dull and not a little tedious.
A witty speaker can say anything anywhere as we
know to our cost ; one doesn’t want to found a Society
of Dull Speakers, but T should like a place where one
could get a hearing without the constraint of attempt-
ing to be brilliant. Once upon a time, the story goes,
the Fabian Socety did not contemn views because

they were new or the speakers nobodies. Nowadays,
however, it exists to set a seal upon popular achieve-
ment ; the sole creed of the members is to place popu-
lar politicians on the executive and to support a Liberal
Government until God in His wisdom sends us a Con-
servative one, to which they may in turn swear
allegiance. Some one may suggest that the Socio-
logical Society exactly fills the bill. Well, I have ad-
mitted that I have no ambition to found a Society for
Dull Speakers. The ‘‘ Eugenics Education Society
should have had a possible sphere of usefulness, al-
though the title is not a little scarifying.
* * *

The first meeting convinced me that the Society will
be a success in this country. The prevalent Protestant
attitude was adopted from the outset—even in the title
and the sub-title—‘‘ For Mental, Moral, and Physical
Improvement of the Race.” The Nonconformist atti-
tude assumes that all other men are born in a state of
sin, and we must endeavour to lift them out of it.
Their morals are not our morals, hence theirs are
wrong. As the Society puts it in its programme,
“ Eugenics aims at working out the beast.’” ‘It is
to work through marriage, an institution of vast
antiquity, and supremely valuable in its services to
childhood-—with which is all human destiny.”

* * *

The circular of the Research Defence Society has
been sent in for comment as connected with the
question of good breeding. The Society has been
formed ‘““to make known the facts as to experiments on
animals in this country ; the immense importance to
the welfare of mankind of such experiments ; and the
great saving of human life and health directly attribu-
table to them.” I suppose this Society, whose president
is Lord Cromer, may be also regarded as existing for
the purpose of literally “working out the beast,”

perhaps with the desire of working it into
man. I hope that as a physician 1 have
a proper regard for health and human life;

most excellent and desirable things. But do not let
us be ever in a state of blue funk about our health. If
it is only to be preserved at the expense of experiments
on dogs and cats, horses, guinea pigs, and rabbits, let
us have the courage to face ill-health and death, if need
be. What one cannot stand is the sickly, slobbering,
sentimental cant of the Bishops, Deans, and physiolo-
gists who set their names to the circular. It says “the
small amount of pain or discomfort inflicted is insigni-
ficant compared with the great gain to knowledge and
the direct advantage of humanity.” How do they
know? What is their standard of measurement? How
do they weigh the “insignificant pain or discomfort ”?
* * *

There is one lesson that evolution teaches us, and
that is the oneness of all things in the universe—the
relationship, more or less intimate, that exists even
between what are called inorganic and organic
things. I wish space and the interest of my readers
allowed me to give here a résumé of O. Lehmann’s re-
searches upon what he calls “apparently living cry-
stals.” Crystals are seen growing by absorbing their
food, they are motile, divide, conjugate, are living in
every sense of the word. To-day T mention this
lest many readers desire to accuse me of a want
of logic. Elsewhere I have had nothing but praise
for those who destroy mosquitos and their larve.
Here 1 complain of experiments on guinea pigs. Now,
logic should compel me to forego wounding inorganic
things as well as compel me to spare mosquitos, since
I claim that inorganic things like crystals are sentient.
But no more than any other man shall 1 be guided by
logic. The silliest definition ever given of man is that
he is a rational being. We aim at a certain measure of
rational consequential thought, but conduct is and
should at present be unswayed by reason, and be
directed entirely by feeling—intuition. So that if any-
one does not feel there can be a difference between our
treatment of mosquitos and rabbits his intuitions differ
from mine and he is in the * ” of course!

wrong,
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Race-Culture and Socialism.
By Dr. C. W. Saleeby, F.R.S. Edin.

IT is surely a momentous omen that a Socialist review
should have lately devoted so many of its columns to
the question of eugenics or race-culture—which, as per-
haps the greatest of living Soclalist thinkers, Forel,
has declared, is indeed the root question of all ques-
tions. May I, in the first place, direct your readers’
attention to the newly-founded Eugenics Education
Society, which numbers amongst its vice-presidents
your two distinguished contributors, Mr. Eden Phill-
potts and |Mr. ‘Havelock Elligl? It is not necessary
to repeat in feebler terms their main propositions.
Merely I wish to point out that, if not a ““State Depart-
ment,” at least a society for the unborn already exists,
and as within the last two days this astonished
writer has had the opportunity of speaking of
its aims before those swayers of Parliaments,
the Archbishop of Canterbury, on the one hand,
and Dr. Clifford, on the other, it may almost be hoped
that those aims, from which the Churches cannot inde-
finitely hold aloof, will make State machinery for them-
selves before long.

Meanwhile this Society (the hon. secretary of which
will be happy to send its “literature” to your readers
if they will write to 6, York Buildings, Adelphi, Strand,
W.C.) is already acting upon public opinion. In
general, we may say that so far as what one may call
positive eugenics is concerned, education must be our
inchoate method ; but we do emphatically believe in
legislation with the utmost urgency in regard to cer-
tain aspects of what may be called megative eugenics.
And, first, a word as to eugenic education.

In some measure this is within the power of every-
one, and it is already a factor of personal duty for all
who are in charge of childhood. Suitable literature for
their use, at present non-existent in English—a few
simple and usually nervous tracts apart—will in
course be provided. We have to remedy the amazing
ignorance of parents themselves; we have to reckon
with the fact that not a few brides are wholly unac-
quainted with the barest elements of that which their
change of state will entail, both as regards themselves
and as regards the future; we have to reckon with
beautiful but dangerous notions—as that a girl may
reform an inebriate by marrying him—a notion futile
enough as regards the individual and liable to pro-
duce for the future seven devils for one ; we have to
state the price of prudery in this land ; we have to bury,
alive or otherwise, Mrs. Grundy—the only woman,
perhaps, to whom the word “hag” can decently be
applied ; and we have to demand the education of
cnildren as for the supreme function of parenthood—as
Spencer urged forty years ago, if that name may
be printed without injury to your columns. With
such tasks as these before it, the Eugenics Educa-
tion Society needs and demands the services of
all who realise that, human energy being finite,
it is best expended where it will bring largest
returns, and that no object conceivable can compare in
this regard with the practicable object of race-culture.
There were lately quoted in these pages some remarks
of mine on “Maternalism.” We must slay Mrs. Grundy
and we must put our own houses in order if the mater-
nalist ideal is to be realised. Should the reader ask
what that is, he may be referred to the great words of
Mr. John Burns when addressing the Infant Mortality
Conference two years ago, “ You must glorify, dignify,
and purify motherhood by every means in your power.”

On the more obviously scientific side the propagation
of the known truths of heredity—a great fact with
which, if one may be allowed to say so, some forms of
Socialism seem scarcely to reckon—must be under-
taken. To this end one may commend Prof. ]. A.
Thomson’s new work, “Heredity ¥ (Murray), the first
treatise on the subject written in full recognition of
the eugenic ideal and the practical meaning of these
inquiries. .

But also our young Society demands immediate legis-
lative action in the interest of negative eugenics. In-
deed, by means of a resolution passed at our annual
general meeting, some twenty public addresses de-
livered by one of our members, and so forth, we shall
soon have effected something in regard to the present
scandalous treatment of chronic inebriate women by the
London County Council. We have obtained the public
inquiry demanded, and official recognition of the fact
that the need is urgent. There are some fifty chronic
inebriate women in Holloway at this moment under-
going absolutely useless short terms of imprisonment
because, over a quarrel concerning 6d. per day per
woman, the London County Council declines to put the
Inebriates Acts into force, and deprives even intelligent
magistrates of the power of committing these pitiable
and dangerous women to a reformatory. We revert,
in short, to the Jane Cakebread method, despite the
passing of the legislation which the life history of that
cruelly maltreated lunatic brought about ; and further,
we provide the conditions whereby the hopeless inebriate
shall become a mother (to the extent of between five
and six children per woman on the average) of chil-
dren germinally defective and, to boot, doubtless in-
toxicated many times before their birth. I have heard
of no outrage in modern times, African or other, com-
parable to this ; but at least the London County Coun-
cil is pertorming one service for biological philosophy.
We know that there may be an antagonism between the
interests of the race and the interests of the individual,
as both Darwin and Huxley observed, though it was
left to Mr. Galton to resolve the antinomy. You
save feeble-minded children, and thus get a feeble-
minded race ; or with Lycurgus, you expose the unfit
and are cruel to be kind. This dilemma, however, kind
to be cruel or cruel to be kind, does not exhaust the
possibilities. In its present course the London pounty
Council is proving that it is possible to combine the
maximum of brutality to the individual and the present
with the maximum of injury to the race and the future.

The Eugenics Education Society having, at the Iea§t,
hastened the appointment of the Home Office Commit-
tee, is now preparing its evidence, and also legislative
proposals which will combine the maximum of kix}d-
ness, and even of personal hope, for the individual with
protection of the future. We ask your readers’ help.

And now will you permit me, as one who belongs to
no party, but who will be happy, if it will have him', to
join the thinking party, when there is one—to consider
in outline the relations of eugenics to the teaching of
the present party which most nearly answers to that
ideal? To some of us, perhaps, Socialism seems
furthest from that ideal, when, as we think, it assumes
that all evil is of economic origin. The student of
heredity finds elements of evil abundant in poisoned
germ-plasm and not absent from the best. Surely,
surely, the products of progress are not mechanisms
but men ; and surely no economic system as such can
be the only mechanism worth naming—which would be
one that made men. The germ-plasm is such a
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mechanism, indeed; and hence its quality is all im-
portant.
oone v is
ocialism, soone rty, is
going to identify itself with the economic principle of
Ruskin that “there is no wealth but life ” ; and if in
its discussion of the conditions of industry it will con-
cern itself primarily with the culture of the racial life,
which is the vital industry of any people (and basis
enough for a New Imperialism, or at least a
New Patriotism, that might be quite decent);
if so, then it seems to me that we must look to
you for salvation. But books which describe future
externals, books which assume that education is a
panacea, forgetting that education can educate only
what heredity gives, turn us away again when we are
almost persuaded. The economic panacea must fail (at

least as a nanacea) * the educational nanacea must fail @
uuuuu as a panacea; ; ine caucalionac panacéa must iall,

the eugenic panacea may not fail.

But it has happened to me lately to make
very complete and detailed acquaintance with
a book written by a Socialist that may be

commended universally as a great work pregnant
with hope and guidance and wisdom. One already
knew Professor Forel, of Zurich, as a student of ants—
who persuaded him into Socialism—as the author of
“The Hygiene of Nerves and Mind,” and as one of the
great enemies of alcohol, of the existence of which
some Socialists appear to me to be as unaware as if
they had just come from Utopia. But in his latest
work, “Die Sexuel Frage” (which can be read in
French under the title “La Quecstion Sexuelle ), Pro-
fessor Forel has built himself an enduring monument.
Here are Socialism, Idealism, science, vast experience,
alike of ant-heaps and asylums, combined with literary
power, in the production of a book which not merely
has no rival in English, but the bare possibility of
which no English book extant could have suggested.
Were there an English Forel, I think I should be in the
Fabian nursery now. At this moment I am trying to
get his work translated, but they say that the at-
tempt has already been made, and that our publishers
are frightened. Yet by all accounts they print certain
novels.

Here is an alienist who is nevertheless an optimist
and an idealist. He concludes by picturing a Utopia—
a Socialist Utopia ; but two points distinguish it from
the kind of thing which I confess myself incapable of
learning from. In the first place, Forel has scarcely a
word to say about social machinery, nothing about
clothes and coinage and confetti. In describing his
Utopia, he simply depicts a certain kind of human
nzture ; one almost fancies him to suppose that, given
the right men and women, perhaps you need go no
further for your Utopia! And one recalls an eighteenth
century line about forms of government and the kind of
people who argue thereof. I am sure I have put this
delicately.

And then the second thing which strikes one in

Forel is that his six pages descriptive of his
Utopian ideas follow upon nearly six hundred
in which he shows us how they may be
realised. Now, this spade work may, or may not,

require less imagination ; it may be less easy ; the rock
is often very hard ; but is not this better than building
a castle in the air? Forel founds his Utopia on fact,
and he gives us the lines of its erection. He takes this
central question of sex and reproduction, which will e-
main central so long as the only wealth of nations is
reduced to dust three times in every century, and he
tells us at the outset that “toute tentative faite pour
résoudre la question sexuelle devra donc &tre dirigée
vers I’avenir et vers le bonheur de nos descendants.”
He never loses sight of this ideal from cover to cover.
He is a man of science, and he knows that you can
never polish pewter into silver. He knows, further,
that even if you could, by ideal education of anything
offered you, make ideal individuals, your task would
be Sisyphean, since ‘“acquired characters are not trans-
missible.” Selection is therefore fundamental—as Dar-
win indeed showed half a century ago almost to a day.
Though Ruskin himself has no higher idealism, Forel

does not talk puritanic folly about neo-Malthusianism,
but rightly deplores the “Malthusian ” demand for the
limitation of a// families ; whereas, of course, we can
only wish that some couples could produce thousands
of children. That is merely an instance ; but no space
at my disposal would enable me to give the grounds
for my belief that for the present and the future this is
one of the most valuable books that anyone can read.
The significant points are to find an alienist who is
also a Socialist and a eugenist from first to last. Here,
as it seems to me, Socialism is grappling with the real
economics, which is witel ; and the anti-Socialist bias
from which some of us may have suffercd is annulled
when, for instance, in the study of prostitution, an
author, though he puts the socialisation of capital as
the first of his remedies, yet stands up to alcohol, and

to the facts of
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and of disease, and of preventive measures which
it is decent to use, which it is decent not to use—
though this may mean bringing human rottenness into
existence—but which it is indecent to mention.

However, let your readers read for themselves.
Meanwhile I thank you for your courtesy in presenting
your columns to one who is really the friendliest of
your enemies, though he has jumped at the chance of
giving you a dig or two, and especially in letting him
commend to your readers’ notice the young Society
which has no party and no creed except that there is
no wealth but life, and that no minting will make copper
into gold. -

nnnnnnnnnnnnnn

The Instinct of Ownership.
A Reply to Hilaire Belloc.
By Hubert Bland.

WHEN I read the first paragraph of Mr. Belloc’s article,
“The Three Tssues,” my heart leaped. Now at last, I
felt, Mr. Belloc is about to discover for us the secret
which he has so long and so cleverly kept hidden ;
now at last we are to be told what we are to do to be
saved ; what first steps we must take to bring about
the only tolerable alternative to the Collective State—
that other State so often dimly hinted at in which pro-
perty shall be widely distributed, and established on
perdurable foundations.

I confess that my eye had not travelled far down the
third paragraph before 1 began to experience twinges
of doubt and dismay. I was not likely, it seemed to
me, to gain any illumination worth mentioning on any
subject of importance from a gentleman who knew his
world so little as to assert that everyone in it but “the
half-witted, the base, and the superhumanly ignorant ”
were determined that our modern industrial system
should be transformed. Of course, the assertion may
be true enough if what Mr. Belloc means is that ninety-
nine hundredths of the members of the House of Lords,
four-fifths of the members of the House of Commons,
and about the same proportion of the well-to-do classes
all over the kingdom are half-witted, base, and super-
humanly ignorant. But if he means that, then that is
so obvious and so gross an exaggeration that we may
say of it what Mr. Belloc himself says, later on, of the
Hegelian philosophy, that it is ‘‘ muddleheadedness,
and not worth a moment’s consideration.”

A gentleman who has used his eyes, his ears, and
his intelligence to such little purpose as not to know
that the great part of the comfortably-off are deter-
mined that our modern industrial system shall not be
transformed or even altered in any material respect if
they can help it must be rather a hopeless and futile
sort of gentleman, I felt.

Further reading of the article confirmed my dismal
forebodings. Mr. Belloc goes on to declare that “men
desixe to own.” A quite irrefutable truth that; the
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truth, in fact, upon which the case for Socialism is
based ; because under no other system than a Collec-
tivist system is it possible for the great majority of
men to own anything worth owning. The gravamen of
the charge which the Socialist brings against the pre-
sent industrial system is that it denies private property
to the many in the interests of the few. You cannot
own anything worth owning on a wage of 20s. a week.
You cannot, if you have a wife and children, own much
worth owning on a wage of 40s. a week ; and to the
great majority of men 40s. a week is an income bheyond
dreams of attainment. Before the great majority of
men can obtain 4o0s. a week, or anything like 40s. a
week, they will have to establish Collectivism in most
of the means of production.

A Man desires to own. Yes, that’s just it, but, as
“sundry professors” most properly ask, “after all,
whal does a man desire to own?” Mr. Belloc, in his
third column, says—a part of the means of production.
But if he will interrogate his own consciousness and,
following the advice of Mr. Chesterton to Mr. Shaw,
ask his fellow-men “‘in great numbers and in diverse
circumstances ”’ what it is they desire to own, and try
his hardest really to understand the answer, try to get
at the hottom of it, he will find that it is not the means
of production he and they desire to own, but the pro-
duct, the finished article. 1, for example, intensely
desire to own my pipe, but I have not the faintest wish
to own the machinery, whatever it was, by which my
pipe was made. 1T remember once hearing Mr. Belloc
express the greatest fondness for what he called his
“jolly old furniture,” and the greatest solicitude as to
what would would happen to it if the Fabian Society
had its will, but never a word did he say of any desire
to own the tools, the lathes, the chisels, etc., by which
that furniture was carved and put together. In point
of fact, Mr. Belloc knows that he does not desire to
own these things ; the possession of them would bore
him,

What a man does desire to own are things upon
which he can impress his personality, things which ex-
press and externalise and extend his personality, his
tastes, his preferences, his predilections, his prejudices
even. It is well that he should desire these. It is
necessary, necessary to his freedom, to the develop-
ment of his personality, that he should possess them.
We Socialists are determined that sooner or later he
shall possess them. It is to that end mainly that we
are Socialists. But these things are not the means of
production. The means of production are engines,
mackines, furnaces, boilers, things with wheels and
cogs and gearing. And you cannot impress your per-
sonality upon a gas engine. You cannot express
or externalise or extend your personality in the
shape of A£1,000 of London and North-Western
stock. Your taste in no way shows itself in a
bank share. It is true you can spend the railway or
bank ~dividend in indulging your preference for some
work of art or some object of utility, but, then, so you
could do that had you earned the amount of the divi-
dend like an honest man. In a Collectivist system men
will earn their money honestly and then spend it in the
indiilgence of their preferences.

Under a Collectivist State Mr. Belloc asserts, ‘‘ the
supply of clothing, of drink, of food . . . and very
nearly every action of human life will be . . . at the
bidding of a master.” This proposition, he adds, he
has heard denied, but never argued. Naturally ; why
on earth should we do more than deny a proposition
that is merely asserted, in support of which not one
word of argument is forthcoming? When Mr. Belloc
can bring himself to argue with Collectivists, Collec-
tivists will argue with him. But about drink, now?
Already a good deal of drink is, in many places, under
collective control. I suppose there is more water drunk
than any other liquid. In many cities and towns the
water supply is in the hands of the municipality. The
result on the whole is that the citizens drink pure water.
The supply of Leer is in private hands ; the result, on
the whole, is that the citizens drink doctored heer.
Supposing the supply of beer were in the same hands

as the supply of water and, in consequence, the beer
were pure, would the citizens feel that they were
drinking it ‘‘ at the bidding of a master *’? When they
turn on their bath taps in the morning now, do they,
in point of fact, feel that they are bathing “at the bid-
ding of a master?” Moreover, are they in point of
fact bathing ‘‘ at the bidding of a master ’? Is it not
rather silly to suggest that they are?

Now, as to this State that Mr. Belloc says he desires,
but which neither he nor any of his party will stir hand
or foot to bring about, even to begin to bring about !
All we can gather of it from the last few paragraphs
of the article is, that it will give men *‘ the life their
fathers had.” But which life and which fathers, speci-
fically? To which centuries exactly does Mr. Belloc
wish to return? Cards on the table, Mr. Belloc, I
implore you ; let us have no more aces up the sleeve !
And if your fathers found that kind of life so agree-
able, how came they to part with it? And if their sons
get it again, what guarantee have we that they will not
once more let it go? If property *‘thus subdivided ”’
produced of itself “so free, active, and direct an
opinion " as to correct competition, how came it that
competition (uncorrected) gobbled up property “thus
subdivided” ?  If ‘“custom commonly enforced by a
religious tinge forbids the growth of a poison,” how
came it that the poison grew and corroded and de-
stroyed the state in which our fathers were so happy
and so good? Does Mr. Belloc seriously desire to put
back the clock? Does he seriously believe that his
party, the Liberal Party, will help him to do it? Will
he, ere too late, before the next General Election, intro-
duce some small Bill into the House of Commons the
effect of which will be to put back the clock even half a
second or so? If he will neither say nor do anything
that will tend to construct the State he says he desires,
then in the name of common decency had he not bhetter
hold his peace?

Finally, I do wish that Mr. Belloc would cease to
sneer at Hegel as he does, perhaps ignorantly—let us
hope ignorantly—when he sniffs at such phrases as
“merge into a higher unity.” Hegel was a very great
man ; one of the very greatest men who ever lived.
Mr. Belloc is a small man, “clever, but slight,” and
when I catch him writing uppishly of Hegel I have the
same sort of feeling that I should have if I caught a
foolish little boy shooting peas at the sun.

From Morning to Dawn.

I love you in the morning ; clear your eyes
Unclouded, free as the impassive skies ;

So cold you are, so delicate and bright,

I half forget the promise of the night.

I love you, my beloved, through the day,

Your eyes of sapphire change from grave to gay ;
Careless you are, untroubled by a thought

You set my great and passionate love at naught.

1 love you in the twilight ; shadows fill

Your serious eyes, they are so deep and still ;
Ah, much I love you then, because I know
Your love for me has just begun to grow.

And oh, dear love, I love you in the night,
Your eyes are tender stars of liquid light ;
As tossed on passion’s sea I lie afloat

I feel your soft sweet kisses on my throat.

But most of all I love you in the dawn,

In that cold light that heralds in the morn ;

I hang above you, sometimes touch your hair,
And find you loved and lovely everywhere.

Serene you sleep, you are so .tired of love,
Unconscious of the one who leans ahove ;
Your dear abandoned body near me lies,
And T have but the memory of your eyes.
) ‘ R' B'
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The Second English Revolution.

By Holbrook Jackson.
II.

I sHaLL pever forget the moment we marched through
Trafalgar Square into Whitehall, our long grey ranks
lit up every few yards with flaming banners, and the
whole length of the procession lapped in waves of
song. The tall, hatless figure of Enderby walked a few
paces. in front with the flag of the future Common-
wealth, and, as the sun, glinting through a cloud-
break, caught his fair hair, which slightly moved in
the breeze, he looked as though he wore a nimbus of
yellow flame, and I found myself as I looked at him,
murmuring mentally the lines of the poet Yeats :—

The host is rushing ’twixt night and day,

And where is there hope or deed as fair?

Caolte tossing his burning hair,

And Niamh calling, Away, come away.

The passing of the statue of King Charles I. was the

signal for each contingent to sing [Edward Carpenter’sl

“England Arise,” and by the time the whole of the
procession had swung into Whitehall there were a
hundred thousand voices singing the plaintive air of
the old song which was so sacred to English revolu-
tionaries. But very few could have imagined the splen-
dour and fierceness given to it by the vast choir in
Whitehall. I had heard the song on every possible
occasion, and although I had always loved it, I had
never properly appreciated it until that day. I had
heard it sung at political victories and defeats; it
nerved the strikers under fire of the Government troops
at Blackburn and at Liverpool ; it had done service in
many Hyde Park and Trafalgar Square demonstra-
tions and at political and social gatherings all over the
kingdom ; the poor of Manchester sang it-savagely as
they crept out of their hovels in 1912 ; it was sung by
a body of Socialists in Westminster Abbey, to the great
consternation of the Dean and the literary gentlemen
who had gathered for the unveiling of the bust of
William Morris in Poet’s Corner ; and we had shouted
it rather boisterously when we “chaired ” Enderby on
the night of his return to Parliament for South Leeds.
And now Enderby himself sang it with prophetic fer-
vour as he led the patriots into Whitehall, raising his
banner aloft as a sign. The sun-rays slanting from
the spires of Westminster touched the Flag with sym-
bolic light. The procession was no longer eight deep ;
it filled the whole thoroughfare with an eager torrent
of men and women chanting passionately the words of
the song, words which swelled with increasing volume
until the last verse, when by what seemed a super-
human effort, the mighty crescendo burst with re-
doubled passion upon those final, simple, yet magical
words :—

Forth, then, ye heroes, patriots and lovers!

Comrades of danger, poverty, and scorn.
Mighty in faith of Freedom, your great Mother!
Giants refreshed in Joy’s new-rising morn!
Come and swell the song,
Silent now so long:

England is risen !—and the day is here.

The great sound went up to heaven. It throbbed
through -the towering Government offices and stilled
the smile on the lips of the clerkly noodles who watched
the procession from the windows ; it echoed round the
Horse Guards Parade and filled the trees in the Royal
Parks with fateful melody; it was thrown from club to
club in Pall Mall, and comfortable gentlemen in the
Carlton and the Athenzum stopped in their luxurious
idleness to listen ; it could be heard along the Strand,
but the ’busmen made no jokes ; its distant notes held
up for a moment the pleasure seekers of Piccadilly and
Regent Street ; bargees leaning on rudder shafts heard
it and looked over the Thames towards Westminster ;
the visitors at the Cecil and the Savoy were filled with
alarm, whilst those at the new Royal St. James’s
Hotel at the corner of Parliament Street and Bridge
Street crowded the windows, little imagining they were
present at the making of history. ‘““England Arise”

at that moment was transfigured; it became a new
song ; it became the “Ca ira” of the second English
Revolution,

The filling of Whitehall with humanity took some
time, yet it seemed instantaneous. When I looked
back towards Trafalgar Square the whole thorough-
fare was one dense mass of people. The number of
the processionists was augmented by thousands of
others. who were more or less sympathetic. Besides
these came those innumerable sightseers which any
event in London, from the breakdown of a motor-car
to the funeral of a monarch, can bring together. The
combined ranks of procession and public were gradu-
ally closing up until there was scarce room to move.
The great crowd overflowed into all the adjoining streets
and byways. Downing Street, however, was shut off
by a wall of mounted police. Men and women clung
to the railings of Whitehall Gardens and the Horse
Guards enclosure ; all points of vantage were occupied,
every window had its bunch of faces, and the roof-tops
of many buildings had a black fringe of peering
humanity. Some adventurous youths had managed to
climb the pedestal of the Duke of Cambridge statue,
three of whom, by an ingenious contrivance with a
piece of rope, had perched themselves beside the Royal
IField-Marshal on the back of the bronze horse.

The crowd in Parliament Square was just as dense.
It stretched from Parliament Street on the one hand
to Victoria Street and the Abbey on the other,
whilst a number of aerosports had flown over to watch
the spectacle from above. Sometimes they came so
near that the buzzing of the propellers and the sibila-
tion of the aeroplanes made a strange accompaniment
to the rumbling earth-tones of humanity. The man-
ceuvres of these beautiful craft of the air provided some
amusement for the waiting crowd, and the vast con-
course of spectators seemed to affect the conceit of
some of the aeronauts to such an extent as to impel
them to perilous exploits. An instance of this resulted
in the nasty air-skid which nearly brought a pretty red
dirigible to grief, as its owner tried the absurd feat of
doubling on his track round Big Ben Tower. Another
point of interest was the rumour that the heir to the
throne was the second figure on the deck of Lord
Hayne’s blue aeroplane.

There was a clear road-space all round the House
itself, formed by a three-deep cordon of policemen,
stretching from Westminster Bridge, along the middle
of Bridge Street, across the road to the gardens in the
Square, and on to the eastern window of the Abbey.
This had the effect of completely isolating Old Palace
Yard. This police defence was a mistake on the part
of the authorities, but in the face of the enormous
crowd it was perhaps excusable. What, however, in-
censed us more was the sight of a squad of infantry
drawn up in the yard, and, in addition, the knowledge,
which was soon freely circulated, that a battalion of
Guards was held in readiness in the Horse Guards
Parade.  You must not overlook the fact that the dele-
gates were exercising an ancient privilege, and they
were quite unarmed.

It was three o’clock in the afternoon on the 15th Octo-
ber, 1920, that the procession halted before the Houses
of Parliament. Enderby and his hundred delegates,
with the scarlet cart and its historic burden, moved
towards the barricade of portly constables. Their pro-
gress was soon arrested by a police official on horse-
back, who explained that it was against the law for
more than ten persons to accompany the presentation
of a petition to a Minister or private member. In this
instance, however, owing to the national and repre-
sentative nature of the gathering, twenty delegates, in-
cluding the introducer, would be allowed to convey the
memorial to the Premier. Enderby calmly agreed to
these conditions, and the requisite number of delegates
were chosen. The diminished body then moved for-
wards, but only to be stopped once more. Then that
absurd police officer made the fatal but fortunate errcr
which acted as the fuse to the bomb of insurrection
which burst there and then, reverberating in every
town and village in Britain, aye, and echoing through-
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out the civilised world. He did it quite simply and
almost sweetly : he asked Enderby to leave the Flag
behind him!

Enderby’s reply was prompt. He turned his back on
the police officer, and, without uttering a word, sprang,
flag in hand, on to the cart. With one foot on the
sacred roll and the other on the side of the cart, he
stood erect beside the forbidden banner. ¢ Citizens,”
he cried, his deep voice resounding over the listening
faces, “to-day we have set apart for a great idea, an
idea which means nothing less than the creation of a
new joy in our dull lives, a brighter colour in the grey-
ness of our days—you all know that—that is why you
are here. We have hallowed that idea with the passion
of our earnestness and the unanimity of our determina-
tion, and we have set over it as an emblem this Flag.
Now, in the moment of our supplication before the
rulers of our land we are forbidden to carry with us
the emblem of our faith. I ask you, then, citizens,
whether it is your wish that I should strike our flag in
this way? Give me your yes or no?” Instantaneously
a thousand voics thundered “No!” and then as if by
magic all the vast crowd, few of whom could have
heard Enderby’s speech, recognised the purport of the
leader’s words. “The Flag,” they cried, ‘“the Flag,
the IFlag to the House!” Many good people have seen
folly in this wild act of Enderby’s. And they were
quite right, it was folly. The Flag might easily have
been left behind. But if it had been left behind, it
would not to-day be seen flying from the mast on Vic-
toria Tower. Such follies save the world.

“To the House!” called Enderby. “To the House!
To the House!” The crowd, which was no longer in
processional order, took up the cry. The words came
hot and sharp. It was a war-cry leaping from mouth
to mouth like a furious will-o’-the-wisp of sound. Some-
body started to sing, “Forth then, ye heroes, patriots,
and lovers!” and the song was taken up by thou-
sands. Enderby turned towards the drivers, and re-
maining on the cart holding the flag bravely aloft, he
gave the order to march. The dappled greys reared
and strained at their task with a will that seemed to be
informed and appreciative. The red cart and the hot
crowd surged forward. The cordon of police yielded to
the pressure, and was soon lost among the onrushing
citizens,

It is difficult, indeed impossible, to give a detailed
record of what followed. The sequence of events could
no longer be discerned in the ensuing confusion. The
constables “lost their heads,” and added to the confu-
sion by calling out, “Move along, please!” ‘Pass
along, there!” without rhyme or reason, like so many
automatons. But in spite of these bewildered Canutes,
the sea of humanity surged on. Later, the constables
used their truncheons with apparent enjoyment of the
relief ‘he exercise gave to their feelings. There were
many casualties : women fainted, men fell and were
crushed, limbs were broken, several people fell over the
wall into the area surrounding Westminster Hall, and
were either killed or severely injured. A peaceful pro-
cession had become a wild scramble, and in a little
while an attempt to present a memorial to a Minister of
State had become a demonstration of physical force.

Enderby could be seen above the heads of the crowd,
and his movements set a pace and gave direction to the
people. His aim seemed to be the public entrance to
the House in Old Palace Yard. Nobody, probably, with
the exception of the few delegates with the memorial,
knew exactly what he was going to do, beyond assert-
ing the new rights of humanity by his presence. But
by this time everybody was prepared for any contin-
gency. There were many people in the crowd who had
come down merely as spectators; they were now
swung along, willy-nilly, with the rest. On many faces
there was anxiety, and cries of fear and curses could
be distinguished from the now savage roar of the
crowd.

To the House! To the House! Oh, what an eternity
was in those last few yards between Bridge Street and
the public entrance ! The dreams of three generations of
humanists were concentrated into the enthusiasm of

those few moments. All the frenzy of every man who
had stood up for the cause of humanity possessed the
crowd. I remember shouting mad greetings to the
statue of Oliver Cromwell as we passed, and, pointing
to Enderby, hailed him as the Cromwell of the second
English Revolution. Many efforts were made to stop
the cart and to pull Enderby and his flag down. All
along this Jast few hundred yards the cart was the
centre of an intense struggle—a little war between the
police and the delegates. At length the door was
reached, but it was closed and held by a strong force
of police. Enderby sprang down and advanced on foot.
“The Prime Minister will not receive the deputation,
Mr. Enderby,” said the police sergeant. “Then,” said
Enderby, “we shall know the reason why”; and
raising his voice, he called aloud, “In the name of the
starving and the oppressed, in the name of all those
who toil, in the name of all true patriots and of
humanity, I command you, open the door of the
People’s Parliament ! ”

Needless to say, this demand was unheeded. An
altercation with the police followed, and then an abor-
tive attempt to arrest Enderby. But at this point I
could follow his progress no further. I'ree will in such
a crowd was out of the question. One’s environment
determined one’s movements. 1 was caught in an
eddy which landed me, without any effort on my part,
save that of keeping my equilibrium, beside the statue
of Ceeur de Lion, some paces to the right of the public
entrance. To this circumstance I probably owe my life,
because, when the firing started, the pedestal of the
statue behind which I was tightly wedged, acted as an
effective shield against the rifle fire which presently
came. [ need not disguise the fact, but, instinctively, I
felt glad of this—in fact, I may as well admit the turn
events had taken filled me with fear. On the one hand
I could seec Enderby struggling amidst a welter of
human beings and an angry roar of voices, and on the
other the squad of infantry forming into line.

(To be concluded.)
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Books and Persons.
(AN OCCASIONAL CAUSERIE))

THE great literary sensation of the moment is the
spangled success of Mr. W. Somerset Maugham in the
world of the theatre. With ‘‘ Lady Frederick,”” ‘‘ Jack
Straw,”” and “‘ Mrs. Dot,”” he has signed three of the
most notorious theatrical triumphs of the season. Even
the ‘ Daily Mail > has discovered him, and announced
‘“ Mrs. Dot ”’ (naturally the thinnest of the three plays)
to be a masterpiece, and has printed a special article
about him. I have had many long talks with Somerset
Maugham in the past, but not one since the production
of * Lady Frederick  ; and the opinion of these pieces
which would divert me more than any one’s is precisely
Somerset Maugham’s own. For the man is an artist,
and a cruel one ; and there can be no sort of doubt that
his candid view of the stage, expressed for choice late
at night in club or café, would be piquant. If ever a
writer was born without illusions, Somerset Maugham
is that writer. He has a taciturn demeanour, and a
cynic’s smile, and he usually tucks his tongue away in
his cheek. It is an absolute certainty that the artist
who wrote ‘‘ Liza of Lambeth *> and ‘‘ Mrs. Cradock,”’
and portions of ‘“ The Bishop’s Apron,”’ and his little
book on Spain, wrote those pretty patchwork tawdry
plays with the sole aim of profitably amusing himself at
the public cost. It is an absolute certainty that he
knows just what they are worth.
* * *

To achieve the pretty and the sentimental and the
smart cannot possibly be the ultimate desire of Somer-
set Maugham’s secret soul. Indeed, his leaning is in
quite another direction. The exceeding sinister should
be his speciality. I believe that the uncompromising
grimness of the close of his last novel, *“ The Explorer,”
led to a change of publishers before the book was
issued. It would not surprise me if, when he has ex-
tracted all he wants from his current victories over the
great dining public, he turned round suddenly, wrote
distinguished things exactly to please himself, and
politely informed the said public that it could either
take them or leave them, as it chose. It would pro-
bably take them. In their present mood, managers
would accept anything from him, even a realistic
masterpiece. It goes without saying that, armed with
the very plays which are now drawing perhaps twenty-
five thousand souls a week to the theatre, Somerset
Maugham besieged managerial doors for years in vain.
He is the final proof of the benighted fatuity of the
managerial crowd.

* * *

In the ** Edinburgh Review '’ there is a disquisition
on ““ Ugliness in Fiction.”” Probably the author of it
has read ‘‘ Liza of Lambeth,”” and said : Faugh! The
article, peculiarly inept, is one of those outpourings
which every generation of artists has to suffer with
what tranquillity it can. According to the Reviewer,
ugliness is specially rife ‘‘just now.”’ It is always
“just now.” It was ‘‘ just now ”’ when George Eliot
wrote ‘‘ Adam Bede,”” when George Moore wrote ‘‘ A
Mummer’s Wife,”” when Thomas Hardy wrote ‘‘ Jude
the Obscure.”” As sure as ever a novelist endeavours
to paint a complete picture of life in this honest, hypo-
critical country of bad restaurants and good women ; as
sure as ever he hints that all is not for the best in the
best of all possible islands, some witling is bound to
come forward and point out with wise finger that life is
not all black. I once resided near a young noodle of a
Methodist pastor who had the pious habit of reading
novels aloud to his father and mother. He began to
read one of mine to them, but half-way through decided
that something of Charlotte M. Yonge would be less
unsuitable for the parental ear. He then called and
lectured me. Among other aphorisms of his which I
have treasured up was this: ‘“ Life, my dear friend, is
like an April day—sunshine and shadow chasing each
other over the plain.”” That he is not dead is a great
tribute to my singular self-control. I suspect him to

be the Edinburgh Reviewer. At any rate, the article
moves on the plane of his plain.
* * *

The Reviewer has the strange effrontery to select Mr.
Joseph Conrad’s ‘‘ Secret Agent’ as an example of
modern ugliness in fiction: a novel that is simply
steeped in the finest beauty from end to end. I do not
suppose that the ‘‘Edinburgh Review’’ has any
moulding influence upon the evolution of the art of
fiction in this country. But such clotted nonsense may,
after all, do harm by confusing the minds of people who
really are anxious to encourage what is best, strongest,
and most sane. The Reviewer in this instance, for ex-
ample, classes, as serious, Thomas Hardy, Joseph
Conrad, and John Galsworthy, who are genuine
creative forces, with mere dignified unimportant senti-
mentalisers like Mr. W. H. Maxwell and Miss May
Sinclair.  While he was on the business of sifting the
serious from the unserious I wonder he didn’t include
the authors of *“ Three Weeks ** and ‘‘ The Heart of a
Child ”” among the serious! Perhaps because the latter
wrote ‘‘ Pigs in Clover,”” and the former was con-
demned by the booksellers! Nobody could have a
lower opinion of ‘‘ Three Weeks’’ than I have. But
I have never been able to understand why the poor little
feeble story was singled out as an awful example of
female licentiousness, and condemned by a hundred
newspapers that had not the courage to name it, The
thing was merely infantile and absurd. Moreover, I
violently object to booksellers sitting in judgment on
novels. Jacos Tonson.

BOOK OF THE WEEK.

Reasonable Religion.*

Dr. Horron’s disclaimer of agreement with Tertul-
lian’s famous dictum, credo quia impossibile and his ex-
pression of a desire to try the case for traditional beliefs
in the courts of pure reason, would lead us to expect
that so far as this volume is concerned, religion was to
be established upon a basis of knowledge such as would
appeal to the plain man of average education and
intelligence. We looked to find in these pages a fair
sample of the manner in which the I'ree Churches are
squaring their account with modern thought. A careful
perusal has, we confess, brought us only the most pro-
found disappointment.

Dr. Horton essays to deal with fifteen ‘ questions
which confront the modern mind in the search for re-
ligious truth,” and treats of much-vexed questions such
as ‘“Is religion necessary?” ‘“Is Christianity the best
religion? ” “The claims of Rome,” “ Unitarianism,” and
so forth. We have to complain that the book is disfigured
by inaccuracies, verbal and otherwise, by vague and
misleading statements ; still worse, that while admit-
ting the critical standpoint, it shows a woful disregard
of the laws of evidence. Dogmas apparently left for
dead on one page, rise to renewed life and vigour a few
pages further on at the bidding of some gust of emo-
tion, and the unreasoning hysterics of nineteenth cen-
tury Evangelicalism are repeated from the pulpit of
Lyndhurst Road Chapel in the mouth of an ex-Fellow
of an Oxford college.

As examples of statements needing correction or
qualification, we mav, before proceeding to more impor-
tant matters, mention the following : ‘‘ Pope Pius X. has
much more power in this country than in any country
which is nominally subject to his See” (p. 16). “We
know more, and know it more certainly, about Jesus
than about Ceesar »’ (p. 100). Why speak of the *‘ con-
temporary *’ records and documents which testify of
Jesus? (p. 1o1). What are we to think of the follow-
ing critical judgment? : ‘“ The marvel of the Bible is that
the legendary passages, like the story of Elijah and
Elisha, the book of Esther, or the prophets Daniel and
Jonah are admittedly the richest in spiritual value and
religious teaching ” (p. 123). We should also be glad

* « My Belief: Answers to Certain Religious Difficulties.”
By R. F. Horton, D.D.
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to hear something more of the “miraculous events in
the autograph works of the prophet Isaiah” (p. 141).
We fear likewise that a pupil at a secondary school
would get into trouble for the unsuccessful attempt at
a Greek quotation on page 182, for the Latin one on
page 234, and for saying that the letters IHS in
Catholic epitaphs stand for Jesus Hominum Salvator
(p. 248).

The chapter on “The Claims of Rome” is vitiated
by an obvious bias which appears again and again
throughout the book, and which is manifest in lan-
guage, reminiscent of old bigotries, such as this: “The
sordid superstitions, the degraded priesthood, and the
blind dogmatism which characterise modern Roman-
ism” (p. 61); “the disastrous effect of the priesthood
and the confessional on the women and the home ; the
scandals of the conventual system . . . the abomina-
tions of Rome and the immediate entourage of the
Holy Father ” (p. 80); the Roman Church is “attrac-
tive to sinful men who desire to continue in sin.” This
being Dr. Horton’s attitude to Catholicism, we are not
surprised to see that in the chapter mentioned there is
no just appreciation of the genius of Catholicism, no
fair statement of what the Roman claims are, still less
any competent or searching examination of them.

The chapter on Unitarianism is painfully weak and
unconvincing. Dr. Horton is well aware, as he states,
that the trend of modern liberal theology on the Con-
tinent and elsewhere as well is in the direction of Uni-
tarianism (by which we mean not a type of religious
organisation, but a certain mental attitude towards tra-
ditional Christianity) ; but he adopts a mediating posi-
tion between the traditionalists and the advanced theolo-
gians. Notwithstanding his claim “to look at the sub-
ject in the daylight of history and pure logic,” his proof
of the divinity of Christ is purely that of subjective
spiritual experience. The Man Jesus ‘‘ draws us, He
commands us ; by the faith in Him, the life that is our
example, and the death which, as He says, He suffered
for us, we are conscious of pardon and reconciliation to
God : in contact with Him we touch God ; through Him
we discover that God is holy, pardoning Love ” {p. g7).

The reality of such subjective experiences a scientific
student will not deny, though he will point out that the
devotees of Catholic saints, of the Buddha, and other
objects of Eastern devotion describe their spiritual ex-
periences in exactly similar and equally sincere and
reliable terms.

The most difficult task which Dr. Horton essays is to
prove ‘“the intrinsic reasonableness of the doctrine
which is known as Trinitarian.” Besides the obvious
answer that assuredly never in the history of thought
has there been a doctrine so intrinsically unreasonable,
the following unanswerable objections may be urged :—
The doctrine cannot by any fair or defensible exegesis
be extracted from the Bible ; there was no name for it
until at least 150 years after the decath of Christ; as the
“Catholic Dictionary ” { Addis and Arnold) points out,
it is “as a whole, neither expanded nor reduced to
system in the Apostolic Fathers” ; it is a product of
Greek speculative thought alien in spirit to the primi-
tive Christian teaching, but which, when grafted upon
it, gradually overshadowed the original gospel.
Finally, there is the plain man’s crushing and (for him)
final objection that even if Jesus had taught or believed
the doctrine (though probably he would not as much as
have understood it) it explains nothing and helps the
inquiring mind no more than the Athanasian Creed.
Dr. Horton’s arguments on this head, if they prove
anything, prove that there are two Persons in the
Godhead, nor can he help himself out by the doctrine
of the Immanence of God, in which the Theist, the
Unitarian, the Pantheist may and do equally believe.

The discussion on the subject of miracles in this book
is characteristic. Starting with the canon, with which
we are all in entire agreement, that ‘“ a miracle in the
Bible is to be treated like a miracle elsewhere ; it is to
be treated, accepted, or rejected entirely on the evi-
dence which is offered for it,”’ Dr. Horton nevertheless
accepts the Gospel miracles mainly on subjective
grounds. But surely it is only solemn playing upon
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words to speak in this fashion: ‘‘ Abraham is a miracle,
so is Moses, so is Samuel . . . Jesus is the supreme
miracle of history.”” What thoughtful people want to
know from teachers of religion is what sufficient evi-
dence is there to justify belief in the miraculous birth,
the resurrection, the feeding of the multitude, the walk-
ing on the sca. And as to the works of healing, are
not similar events, equally well and often better at-
tested, recorded in the lives of Old Testament char-
acters, of Jesus’s disciples, of Catholic saints, of George
Fox, of John Wesley, and of Father Matthew, and
does this not do away with the plea of uniqueness? It
is gratifying to think that on these points theologians
on the Continent, in America, and even here are begin-
ning to admit what has been obvious to the intelligent
layman generations ago.

Dr. Horton’s treatment of the social problem is on a
par with his answer to vexed questions in religion. He
appears to identify Socialism with hostility to religion
(cf p. 55), though he ought to be aware that every
Socialist Party in Europe has at some time or other ex-
pressed a non-committal attitude to religion. He ap-
parently thinks that Socialism means (amongst other
things) “equal payment of workers, not according to
their means, but according to their needs.” He is dis-
tressed at the “windy generalities, the subtle flatteries,
and the denunciatory bitterness” of the Socialist pro-
paganda, and its insistence on material things. As
sufferance is the badge of all our tribe, we shall not
pause to dwell on this, but notice in passing that Dr.
Horton commits himself to the vicious doctrine, so
vigorously assailed by Mazzini, that there is a “funda-
mental contrast between religion and politics.” He is
quite alive to the evils of unlimited competition, and
even has leanings towards a minimum wage, but sounds
no clear note of opposition to the inhuman materialism
of our present commercial system. As in theology, he
has frequent impulses in the right direction, but gene-
rally wobbles back to the safe and respectable—that is
to say, to the wrong side. The function which he at
present performs is to prevent a large congregation in
Hampstead and a larger number of Free Churchmen
outside it, from embracing a more robust and rational
theology, a more just and human type of politics. There
are many who acclaim him a prophet and more than a
prophet. There are others who can see in him but a
reed shaken with the wind. R. P. FarLrev.

REVIEWS.

Letters by Dr. John Brown. Edited by his Son and
D. W. Forrest. (A. and C. Black. 10s. 6d. net.)

A physician by profession, Dr. Brown has achieved
fame by means of his connection with literature, his
two books, ‘“Horae Subsecivee” and ‘“Rab and His
Friends,” having passed through several editions and
gained an ever-widening circle of readers. He also
contributed largely to periodical literature, but his chief
interest for us lies in the extensive range and variety of
his literary friendships ; he was on terms of intimacy
with Thackeray, Ruskin, and Mark Twain, and there
are letters in this volume in addition from men of such
varied types as Jowett, Dean Stanley, Hutton, of the
“Spectator,” Lord Houghton, and others.

In his private letters Dr. Brown reveals himself as a
man of strong family affections, much liveliness and
humour, and of sturdy practical mind ; ‘while in literary
matters there is in his criticisms a dogged wilfulness
and unconventionality of utterance which we greatly
relish. His most noticeable literary preference is for
Thackeray, whom he prefers ‘“ten times over to
Dickens ” ; he is “a finer, larger, more loveable man,
or rather fellow, than ever.” Towards Dickens and
George Eliot Dr. Brown entertained feelings of almost
personal aversion. Of the former he says:—

“And then Dickens and his Zife! Don’t be angry at
me, but I couldn’t finish the second volume, I was so
angry at both men, Dickens and Forster—Dickens so
hard and exacting in his egoism, so self-centred, his
falsetto pathos, his caricature run mad, and, above all,
his conduct to his wife.” :
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And the companion picture :—

“George Eliot’s views of life, of God, of all that is
deepest and truest in man, are low, miserable, hope-
less ; her gemius has been greatly over-rated. She is
an emotionist, and in order to be so, she must either
get her subjects dead to begin with, or kill them. I
know nothing of her that amounts to genius proper
and true except Mrs. Poyser, and she is born of
Dickens. No, she is intensely clever, often labori-
ously so, disagreeably knowing, but she is unwhole-
some, and in a high sense unreal, and I trust that in
fifty years she will be forgotten except by critics.”

He writes with the same delightful freedom of many
of his contemporaries, without malice or literary affec-
tation, and we cannot resist the pleasure of transcribing
a few specimens of his criticisms upon the more famous.

He writes thus of Tennyson: “I by no means give
in about Tennyson. I detest as much as you his affec-
tation, his occasional amentia, and frequent dementia,
but he is a true native poet.”

And of Macaulay : “A timid, even a flatulent, man 1s
Macaulay, and not one of the immortals ; he wants the
salts of genius and fine intellect and pure principle—a
sort of Rubens, nota Raphael or a Da Vinci or
Hogarth.”

Here is a stray glimpse of Carlyle, then in the prime
of life: “I called with Mr. Syme on Carlyle, and had a
long, very Interesting, and at last quite cheery, talk
from him. Poor fellow, it is most affecting to see his
face when at rest, such utter sadness.”

Of another great figure he says: “I like Gladstone,
and I don’t. He is a wonderful man, and full of boy,
fresh and eager, and such a range of sympathy and
interest, such serious, great eyes, such a look of earnest-
ness. I think more of him as a statesman than as a
writer, and most of all as a financier. I think there is
a himiousness or too muchness about him from his
superfluity of energy. Still, he is the biggest man of
our party ; but he is ignorant of human nature, and, as
old Lord Dunfermline said to me thirty years ago, ‘ he
is a monk.’ ”

Here is a piquant analysis of our great critic : “ Have
you seen the august M. Arnold’s ‘ Ode on Stanley’?

It seems to me pretentious, thin, and heartless ; well |

worded, of course, but who, standing at his friend’s
grave, would use the word ‘ cecily ’? The great Mat-
thew looks at the Universe—and for that part at God—
through an eye-glass, one eye shut, and a supreme air ;
but he writes English as few can.”

We have space for but one more extract : “We were
last night at the Reid Concert, and had Hallé and his
men and Beethoven’s ¢ Pastoral Symphony’ to perfec-
tion—glorious and deep as the sea. There is no one
like him. He is what Shakespeare and Turner are in
their lines. He can express everything—sound every
depth of sorrow and despair, and scale victoriously
every height of ecstasy and joy.” Ruskin’s comment
is curious : “What you say of Turner is such a joy to
me. But how did you get to understand Beethoven?
He always sounds to me like the upsetting of bags of
nails, with here and there an also dropped hammer.”

Lovers of good literature will hasten to add this
book to their library.

Epic and Romance. By W. P. Ker. (Macmillan. 4s.
net.)
The inclusion of Professor Ker’s ‘“ Epic and

Romance ” in the Eversley Series does honour hoth to
the author and to the series. As a piece of literature,

indeed, the book cannot compare with some of its com-
panion volumes. It is written in an unpretentious,
scholarly, and slightly cynical style which, if it never
attains to great heights, never misses its effects. On
the other hand, as a piece of encyclopadic knowledge,
the work is unrivalled even by Mr. Morley’s treatises
on the writers of eighteenth century France. Not only
is there a summary and a criticism of all the more im-
portant medieeval epic and romantic works in English,
French, Old High German, and Icelandic, but there
is also a most illuminating account of the character of
Epic and of the causes of the rise and success of the
romantic poetry which eventually drove epic from the
field—and all this in less than 410 pages. The rise of
Romance, as Mr. Ker shows, is the result of the working
of Ovid or the Bible on Northern natures. Brought sud-
denly into contact with a blaze of passion unnatural to
their colder temperaments, the men of the North found
themselves unable to fit these new ideas into their
accounts of the kind of life they understood. Ac-
cordingly they drew on their dormant love of the fan-
tastic, and told the Southern tales anew in a dim mys-
terious setting in which anything hecame credible. And
there is Romance. '

To the purely classical scholar the hook has another
interest. Remote though they are from all the literary
movement of the world the Icelandic Sagas throw much
light on the Homeric question. The Sturlunga Saga
tells history in the epic manner, and proves to us, if
proof were needed, that Homer sings of the life he
knows, and could not otherwise sing at all. Once upon
a time, too, it was suggested that the Homeric poems
were formed by agglutination, some later hand smooth-
ing over the joints. Northern poems of the type of
these supposed pre-Homeric days have come down to
us, and it is clear that no amount of agglutination could
transform them into a work comparable with the
Odyssey. They are, indeed, packed with plot, and by
no means mere episodes. The—"""ue value of these
little-known Northern treasures n the record they
contain of the rise, glory, and uecay of pure epic, un-
touched by outside influences.

Planetary Journeys and Earthly Sketches. By
George Raffalovich. (Arnold Fairbairns and Co. 2s. 6d.)

Six of the thirteen sketches that form this pleasant
little volume have appeared in THE NEw AGE, and have
served to create a demand for the others. Mr. Raf-
falovich is distinguished by a quaint fantasy which
never forces an obtrusive bit of false realism to play
havoc with his extra-mundane creations. It matters so
little by what mechanism you are escorted “across
space ” on “A Trip to a Planet” ; but the representa-
tion of the inhabitants to whom “good and evil were
alike unknown” is well maintained throughout the
“Planetary Journeys.” Coming to the earthly sketches,
“The Mission of Nikita ” is a gruesome little tale of a
Russian peasant who explains to his wife *“ Anissia, my
little dove,” that Ossip, the sick and wealthy must be
killed. “Everyone dies. It is really more agreeable
that he should die now.” Anissia protests that “Ossip
Ivanich is perhaps rich, but he shall die when God
wishes him to die.” Anissia is felled and finished off on
the floor with her hushand’s boot. The sick man is
next disposed off ; the dead man’s money the peasant
hands to the Commissary of Police ““for the secret funds
destined for the next pogroms.” Thus, despite his trial
for the murder,- Nikita “tells his story and his crime,
for ever adding new developments.”  “Faithful Swal-
lows ” is a dainty portrayal of the loss we all undergo
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in this hard-featured world, in our transition from child-
hood’s happy innocent beliefs to our grown up scepti-
cisms. Mr. Raffalovich shows his intimacy with a
short story’s essence in “Monsieur Billard” and “The
Dream of a French Capitalist.” The author is master
of a gracious style, never redundant and always ex-
pressive. We shall hope to see him exhibit his powers
on a larger scale,

Anarchy : its Methods and Exponents.
Latouche. (Everett and Co. 6s.)

The title of the book is misleading, since, on the
author’s own confession, Anarchism has no organisa-
“tion and consequently no methods. In this respect the
author resembles his subject, the plan of the book being
undiscoverable. In successive chapters we are given
accounts, sometimes elaborately long and sometimes
ridiculously short, of reformers so different in type as
Proudhon, Bakunine, John Burns, Kropotkine, Tolstoi,
Morris, Louise Michel, and John Morrison Davidson.
About each of these, it is true, some interesting details
are given, but the author cocks such an obvious eye on
the public gallery as to make his discussion of the doc-
trines of Anarchism quite useless. The book is never-
theless useful as a collection, however incomplete, of
narratives concerning the most fascinating area of
thought still left to man. We ourselves by no means
share the author’s absence of views on the utility of
Anarchism. Far from being the *“baneful” thing he,
perhaps discreetly, makes it appear, we would under-
take any day of the week to defend the theory as both
superior in human value and more practicable in the
long run than any form of State Collectivism. As is
well known, every disgusted Collectivist turns naturally
to Anarchism, unless he backslides, like Mr. Harold
Cox, into primitive Individualism. In the end, we have
no doubt whatever that it is Kropotkine and not Karl
Marx who will prevail. ~

The author makes a great parade of his knowledge
of Anarchist clubs in London and elsewhere, but we
find little other evidence of it than his statement. His
attribution of the late Portuguese murders to Anarchist
propaganda stamps him as an ignoramus. Yet we part
company from him with some respect, chiefly for his
industry in collecting some interesting material.

The6 I)ndividualist. By Philip Gibbs. (Grant Richards.
S.

A simple, primly - written story, but human and
pleasant to read. In spite of the style, the characters
are living and interesting, and the narrative is sincere,
and contains many passages of real feeling. Stretton,
the wonderful nephew of the two dear old ladies at the
Hall, comes, sees and seduces the young schoolmistress.
“One of his sentences had strangely moved her . . .
*A man of unsettled principles needs the influence of
a sincere woman to teach him the way to his true
nature.”” We are convinced that that is one of the
‘things that the Sons of God said to the fair daughters
of men, that Shem probably said to Ham’s wife in the
ark, that the elders said to Susannah; with profound
and sincere conviction, too—that’s the worst of it. It
has never been known to fail, except with the experi-
enced. Her young blacksmith lover gets the blame,
Stretton deserts her, and rushes into political life as a
derided member of the new young Individualist Party.
The schoolmistress, turned out of the village, comes
up to town and naively and openly lives in his house and
helps to entertain the other young Individualists who
call enthusiastically at all times of the day. Nothing
is mentioned of what the “Daily News ” said about the
menage. Finally, Stretton throws over the school-
mistress and the Individualists, marries for money, and
joins the Conservative Party. But the Socialist black-
smith becomes avenger, and all ends well.

By Peter

Jean Frederic Herbart. By Gabriel Compayré. (Har-
rap and Co. 2s. 6d. net.)

This volume is one of a series of monographs de-
signed by M. Compayré to acquaint the world with the
theories of various “Pioneers” in Education. As a
series written by one hand, it is not to be wondered at if

some of them fall helow the general level. M., Coms«
payré naturally finds Herbart a little stiff and formal,
and as naturally endeavours to conceal his dislike, But
the attempt is vain. We feel ourselves almost from the
first page out of symy<thy with the subject of the mono-
graph and a little inclined to pity the author. In spite
of this, the main outlines of the Herbartian system are
made plainly visible, its extraordinary naive psychology,
its repulsive pedagogics, and its reactionary advocacy
of punishments. Nothing would induce us to submit a
child to the Herbartian system of “mind construction,”
unless it so happened that the “constructor ” (as in the
case of Herbart himself) was a thousand times better
than his theories. Thanks to M. Compayré, we under-
stand the worst of Herbart much better now.

Criminal Appeal and Evidence. By N. W. Sibley.
(T. Fisher Unwin. 135s.)

The most interesting part of this book is the first
appendix, which contains the text of the new Criminal
Appeal Act. As, however, learned gentlemen do not
write fifteen shilling books in order to give the text of
Acts which can be bought for a few pence, one is forced
to seek in some other part of this work to discover its
purpose and aim. The first fifth of the book is taken
up in examining the opinions of various legal authori-
ties of high standing as to the desirability of establish-
ing a Court of Criminal Appeal, and as to its nature
and details, if established, and in quoting the provisions
of the Act. But since the Criminal Appeal Act is now
law, one cannot but feel that the time has now passed
for questioning its desirability. A chapter follows con-
taining a collection of cases which excited in their time
great public interest, and which illustrate the possibility
of circumstantial evidence leading to wrong con-
clusions. These cases are preceded by a disquisition
compiled from the best authors, on the nature of cir-
cumstantial evidence from a philosophical point of view.
Sir Oliver Lodge, Curie, Heraclitus, Archimedes, Ben-

“tham, Aristotle, Hallam, John Stuart Mill, and the Stoic

philosophers are all introduced. Usually the author
understands the quotation. Sometimes, as where he
takes Starkie to task for using the expression ‘‘ a de-
finite numerical ratio,’” and tells us that ‘‘ prime num-
bers are themselves, according to the theory of num-
bers, indefinite,’’ he does not. In short, the author has
diligently collected all the details connected with the
subject that he could find ; and he has put them all in
somewhere.

If a new Criminal Appeal Bill should ever come be-
fore the country there is here matter for many speeches.
But to the general reader or the lawyer, the pseudo-
profundity and the lack of coherent thought in the more
pretentious portions must cause this book to be weari-
some in the extreme.

FABIAN ARTS GROUP.

On May 7th, at 8 p.m., at No. 17, Fleet Street, E.C,,
A DISCUSSION ON

TRADE UNIONS AND CRAFT GUILDS.

All who are interested in the Crafts and their organisation
under Socialism invited.
Syllabus of Lectures from HoLBroOK Jackson, Hon. Sec, The Crossways,
Mill Hill, N.W.

« PLASMON is the Best part of Nature's Best
A food—MILK, and increases the food value
i enormously.”’—Lancel,

Tenfold Nutriment, in Tins, 9d., 1/4, & 2/6.

~ ELEGANT ART METAL BOX of PLASMON
W Foods, Cookery Book, and * Truth * Booklet,
post free, 1/6. )

PLASHON, Ltd, (Dept, B.J.), Farringdon $t.E.C,

-
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. DRAMA

¥ y o .
: American, German, and Home Grown.

WHATEVER else they are, American plays are a great
lark. They are booming, beefy, bumptious, and
brcczy They are expressed in that admirable ex-

- pression, “Gee-whizz.” - Possibly one needs some slight

-are rather mercilessly laughed at.

.education in Americanisms hefore one is able to relish

the subtler beauties. But this can easily be obtained
from the American magazines.

Yet, alas, they die so soon! “

The genuine ‘ real

- thing,” like “‘Strongheart” last year, does not do on

these inhospitable shores. 1 reckon it’s the climate or
else those mysterious foothall letters and those wild
college cries that we do not understand.

¢ The College Widow,”’ at the Adelphi, calculates to
be a comedy satire on life in the ¢ State of Indiana.”
But the fine shades of inter-state differences are lost
on an audience of Englishmen who habitually confuse
Canada and the States under the general term American.
To us it can only be a College play, or a College variety
entertainment. This is not disparagement, it is mere
statement. I laughed, but I remember not why I
laughed ; I was amused, but wherewith I wot not ; and
I left at the end of the third act instead of the fourth
without the slightest feeling of missing anything. The
football scene (Act I11.) has a close family resemblance
to the better scene in “Strongheart” with the addition
of a crowed who cheered, hissed, yelled-and moved in
symmetrical unison. It was a delight in the art of stage-
craft to watch them. No crowd that ever was on land
or sea ever behaved so unanimously, one waited fascin-
ated for the breakdown which never came.

It is unfortunate to think that any play dealing with
life outside the narrow range hallowed to the theatre,
if it succeeds must do so in spite of itself, and because
of relics of the older theatrical world which it retains.
Every kind of “local colour ” in mind, morals, place or
scene is a handicap. The familiar play on the familiar
boards by the familiar actors, this is good enough for
the ordinary playgoer. It almost makes one wish the
localised American drama would succeed here, so as to
disturb our theatrical traditions.

Unfortunately this handicap applies equally to good
as well as other plays. It was very obvious at the per-
formance of the ‘‘ Der Weg Zu Holle,” by the German
Company, at the Royalty Theatre. This most riotously
excellent comedy was played to a very poor house.
Doubtless the German language had something to do
with it, but the Company act so remarkably well, and
pronounce their words with such fine distinictness that
the play is extremely easy to follow. Anyone who has

ever been through a German reading primer should
catch on at once.

But there is something about this German comedy a
shade repellent to our maudlin taste. Men and women

And one after the
other were knocked on the head after the ancient

- fashion of “Punch and Judy.” The whole play of “Der

Weg Zu Hélle” turns on Hugo Bendler’s relations
with his wife, mother-in-law, and discarded ballet-
dancer mistress. His mistress has let him get married
on condition that he gave up one day of every year to
her. The play turns on the complications involved in
his keeping his promise. One perceptibly shudders to
think of the furtively indecent use which might have
been made of this theme. In the German play the
whole comedy of the business turns on the satirical
presentation of character.

There are numerous and fantastically improbable
complications which culminate at the end of the second
act in the dancer’s rooms. First, Hugo Bendler’s
father-in-law distyrbs his téte-a-téte, and has to be

It

‘not prevent the play being rather dull,

bundled into another room, then the dancer’s fiancé,
Count Barékoff, is announced, and has to be fobbed
off with the statement that Hugo is a professional col-
league. The Count is sceptical, and insists on a re-
hearsal, and Hugo must pull up his trousers to the
knee, don the scarf and hat of the craft, and prance
with a tambourine. To whom enters the father-in-law
and an instant after the mother-in-law. - Under cover
of which crescendo of absurdities Hugo escapes.

No, it did"rot at all resemble “Charley’s Aunt.” It
is a comedy extravaganza of character, perhaps a
comedy of puppets (“Punch and Judy ” would suggest
itself), but of puppets so dressed and so attributed as to
make very passable humanity, for laughing purposes,
on the stage,

There were no moments in the play where it was
appropriate to be wet-eyed, there was no opportunity
even for a solitary snifle. When Frau Bendler pre-
tended to weep she hardly troubled to more than most
obviously pretend. And there was not a moment when
the real innate manliness and womanliness of the char-
acters was made manifest. 'We do not like this lack of
sentiment here—at least not “we” in paying quan-
tity—and if the play were to be produced in English, it
would need to be sprinkled with the salt of tears. One
day perhaps (possibly when the Licensing Bill has re-
volutionised the drinking habits of the nation) we shall
not be so maudlin, In the meantime one wishes for
more of the German plays ; they represent a line of
dramatic development which must be woven in with
ours if we are really to create great drama.

There are hardly any plays at present which are not
both partial and experimental. We are not using our
dramatic material as we might. We are not familiar
with it. And in consequence the value of many plays
now lies in their contribution to the conquest of our
material. Apart from the local interest, this makes even
American plays interesting, because they dramatise
G‘go 1"

From this pomt of view Mrs. Humphry Ward’s play,
“The Marriage of William Ashe” at Terry’s was in-
structive. It showed how astonishingly difficult it is to
get a Lady Kitty Bristol on to the stage, and to get the
atmosphere of politics. The atmosphere of politics
(compare it with “Waste ) simply wasn’t there ; Lady
Kitty Bristol, thanks to Miss Fannie Ward, to a cer-
tain extent was. But even Miss Fannie Ward could
although by
virtue of its subject it was more interesting than most.
Yet somehow the binding of the novel seemed still to
cramp the actors on the stage. They were not used to

moving about out of print.
L. HADEN GUEST/

BnnKs BOUGHT, SOLD & EXCHANGED

BEST PRICES given for good books.

OBTAINABLE NOW FOR THE FIRST TIME
AT A POSSIBLE PRICE.

THE SOUL OF MAN

UNDER SOCIALISM.

By Oscar Wilde.
Cloth gilt, post free, 3s. 8d.

The most brilliant and beautiful exposition of
Socialism ever penned,

Other books by the same author always in stock,

C. CANNON (successor, D. 3. RIDER), BonKs
36, St. Martin's Court, Charing Cross Road.

EAUTIFUL HOLIDAY CENTRE.— Dean

Forest, Severn and Wye Valleys. Charming House, exten-

sive pretty grounds (altitude 600 ft.). Excellent piano, billiard

room, bath, tennis, conveyance. Homelike, comfortable. Vege-

tarians accommodated. Board Residence from 27s, Photos sent,
—Harram, Littledean House, Newnham, Glos'shire.

ION’S WORKS
4 contain explanations of the Bible, which free mankind from the charge ol
Sin. Read Vol. V., p. 87, and the ¢ Dlscourses. Vol. XII.
- "IN THE PRINCIPAL FREE LIBRARIES,
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For the opinions expressed by corrés,bondmts, the Editor does not
hold himself vesponsible,

Corvespondence intended for publication showld be addressed to
the Editor and written on one side of the paper only.

BPECIAL NOTICE.—Correspondents ave vequested to be brief.
Many letters weekly ave omitted on account of their length.

MR. BELLOC AND SOCIALISM.
To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.”

Among much that is valuable and suggestive in Mr. Belloc’s
article, there is one point I wish to criticise ; the one point on
which he rests his case against Socialism. He says:—

“To this idea of the Collectivist State there is nothing to
oppose, except the instinct of ownership—just as there is
nothing to oppose to the ideal of a Celibate State but the
instinct of sex.” .

Here is an obvious error. It is patent that the parallel
should be drawn between a Collectivist State and a Mono-
gamous State, or else between a Communist State and a Celi-
bate State. The assumption that Socialism denies scope to the
instinct of ownership, which is here made, is quite incorrect.
Just as the institution of Monogamy recognises the instinct of
sex, while limiting its scope, so Socialism would set all men
free to enjoy the ownership of all those things men desire for
their intrinsic worth, while barring them the ownership of the
means of production. Mr. Belloc, also, has not attempted to
combat the contention of Mr. Wells that to widely distribute
modern tools of production would end in much the same
result as to Socialise them. F. E. YARKER.

[We take the opportunity of thanking our correspondents
for the very large number of articles and letters which we
have received replying to Mr. Belloc’s challenge of last week.
Most of these have had to be omitted on account of their
length, others because the points they deal with bhave already
been covered by Mr. Hubert Bland in his reply. —ED. NEW
AGE.]

* * *

A PROTEST.
To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.”

Will you kindly allow me a word of protest, which I know
will be echoed by Socialists who by no means entirely agrec
with me as regards this particular question, against the state-
ment reprinted week after week in THE NEW AGE to the effect
that in a certain pamphlet or book published some year and a
half ago, Mr. H. G. Wells “rebuts the assertion that So-
cialism implies Free Love, and states the attitude of So-
cialists to the question of the family.” Now I beg to submit
that Mr. Wells’s brochure no more “states the attitude of
Socialists to the question of the family ” than it does the atti-
tude of Socialists to the question of the internal politics of the
Dog-Star. It gives expression at the most to certain per-
sonal opinions of Mr. Wells on the subject—opinions: which
would certainly be repudiated by the enormous majority of
Socialists in all countries. The opinions in question may be,
of course, most excellent, and highly soothing to the feelings
of the alarmed British bourgeois, but when THE NEW AGE is
used as a medium for advertising Mr. Wells in this way as
the “Sir Oracle ” of Socialism, I think it is high time for

Socialists to protest, E. BELFORT BAX.
* *

NEW WELLS FOR OLD.
To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.”

1 have been greatly interested in Wordsworth Donisthorpe’s
clear and logical article on “ New Wells for Old,” and in
reference to it may I remind him “ That she went into her
garden to get a cabbage leaf to make an apple-pie and a
great she-bear popped her head into the window. What, no
soap? So he died, and she very imprudently married the bar-
ber, and there were present at the wedding the Piccaninnies,
the Jobalilies, and the Great Panjandrum himself, and they fell
to playing at catch-as-catch-can till the gunpowder ran out
of the heels of their boots.” Having answered his objections,
1 will close. BOMBEX.

* * *
CHILD PROTECTION (SO-CALLED)."
To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.”

With reference to the Child Protection Bill (so-called) 1
notice ‘that you comment on myself and other opponents of
the measure as Palxolithists. However, you leave the main
point untouched, which is this. John Bright, after the repeal
of the Corn Laws, said: “ Since that time, though there has
been much suffering in many homes, yet no wife, and no
mother, and no little child is starved to death as the result of
famine made by law.” My feeling is that the Education Act
making child labour a crime does in many homes produce
“famine made by law.” If the father is out of work, or other-
wise incapacitated, it seems to me a State-made crime to pre-

vent the children assisting themselves and their own home. |

To call me a “Palzolithist” and the parent an “exploiter ” .
of children may read all right, but I cannot see how 1t affects
the question.  Under Socialism, possibly such occurrences
could not arise, but as we are not yet completely under that -
system, it is surely wrong to produce “ famine made by law ”
in any home rather than let the children earn money to keep
themselves alive. ERNEST POMEROY.
* * *

SHOULD WE HANG WOMEN?

To THE EDITOR OF “ THE NEW AGE.”

In your issue of April 25, Dr. Josiah Oldfield asks “ Should
we Hang Women?” Yes, certainly, while we hang men. As
one who desires a time when the psychic difference between
the sexes shall be very much modified, I most strongly object
to any difference being made between men and women. As
well, the reasons which Dr. Oldfield advances for such dif-
ferentiation seem to me highly fallacious. ;

So-called “love ” and jealousy are common to both men
and women, though shame, in the sense in which he uses the
word, is not, and are the product of an irrational state of
mind, just as drunkenness or avariciousness, which are the
cause of many murders by male agents. There seems to be a
romantic preference for such passions as love (I use the
word in its abused sense) and jealousy, which, one would
imagine from such remarks as “a love which can kill, can
brave a hundred deaths,” is shared by Dr. Oldfield, ‘

Personally, I have no patience with such nonsense. Of the
two, I prefer a man who gets drunk and bashes his wife, to a
wife who becomes jealous or in “love ” and poisons her hus-
band ; and both to the stupid people who hang them.

CLEMENT GAME.

ONE AND ALL

SICKNESS AND ACCIDENT
ASSURANCE ASSOCIATION.

————

WHAT 1s. A MONTH WILL DO:
ENSURE £1 A WEEK FOR ANY SICKNESS.
ENSURE £1 A WEEK FOR ANY ACCIDENT.

ENSURE £10 AT DEATH.
{Not exceeding, but according to the number of Members.)
CLAIMS PAID ON SIGHT.
No other Association offevs such libeval tevims.

ARE YOU IN A CLUB? IF SO, COMPARE
PAYMENTS AND BENEFITS.

JUST CONSIDERI!I

1.—Will your salary cease when you are sick or injured ?

2.—Is your earning power insured ?

3.——Actgident and sickness visit us when we are least prepared
or it.

4—You will do your duty by your family, to yourself, and
know you are not getting behind if you assure.

5.—Nothing kills quicker than worry,

6.—If you are not insured you must worry.

General Manager : WILLIAM A. TRATHEN.
Secvetary : EDWIN S. R. SMITH

(General Secretary of the National Society of Operative Printers' Assistants.)

Chief Offices:
CAXTON HOUSE, 26, BLACKFRIARS ROAD,
LONDON, S.E.

Pryospectus and Press Comments forwarded post free.
AGENTS REQUIRED ON SALARY AND COMMISSION

A REQUEST,

If any readers should have spare copies of the
following isszes of THE NEW AGE, we shall be
very grateful if they will send them to us. We will
pay 3d. per copy for any of August 22, 1907, Septem-
ber 5, 1907, and September 12, 1907,

Being entirely out of stock of these issues, we are
unable to bind up any more of Volume I., and some of
our readers are anxious to obtain copies. Please send

to the Publisher, The New Age, 140, Fleet St,, E.C.
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IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT

VOLUME TWO OF THE “NEW AGE”

With the April 25 issue the second volume of the NEw AcE in its Socialist form was completed.
The volume just concluded is unique in modern journalism.

- Nothing comparable to it even in the sixpenny weeklies exists.
Week by week the most distinguished and brilliant writers of the day have contributed to its pages.

Among these may be mentioned: Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, G. K. Chesterton, E. Nest_;it, Hjlgire
Belloc, M.P., Arnold Bennett, Edward Carpenter, Filson Young, Sir William
Hartley, John Galsworthy, Israel Zangwill, Wordsworth Donisthorpe, Hubert Bland, Oscar Levy,
Aylmer Maude, Edwin Pugh, Conrad Noel, Eden Phillpotts, Tolstoi, Anatole France, Gustave
Hervé, Dr. Josiah Oldfield, John Davidson, and many others.

Vol. II of the NEw Agk is a complete record of the intellectual life of England during the last six months.

The English-reading public will probably awake to the fact in about ten years from now, by which time the
present volume in its bound form will be fetching fabulous prices.

The NEw AGe Press desires to announce that a limited number of sets of this volume will be bound
(with Index) and offered for sale at 4/6 each, or 5/« carriage paid.

When these have been sold no more complete sets will be available.

‘ Covers for Binding and Indexes for the present volume may now be ordered-—the former at 1/9, the latter
at 3d. post free. '

ORDER AT ONCE.
NEW AGE PRESS, 140, FLEET STREET LONDON, E.C.

THE NEW AGE PRESS begs to announce the following New PusLications and
editions :—
READY SHORTLY.

STUDIES IN SOLITARY LIFE. By W. R.'Trirrerton (Author of ¢ Love Poems,” etc.). Quarter
canvas, gilt, 2s. 6d. net. - By post 2s. 8d. . L
** Here the man of culture puts himself inside the brains of the derelicts of modern scciety without discarding his culture,
yet without a trace of snobbish condescension. For all lonely creatures, victims of routine, poverty, respectability, mental
and physical isolation, the writer has a compassionate tenderness and a clear ironic understanding.’’

HOW TO LIVE ON TWENTY-FOUR HOURS A DAY. By ArvoLp BENNETT. Quarter canvas,
gilt top, 1s. net. By post 1s. 2d.
JUST PUBLISHED.

BALLAD OF A GREAT CITY AND OTHER POEMS. By Davip Lows (Author of “Gift of the
Night,” ¢ Sonnets of Sweet Sorrow,” etc.). Buckram, gilt, 2s. 6d. net. By post 2s. 8d.
THE DANCING FAUN. A Novel, by [FLorENCE FaRR,] (Cheaper re-issue.) Artistic boards, Cover
design by Aubrey Beardsley, zs. net. By post 2s. 2d.
A PROFESSIONAL SOCIALIST: A Playin Five Acts, By Erica CorTeriLL. Boards, gilt, 1s. 6d.
net. By post 1s. 8d. '
WOMAN: HER POSITION TO-DAY. By ConsTancE Smeprey (Author of “The Conflict,” “The
Daughters,” etc.), with Appendix,  Woman and the State,” by Mrs. Philip Snowden. Paper, 6d. net.
By post 7d.
RECENTLY PUBLISHED.

THE SANITY OF ART: An Exposure of the Current Nonsense about Artists being Degenerate. By
G. BerNARD Suaw. Paper, 1s., by post 1s. 1d. Quarter canvas, gilt, 2s., by post 2s. 2d.
THE G.B.S. PERPETUAL CALENDAR. Made to hang on the wall. 1s. net. By post 1s. 2d.
Contains a quotation from the Plays and Essays of Bernard Shaw for every day of the year,” Valuable alike to the
Socialist and Anti-Socialist. A stimulus to the one and an encourjigement to the other. There is nothing to equal it asa
_ daily companion or as a propagandist of new faith.
LOVE POEMS. By W. R. TITTERTON. Quarter canvas, gilt, 1s. 6d. net. By post 1s. 8d.

** Mr. Titterton's pen is a whip that cuts to the bone. He is restrained by no conventions.”—Daily News. ** Thgse poems
are sincere, but somewhat realistic, and a good many deal with the misery of base passion and lost women." —The Times.
THE COTTAGE HOMES OF ENGLAND. By W, Warter CrotcH, with an Introduction by

G. K. CHESTERTON. 37d edition revised and enlarged. Paper 1s. net. By post 1s. 2d.
** A scathing and nearly heart-breaking disclosure and conidemnation of the scandalous condition of the cottage property
of the rural districts. The Housing Acts graphically and caustically exposed.’*—Manchester City News.

THE MYSTERY OF TIME: A Play. By[Frorexce Farxgl Paper, 6d. net. By post 7d.
T'hese books can be obtained of all Booksellevs, o divect ,from the Publishers.
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