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NOTES OF THE WEEK
FORthe reassurance of the fair-minded who may be disturbed by the violence of the electioneering campaign, we
must explain that it is they who will finally arbitrate in
all the questions now in tumultuous dispute. Little
homage, it is true, is paid to them a t this moment ; nor
while the clatter of arms and din of vulgar strife are
proceeding need we expect i t ; but so soon a s the noise
and dust and smoke die down, depend upon it, the true
ideas will prevail. W e do not know quite how to apportion the blame for the blind fury which has characterised
the present election. So much lip-homage had been
paid in advance to moderation and fair speaking that it
might be thought the leaders, a t any rate, on both sides
would preserve some respect for them. But with Mr.
Balfour’s fatal acceptance at Nottingham of Mr.
Garvin’s dollar argument, the truce of decency was
broken, and not the model speech by Mr. Asquith a t
Hull or the “very pleasant, inoffensive and absolutely
harmless ” speech of Lord Lansdowne a t Glasgow
(sneered at by Mr. Lloyd George in these terms on
Saturday at Edinburgh) can now lift the campaign to
the level at which most men in the country would have
been glad to see it. For we must protest on behalf of
public opinion, that in respect of the tone of discussion
adopted by the violent disputants on both sides, it is
infinitely lower than the average elector of these islands
would care voluntarily to adopt.

*

*

*

For this reason it is necessary to discriminate the
simple subjects of dispute from the tourbillons and
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ululations of mob oratory with which they are surrounded. How, in fact, is the election going in the
minds and not merely in the
inflammable
and
largely
stage passions of the nation? It is we
think, becoming increasingly clear that of the constitutional problem.
now facing the electorate there ’is but one solution,
namely, that the definition of powers of the Second
Chamber shall precede, but only by a very little, the
composition of the Second Chamber itself. This, as we
said last week, was actually the rock upon which the
recent Conference split ; and it is likely, in our view, to
be removed as the result of the present election. On the
other hand, it must be conceded that the Lords, by their
action in Parliament last week, have almost, if not
quite, prepared the nation for a simultaneous consideration of the composition of the Second Chamber, so that
we may conclude that while the priority of powers i s
likely now to be accepted, the constitution of the Second
Chamber will follow close upon its heels.
*

*

*

While the discussion of this problem in statesmanship
is still unprejudiced by distinctly party views, may we
venture in good time to urge one or two considerations
There are, it appears to us, two essentials in the makeup of the Second Chamber.
First, that it should be
directly representative. That almost goes without saying, since by common consent it is the Representative
system of government that is under experiment in England. And secondly, that its members should of necessity be non-partisan in the same sense in which our
Judges, Civil servants and the Speaker of the House of
Commons are non-partisan. Surely this latter qualification is not an impossible one, in view of the fact that the
quality of impartiality is essentially a British conception and one to which real respect is always paid, however little it appears to command. Also it must be remembered that there are thousands of the best minds of
the nation actually debarred, both by their own temperament as well as by their training and office, from
associating themselves exclusively with one or other of
the political parties. So that, in practical fact, there
would seem to be no real difficulty in constituting a
Second Chamber from which partisanship would by
common consent be excluded.

*

*

*

W e lay considerable stress on this qualification of
membership of the Second Chamber, since it is obvious
that the decline of the House of Lords as a body commanding respect and even the deference of the nation,
proceeded simultaneously with its abandonment of the
senatorial attitude of mind and its adoption of the party
views of the Lower House. The most impressive item,
for example, in the Liberal indictment of the House of
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Lords is not, as we have often explained, the fact that
so many Liberal measures have been rejected. On the
contrary, many of the rejected Bills thoroughly deserved, in the interests of the nation, to be rejected. I t
is t h e fact that Tory and Unionist measures', however
opposed to the interests of the nation, have never during t h e last 'hundred years been rejected in a single
instance. Nobody, not even the most bigoted Tory,
believes seriously that all his party's measures throughout a whole century have been impeccably wise; yet, as
we say, in no instance has one been thrown out by the
Lords during this period. That single charge, to our
minds, not only disposes of the claim of the Lords to
fulfil the functions of a Second Chamber; but entirely
explains the very general feeling of complacency with
which its proposed supersession is being met. And, on
the other hand, the result contains a plain moral for
those about to compose a genuine Second Chamber.
***

What it seems we need more than anything else at the
present time is some clear conception of the nature of
the Representative System in itself. Both Mr. Balfour
and Mr. Asquith during the past week have publicly
taken their stand on the method of democracy which is
Representative Government ; but neither of them appears to be certain whether this, that, or the other
political device is or is not consistent with their theory.
For the present, perhaps, and while the country is slowly
awakening to its own drift, the confusion is unavoidable; but to those who aspire to dominate politics in the
future we would say that a study of the implications of
democracy is necessary now. For instance, it is, we
know, a question whether before very long the party
system as it now exists will not break up. What, we
ask, would take its place? Still further, how far will it
break up entirely? W e venture our guess at this
moment that the party system will break up only so far
as the Second Chamber is concerned. The House of
Commons will always, we think, remain a partisan
assembly, the main cleavage of which even the fractures
of the group system will not destroy. But not only the
condition of desirability of the Second Chamber, but its
success and ultimate survival will depend on its elevation
above party. There in outline is one answer to the
problem of the future.

*

*

*

How necessary on more immediate grounds a clear
conception of the nature of Representative Government
is may be seen on considering three o r four of the current
problems of the d a y : Women's Suffrage, the Osborne
decision, the Referendum, and the incipient syndicalism
of Tonypandy. Representative Government is, after all,
only a method, and nobody has defined more lucidly
than Burke its main features, namely, that legislation
and public conduct in general shall be determined by
general consent alone. Where is the general consent
in regard to the questions above mentioned? To take
the case of the militant Suffragettes, it is not denied by
us that their claim to Parliamentary representation is
just and expedient. W e are a s good suffragists a s any
of them. On the other hand, we not only recognise that
general consent to Women's Suffrage is so far lacking,
but we deplore the fact that the militant Suffragists a t
any rate not only take no pains to win it, but would
appear to be quite willing to extort from any Cabinet of
the day a particular consent to which the general consent was not necessarily attached. Cabinets, unfortunately, are susceptible a t times to demonstrations of
force; and we should not be at all surprised if the
militant tactics of the W.S.P.U. proved successful by
reason of their much importunity. A t the same time, we
are absolutely certain that so-called political rights extorted in this way and without general consent are not
only of no value, being only the husks and not the
kernel, but even these will sooner or later be taken
away. In the interests, therefore, of Women's Suffrage
itself, we are obliged to condemn the tactics now exclusively being employed, since, being contrary to the
spirit of Representative institutions, they are doomed at
best only to a perfectly barren success.
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Regarding the Osborne judgment and the decision of
Mr. Asquith so far to reverse it a s to permit Trade
Unions to undertake corporate political activity with
safeguards for the dissentient minority, we may say that
several of the conditions of democracy have meanwhile
been created. Not only is the party pledge which was
the origin of the militancy of Mr. Osborne, as good as
abandoned, but the promise of Payment of Members and
Election Expenses will divert the major stream of working-class politics from trade-unionism back to radical,
and forward to socialist and independent channels. In
other words, the evil of politics in Trade Unions will he
considerably diminished by the fact that other political
organisations are bound to spring up. Lastly, it may be
safely prophesied that the permission now formally to
be granted to Trade Unions will be ineffective if t h e
minority is to be considered; for the result must necessarily be the establishment of a voluntary fund and little
more. To the voluntary association of men for political
purposes we can, of course, have no objection; and
since for the reasons given, Trade Unions, in our view,
are less likely in the future to monopolise working-class
politics, the evil of associating even voluntary political
organisations with practically compulsory industrial
politics will he a diminishing quantity. As the result,
then, of all their threats, the Labour Party have obtained, in our opinion. only such a husk as the Suffragettes by similar methods may expect to obtain. Such
is the inevitable consequence of defying or ignoring the
spirit of democracy.

*

*

*

But it must not be supposed that because the
governed have duties towards the representative system
the governors have only privileges. On the contrary,
it is their task to articulate the general will and to
anticipate it by legislation. And in respect of this, Mr.
Winston Churchill has in our opinion been almost scandalously negligent. W e say nothing at this moment
of his conduct as Home Secretary in wilfully flouting
the best general opinion of the day in the matter of
Capital Punishment. There are some politicians whose
misunderstanding of democracy is so profound that they
identify its voice with the verdict of the gutter and
pride themselves in consequence on being in close
touch with the people. If Mr. Churchill has no other
divining rod of general consent than the columns, let
us say, of the " Evening Times " (the most vulgar
newspaper we remember ever to have seen, and that is
saying a good deal), no doubt he can suppose himself
thoroughly democratic in his attitude towards Capital
Punishment. If, however, he rightly viewed his duty
a s the expression in legislative or administrative deed
of the best general opinion of his day, he would realise
that his conduct in recent criminal cases has been wholly
reactionary.
***

So, too, has been his advocacy of the Referendum,
though with smaller blame, since this poisonous antidemocratic device was first prescribed as a political
remedy by the quacks who write the political leaders in
the Liberal "Nation."
Here also the peril is less again,
because Mr. Churchill is almost alone in the Cabinet
on the subject, and was on the very next day of his
advocacy admirably answered by Mr. Asquith, who,
to do him justice, has kept his ideas as well as his
manners throughout the present campaign. But there
is one area in which Mr. Churchill is both reactionary
in his view and, unfortunately, all-powerful : it is the
area of industry. W e had occasion some two weeks
ago to congratulate the Home Secretary on his preliminary handling of the situation in the South Wales
coalfields. But we added that merely maintaining order
was not enough; the grievance would have thereafter
to be settled. W h a t was our disgust to learn that Mr.
Churchill has in so many words repudiated all responsibility for more than the maintenance of law and order,
and declared that his sole duty is to "keep the ring
clear. " Anything more reactionary, undemocratic, and
barbarous it would be difficult to recall in modern politics. If that is not a n invitation to the men of Tony-
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pandy to fight we do not know what it is.
An
industrial dispute, it appears, is t o Mr. Churchill a mere
cockfight, a t which his sole function is to give the
combatants room and t o see that they have what is
called fair play. Nothing resembling this, however, is
the general opinion in England of Mr. Churchill's duty
in these matters. THE NEW AGE has consistently in
recent years maintained the principles of Representative
Government, sometimes against sections of the public,
sometimes, as now, against members of the Cabinet.
But never in our recollection was i t more urgent that
a member of the Cabinet should be sharply condemned
than Mr. Churchill for his cynical utterance t o South
Wales. W e add one comment: the only defence the
people have against arbitrary, undemocratic conduct
on the part of their rulers is arbitrary, undemocratic
and violent conduct on their own behalf. Force, we
admit, is no remedy, but when a Government fails in its
duty, force is a necessity.

The Pict in Politics.
THE CHANCELLOR
OF THE EXCHEQUER
not very long ago,
in a burst of emotion at the brightening prospect of the
Premiership ahead, informed a meeting of his Welsh
friends that whatever height he might attain hereafter
he would always remain ait heart the village boy. T h a t
is so much better a characterisation of his part in
politics than any yet achieved by the combined brains of
Mr. Garvin and the Duke of Rutland and Mr. Smith
that it is surprising that the Opposition Press have not
adopted it as the key of their criticism.
Mr. Lloyd George is the village boy, and his attitude
towards the House of Lords is that of the village boy
of as a plethoric
towards the village squire-conceived
person in top boots, with a red face, and armed with a
riding crop, who is in possession of apple trees which
the village boy desires to treat a s communal property.
T h e right honourable gentleman's speeches betray in
every sentence the spirit of the village urchin making
long noses at the squire from the safe side of the fence,
to t h e unstinted applause of his comrades.
To say that is not t o blame the Chancellor of the Exchequer. The spirit of the Tory Party has always been
very much that of the village squire, as imagined above.
There is the same assumption that the earth belongs to
him, that the other inhabitants of the village are his
born serfs and that the riding crop is the right and
proper symbol of his superiority.
The assumption is
not generally put into words so plainly as by Lord
Curzon-the
French Revolution gave a much-needed
lesson in manners to the squires-but it underlies the
attitude of the baser sort of Tories, including those
whose fathers were ennobled by Mr. Lloyd George's
predecessors in office. Mr. Lloyd George is perfectly
justified in saying that the language of his opponents
has been considerably more scurrilous than his own.
Squire Western does not mince his words, but unfortunately for him he lacks wit, and even in a bout with
the cudgels science counts for more than brute strength.
The village squire has been stupid enough to try conclusions with the village boy at his own game, and he
has cut a rather sorry figure.
It is significant of the state of education in this
country that both Mr. Lloyd George and his enemies
are in the habit of describing the right honourable
gentleman as a Celt. T h e Celts appear to have been
a Germanic tribe, tall, fah--haired and blonde of complexion, who anticipated by a few centuries the descent
of the other northern folk into the basin of the Mediterranean. The ethnography of the classical writers is
rather loose, and there is no good evidence that any
Celt ever saw the shores of Britain.
The group of
languages now classed as Celtic were probably introduced into these islands 'in comparatively recent times
by peoples allied with the Slaves of Eastern Europe.
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But however that may be, it is certain that Britain had
been colonised long before, by a race, probably a whole
series of races, coming from the Mediterranean, and
ultimately from Africa. To this layer in the populations
modern ethnologists have applied the name Pict, and t o
this layer t h e Chancellor of the Exchequer undoubtedly
belongs.
Pict, of course, is not a scientific term. The Picts of
the Rotman historians may have been Celts or Slaves, or
anything else for aught we know to the contrary. But
the name will serve t o distinguish the small, dark men
who form the staple of the population of Wales, Cornwall and other regions of the W e s t of Great Britain and
Ireland, and constitute a far larger element in the
village population all over England than is generally
recognised. Over this layer of serfs have flowed successive waves of conquerors, British, Saxon, Danish and
Norman, but it has never been exterminated nor wholly
driven out. The Pict has lived on as the thrall of the English thane, the villein of the Norman baron.
Such is
the race which the last extension of the franchise has
called up from the social deep, and Mr. Lloyd George
is the Moses who is leading it back t o the Promised
Land of its ancestors.
In his Paragon speech the Chancellor of the Exchequer described the Normans, fairly enough, as a g a n g
of raiders from the Continent. The description is, of
course, equally true of their Danish predecessors, of the
Angles and Saxons, and of every other swarm of immigrants who arrived during t h e prehistoric ages. T h e
further back we g o the more savage were t h e raiders,
and the more brutal their treatment of the previous inhabitants Even the paleolithic folk who dispossessed the
elks and bears probably dealt with them by methods
which would call forth the stern reproof of the
N. S. P. C. A. The Chancellor of the Exchequer is
probably descended from the neolithic conquerors.
His ancestors landed in England armed with sharper
flints than the race in possession, and took advantage
of their superior weapons to massacre the unhappy
paleolithians, much as we massacred the Dervishes.
The neolithians must have been cannibals: The head of
the Lloyd George family, a t the end of a very one-sided
fight, sat down t o a meal of roasted village boy, and
stocked his harem with half-a-dozen good-looking
village girls. I t is difficult t o see the moral superiority
of such procedure over that of William the Conqueror
and his friends.
These considerations are submitted to the right
honourable gentleman, not in the hope of softening his
language, till such time as the village squire softens his,
but in the hope of softening his judgment.
The resurrection of the Pict is an accomplished fact,
which no bad language on the part of the village squire
can alter. Mr. Lloyd George recently demanded equal
rights for all white men. Ethnologically speaking, the
Pict is not a white man, but a black; and it is to the
underlying sympathy of blood that we may attribute the
evident disposition of the party led by Mr. Lloyd George
to favour the black races in the empire in their revolts
T h e vigour of the white
against white domination.
stock, the Homo Europaeus Linnaeus, is verging on
exhaustion in England, as formerly in Spain, and the
decadence of the country is the natural and probable
consequence which may be anticipated. In Spain the
result was accelerated by the labours of the Inquisition.
N o one who recognises how thoroughly the Protestant
Reformation was a Teutonic movement can fail to see
that in exterminating t h e Protestants of Spain the Inquisition was really exterminating the Visigothic stock
to which that nation had owed its greatness. In England a similar process its being carried out by the
bureaucracy. Men of courage and initiation and brains
a r e everywhere being hounded out of the public service,
with the results that w e have had a foretaste of in
India already.
At home it is more difficult every day for the original
man t o make his mark, and for the strong man to
obtain the barest toleration. The policy of hounding
out brains must bring the country to grief, a s it brought
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the Unionist Party. The best argument against the fitness of the House of Lords to rule the country is its
proved unfitness to manage its own affairs. If there
are not enough brains in the service of the aristocracy
to defend 'it against its own farm labourers, how can
it defend the British Empire against external and internal foes? There are probably a thousand, there are
certainly a hundred, 'better platform orators in the
country than Mr. Lloyd George. But the clique that
governs the Unionist Councils does not look for them,
and does not want them. I t rejoices when a Winston
Churchill goes over to its enemies. The only possible
successor to Mr. Balfour is Mr. Burns. But when Mr.
Balfour felt disposed to retire not long a g o he
nominated-Lord Hugh Cecil !
The triumph of the Pict means government by Mr.
Lloyd George. It is vain for Mr. Keir Hardie to try
to go one better than his rival by reviving republicanism. The moment royalty in this country makes a
false step, the moment, it follows the example of the
House of Lords, Mr. George will brush Mr. Hardie
aside, as he has brushed him aside in the present controversy. Ne will deal to royalty the same measure
that he is dealing to aristocracy, and he, and not Mr.
Hardie, will be the first President of the British
Republic.
That is the character in which it is to be desired
that he should consider himself in the future. Actually,
if not nominally, he is approaching the position of a
popular dictator. H e is doing so as the leader of the
Pict revolt. But the King of England should not revenge the injuries of the Prince of Wales.
No country has ever stood in more urgent need of a
king than the British Empire stands at this moment.
By a king is not meant a sacred figurehead moved by
invisible wires pulled by anonymous clerks in Whitehall. That is what spells ruin. What is needed is one
who shall be the master of the examination-wallahs instead of a shield for their incompetence. There is at
this moment no personage in the country to whom any
sane man would dream of carrying a n appeal against
any wrong, however grave, perpetrated by a permanent
official Love of fairplay and justice are English
virtues. The Pict does not possess them. F i f t y years
ago the man with a grievance was the hero of the
nation. The Press was at his command, the Liberal
Party was his sworn! champion. I t is so still in the
United States. The advent of the Pict has changed all
that in Britain. The man who foresaw all the trouble
in India, and who protested against the measure that
produced it, was hounded out of the Indian Civil Service; and not a man, from the King on his throne to
the editor of a halfpenny paper, took the smallest interest in his fate.
These are the things that bring great empires down.
Not German invasions, not Socialist candidates, but the
universal decay of that sense of justice which is, in the
long run, only enlightened self-interest.
Throughout the public utterances of Mr. Lloyd
George, so far, there has breathed no faint recognition
of any responsibility for the use of the great power
placed in his hands. His religion, like that of most
people in our age and country, is the worship of the
worst-and particularly the worst voter. Every other
recipient o f an old age pension has a vote. The service
of the poor, 'in masses, hath its exceeding great reward
for a politician. This is not said b y way of condemnation. Everything that Mr. George has done, or may
do hereafter, for the poorer classes, will deserve warm
commendation, and will earn it in the acceptable shape
of votes. But the welfare of the poor is not truly attained a t the expense of injustice. What we miss in
our new ruler is that ever-present sense. in the mind of
Gladstone that his power was a trust, and that while
he held it he was responsible to a yet higher Power
for its exercise.
The Chancellor of the Exchequer has proclaimed his
belief that the recent improvement in the trade returns
is a Divine reward for one of his Budgets-a Divine
reward to the working classes for having voted them-
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selves pensions out of other people's pockets. If h e
goes far in that vein he will encroach on preserves
hitherto regarded as the peculiar property of the German Emperor. Yet if he sincerely believes that the
Tower of Siloam fell on the guilty, he may be recommended to study the career of another politician who at
one time held the same place in the affections of the
democracy that is now held by himself, and whose
language about the aristocracy who toil not, neither do
they spin, was not less uncompromising than his own.
Respice finem.
There is no more searching test of the character of
a statesman' than his bestowal of what is shamefully
called patronage. Every public post is a trust, and the
aristocracy are now being punished for treating it as a
perquisite.
How far is the present representative of
Providence superior to his predecessors in this respect?
Every public employment is a s clearly the rightful property of the man best fitted for it a s his top and marbles
are the rightful property of the village boy. How far
does the village boy in politics recognise and act upon
that principle? If any statesman, solicited for a great
public post by a capable applicant should respond : " Let
him first come and cringe to me, and then I will do
what I can for him," that statesman would act a s a
traitor to his country f a r more truly than by expressing disapproval of an aggressive war. The clerk who
embezzles his employer's cash goes to prison, but
nothing is done to the clerks and politicians who bestow
important posts upon the dull sons of dull fathers, while
the Burtons and the Gordons are contemptuously thrust
out of the way.
There 'is no need to call in the aid of miracle to account for the decadence of a nation which can no longer
produce a single statesman willing to put his patriotic
duty before his private feelings of revenge or friendship.
The Pictish revolt is not the only fermentation going
on in the social deep. The neolithic ages have left
other legacies beside the village boys of Ton-y-pandy,
who have revenged their treatment by the Liberal
member for Cardiff by wrecking and plundering the
shops of their unoffending neighbours.
Mischief is
afoot nearer Downing Street. In the neolithic ages
there were no kings, but only queens, and in every
savage society the women exercise political rights.
The transfer of the sceptre from the female to the male
is one of the most recent achievements of civilisation,
and traces of it meet us everywhere in law and in history. The Salic law records the Frankish revolution.
I n Russia the ukases ran in the name of the Tsar's
mother as well as his own down to the nineteenth
century. To-day the woman is coming back, and her
methods are stamped by the same spirit as the Picts of
Ton-y-pandy. The social sediment of ages retains i t s
primitive instincts. The women who kicked Mr. Birrell
in St. James' Park are not to be distinguished by any
true criterion from the men who have flung bombs at
Italian kings and French presidents and Spanish prime
ministers.
There is a strain of the Pict in all of us by this time,
and the triumph of the Picts is seen as much in the
emergence of that strain as in the emergence of individuals.
When Mr. Balfour publicly excused the
hooligans who broke Quaker windows during the Boer
W a r , he left himself without a logical right to denounce
Picts or Suffragettes or other anarchists. Mr. Lloyd
George is not the only Pict in politics. H e is the
representative Pict .
There is in the character of this striking figure a
vein of cruelty, of levity, and of arrogance, which, combined with his great charm of outward manner and
appearance, gives him a certain resemblance to that
other village boy who became Duke of Buckingham.
Mobs have their favourites as well as kings, and the
Villiers of the democracy has not been untouched by
the temptations that turned the head of George Villiers,
and involved him in a tragic fate. To-day the minion
of fortune rides on the whirlwind and directs the storm.
Respice finem.
ANTHROPOLOGIST.
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Foreign Affairs.
By S. Verdad.
SINCE
I last wrote on the subject in these columns, the
Canadian Navy question has assumed a rather more
acute phase. The so-called Nationalists, who belong
mainly to the Province of Quebec, although also, of
course, to the other Provinces in Canada where FrenchCanadian influence is strong, have started a widespread propaganda against having a Navy at all, and
against subsidising the British Navy in any way.
Their point of view, nominally, is that the land defence
of Canada is already entrusted to the Canadian Militia,
and that an attack by sea is either extremely unlikely
or would in any case have t o be met by the British
Atlantic Fleet.
When I say that this is the nominal view of the Nationalists, I simply mean that they d o not actually believe
in it themselves. The anti-naval propaganda which is
now beginning is merely the first step towards’ the
decision of a question which was sooner or later bound
to come to a head, viz., is Canada to be ruled by the
French-Canadians, as has been hitherto the case, or is
she to be ruled by the emigrants who have recently
been pouring in from England, Scotland, Ireland, and
America, in such unprecedented numbers ? In short,
while hitherto there has been only one political influence
in Canada that counted, i.e., French-Canadian influence, there are now two, the French-Canadian influence
and the Imperialistic influence, the latter largely
fostered and almost instinctively supported by the
British settlers, whose number is now large enough t o
count at the polls.
The fear that the development of
this Imperialistic sentiment may bring about conscription and a large navy,and thus lead Canada into complications with the United States, is partly at the bottom
of the new- agitation ; but the main factor at the back of
it is that the French-Canadians are desperately anxious
not to lose their political “pull,” and the relatively large
amount of ‘‘boodle” which it ensures to them. The
Conservatives, who have not been in power for some
years, are enthusiastic supporters of Canadian Imperialism ; but the Liberals, who have been in power for a
long time under the leadership of Sir Wilfrid Laurier,
are beginning to be divided o n the point, and then
there is a third, o r Nationalist, group which is, a s yet,
unrepresented in the Canadian House of Commons
except by one or two men--Mr. F. D. Monk, for
example.
I do not propose to thresh this matter out fully on
the present occasion, for a t its actual stage it is local
rather than Imperial, but when I come to deal with
Federalism in this journal I shall have more to say on
the subject. In the meantime I would merely remark
that it would be better for Canada In the immediate
future if mare attention were paid t o the finances of the
country, as otherwise nothing is more certain than that
there will be a crash, such as that which staggered
Argentine in 1891, and caused Turkey to repudiate
Canada,
part of her public debt in the seventies.
it cannot be too clearly understood, is being run on
borrowed money, and although much of this bears only
2 per cent. to 3 per cent. interest a very fair proportion
of it has been borrowed at rates ranging as high as
5 to 6 per cent., at which figure even Turkey can
borrow.
Canadian credit depends solely on the
harvests. I believe I am correct in stating that one
bad harvest would bring about a very grave state of
affairs, and that if a second bad harvest followed the
first-a thing which is by no means improbable-the
country might at once declare itself bankrupt.
In
Stock Exchange circles recently, it has been openly
stated that Canada is now engaged in performing that
feat which is technically known a s outrunning the
constable.
The little outbreak o n two Portuguese battleships a t
Rio had no particular political significance, unless we
reckon the scaring of the President out of his wits
under this head. It had another significance, however,
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which may be more particularly appreciated a t various
clubs throughout t h e country, both Conservative and
Liberal.
I t had long been maintained by various
political wiseacres, who thought they were in the know,
that the three Brazilian Dreadnoughts which had
recently been, ordered from England had not been
despatched to Brazil a t all, but that they were “somewhere off the English coast” in case any trouble with
Germany should break out.
The notion of three
Dreadnoughts belonging to another Power solmemnly
cruising between the Thames and the Shetlands and
back, is amusing; but the story I refer to gained more
credit than it deserved, because a t least one Cabinet
Minister encouraged it in the N.L.C. The reports, however, show that two of the Brazilian Dreadnoughts, the
“Minas Geraes” and the “Sao Paulo,” were actually at
Rio, while the third, the “Rio de Janeiro,” is not yet
completed. When it is, I may add, it will proceed to
South American waters.
As for Mexico, it is not generally known that no less
than three attempts were made to assassinate President
Diaz in the course of the last twelve months, but the
Government hushed them up. That the President is
unpopular with the law-breaking section of the population, which is very numerous, is admitted; that the
United States will take advantage of any signs of disorder to occupy the country and then annex it, is also
well known. Being a s unstable a s water, the Mexicans
themselves cannot excel. Only one-fifth of them are
even of the white race, the remainder being either pure
Indians of a low type or half-castes. Were it not for
the financial interests involved they might be left to
stew in their own juice.
Several Wall Street magnates, however, have already realised the possibilities
of Mexican cotton-growing when the system of artificial irrigation is extended, and others take more than
a merely passing interest in Mexican sugar. I do not
think it likely that Mexico will be occupied on this
occasion; but when Mr. Roosevelt becomes President
of the United States again there will be some interesting developments.
I am contemplating a slight change in the form of
these notes on Foreign Affairs. When I began them
about seven months ago, as I stated in a letter written
subsequently in reply to criticism by Mr. Bax, it was
my aim, to give the readers of THENEWAGE the facts,
and to let them deduce the conclusions therefrom. In
the course of the summer and autumn, however, I have
observed that this paper penetrates into certain
quarters, notably crusty Conservative clubs and solemn
Liberal clubs-not
to speak of the Fabian Society-whose members, to say the least, cannot be trusted- t o
apply their minds to a n international problem and to
arrive a t a decision which stands far above the ordinary
level of party
. I hereby give notice, therefore,that in future may save them this trouble if I think it
necessary. In short, I propose to set forth principles
a s well as merely facts.

politics

I t is not only in clubland, however, that principles
such a s I indicate are needed. There are not more than
six daily newspapers in the country that may be relied
upon to pronounce adequate and proper decisions on
Continental politics. Perhaps their general and inordinate anxiety to give the public what it wants may
account for this. A vulgar scene in the Reichstag, or
in the Chamber of Deputies, calls for greater attention
on the part of the average editor than a single phrase
from the lips of a statesman that may embody a new
principle of the utmost importance.
If, however, it be pleaded in extenuation that the
editor of a daily works under too great pressure to
keep on the look out for important declarations, what
shall we say of our weeklies and monthlies, the literary
staffs of which, presumably, have time? (Knowledge of
the subject, too, may make up for much lack of time).
Apart from THENEW AGE, I cannot call to mind a
single English weekly or monthly in which Foreign
Affairs are treated with impartiality, insight, or discrimination, much less all three.
Mais nous changerons tout cela.
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Bankrupt Turkey.
By Allen Upward
(Author of The East End of Europe : the Report
“

of an Unofficial Mission ”).

IV. Financing Insolvency.
THE individual who obtains money by false pretences
exposes himself to the penalties of the Courts. I t is
fortunate for the Young T u r k s that the H a g u e Tribunal
has not yet been invested with a criminal jurisdiction
over governments.
Turkey is in a chronic state of indebtedness because
she has no means of increasing her revenue, and dares
not lessen her expenditure. T h e treaties to which she
owes her continued existence forbid her to raise her
Customs dues without the consent of the Powers ; and
there a r e always enough Powers interested in keeping
her weak, to render this permission difficult to obtain.
She i s unable to increase her internal taxation because
a great part of the population is unaccustomed to make
the necessary sacrifices.
T h e Municipality of Constantinople is afraid to levy the rates required to raise
the capital to the level of a French provincial town. T h e
Arabs would laugh at a n attempt to plant a n octroi in
their deserts. The attempt to tax the Albanians produced a civil war, which ended only when the attempt at
taxation ended.
A third source of wealth remains to Turkey in her
undeveloped minerals, a n d in the rich agricultural lands
of Mesopotamia. But to make these resources available
there is need of the very qualities in which t h e T u r k s a r e
most deficient, stability, industry, and administrative
capacity. In this country the very railways have proved
a financial burden to the State. Every industrial concession, moreover, is made a question of politics. T h e
only countries t h a t can wisely be permitted to exploit
Turkey are those t h a t have no territorial ambitions
there, such as America and Belgium. But concessions
are the price paid by the Turks for protection, and thus
she is constantly adding new rivets to her chain. W o r s e
complications a r e caused by the Turkish jealousy of
foreigners, as such, and the still continued omnipotence
of bakshish. T h e eminent English engineer, Willcocks,
was sent to the Euphrates valley to carry out a scheme
of irrigation. Already the vali of Baghdad has officially
denounced him as incapable and extravagant, a n d the
Turkish press has demanded his dismissal.
One
English admiral engaged to reorganise the navy has
resigned ; his successor has been obliged to demand the
resignation of the Minister of Marine.
Unable to raise a revenue by taxation, incapable of
developing their country themselves, and unwilling to let
others do so for them, the Young Turks have found
themselves faced by a n annual deficit of ten o r twelve
millions. The whole of this sum may be put down as
unproductive expenditure. I n other words, it is not
being invested in public works which might be expected
to repay the outlay. It is the cost of Turkish military
ambition, and at the same time the cost of keeping the
Young Turks in power.
Because the Committee of
Union and Progress no longer h a s the country behind it.
It never had the conservative T u r k s ; t h e capital itself
is only kept from revolt by martial law. I t has lost the
support of the Liberals a n d of the Christians; and it
enjoys only the strictly qualified support of the
Albanians.
In short the present government is a
military despotism, resting on the sword, a n d it h a s to
bribe its Pretorians. I n return for all this military a n d
naval expenditure it can point to the fact that the island
of Crete is still severed from Greece, contrary to the
wishes of its inhabitants.
Such is the object for which the Greeks of the empire
a r e expected to contribute a s “ Ottomans.” Bulgaria
is also being held at bay at the expense of the Bulgarian
“Ottomans.” In consequence there has been a greater
emigration of Macedonian Bulgars than in the worst
days of Abdul Hamid.
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I n the meantime the Young Turks have onIy one
resource open t o them, the credulity of the European
investor. T h e annual deficit h a s to be met by a n annual
loan. Christendom must be beguiled into financing the
revolt of Islam.
T h e amount of capital seeking for investments is so
great that it would seem impossible for any demand of
money to be too unreasonable to succeed. Moreover, the
T u r k s have one important asset in the financial market
for which they a r e entitled to full credit : it is the friendship of the Jews. Turkey is t h e one country in which
anti-Semitism has never flourished, in ancient or modern
times.
I t is equally creditable to the Turks and to
certain Jewish financiers that the latter should be disposed to aid the former in obtaining money from
Christian pockets. T h e Young T u r k s were well advised
when they appointed Djavid Bey, a Jew by descent, as
their Minister of Finance.
But while a Jew, and
especially a German-born Jew, may have motives for
assisting the Young T u r k s which are wholly praiseworthy, as far as he is concerned, it does not follow
that the English Christian should not button up his
pocket .
I n order to pave the way for their first loan, that of
1909, the Young T u r k s resorted to a device that might
have excited envy in the late President of Venezuela.
I n the month of December 1908 a public announcement appeared in the journals of Europe, by which the
Ottoman Government invited its foreign creditors t o
register their claims within forty days at the various
Ottoman consulates, with a view to payment. T h e
Turkish Chamber solemnly voted a special budget for
the discharge of these long-standing claims.
The
Ministry of Finance undertook t o draw up a scheme for
the purpose, and a Floating Debt Commission was
promised, which would administer the fund, and arrange
for the steady extinction of t h e debt.
T h e whole of these fine promises have proved to be
as pure a piece of hypocrisy as the Constitution itself.
Not a single instalment of a single debt has so far been
paid off, and, so far as can be ascertained, n o scheme
has been prepared. T h e Floating Debt Commission
sits in a castle in the ait..
Meanwhile the comedy has served the object with
which it was played. Europe, in t h e first flush of its
enthusiasm for the Young Turks, w a s convinced of the
integrity of the new government. T h e loan,was obtained
on favourable terms. T h e world believed that Turkey
had turned over a new leaf, and rushed to its assistance.
T h e writing on this new leaf resembles too much the
writing on the old. O n both one misses the word
‘‘ Paid.”

The House Upon the Sand.
By Alfred Ollivant.
I.
SOME
Men built their House upon the Sand, and dwelt
in it in Coronets.
It was a lordly House with buttresses of gold, shining domes and pinnacles, and great pleasure gardens ;
and it shone in the sun so that everybody admired it,
especially those who lived in it.
In the cellars were bags and bags of bullion, and in
the centre tower there was a gilded spire.
I n t h i s tower there lived a Hoary Priest who rang a
bell all day and chaunted solemnlyThis House is holy, holy: it is built
Upon the Rock Impregnable of Truth,
I a m here.
T h e Proof of which is this-that
And every time the Priest made an end of chaunting, the Men in Coronets rose in their robes from the
cushioned benches on which they sat, and bowed their
heads, and chaunted very reverentlyThis House is holy, holy: so are we.
Amen. S o be it. Hear and be afraid.
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II.
Now the House upon the Sand stood for a long time ;
and then the rain descended and the floods began to
creep towards it.
The Men in Coronets stood on the stately terrace
before the House and watched the glimmer of the quiet
tide creeping towards them.
At first it seemed so far off t h a t they were not afraid.
But when it still crept on, sweeping over sandhills and
breakwaters, and flooding in upon every side, until the
House within its gardens stood out like an island in a
waste of waters, they began t o be uneasy and gathered
in groups upon the terrace to watch.
“ I t can’t go on,” said one.
“ I t can’t rise much higher,” said a second.
“ It can’t flow for ever,” said a third.
“ I t can,” said Young Faithful, the Seer, with the
forward eyes. “THISIS THE TIDE THAT ALWAYS FLOWS
AND NEVER EBBS.”

And when they heard that they began t o be afraid.
Then the Wise Elder, who led them, a burly old man
and bearded, came to the wall of the terrace and looked
out over the flood.
“Things have gone too far,” he said. “If the tide
rises any further it will encroach upon our pleasure
gardens ; and everything for which we stand will be
lost. W e must g o down and meet it.”
So he gathered his robes in his a r m s and left the
terrace; and they all followed him but Young Faithful,
the Seer, who stayed behind and examined the foundations of the House.
Then the Wise Elder, when he carne to the edge of
the water, drew a furrow in the sand with his finger,
and said t o the tide“ S o far and no further, O my friend.”
And he raised his arms and stretched them over the
waters and chaunted solemnlyThis House is holy, holy: so are we.
Amen. S o be it. Hear and be afraid.
And the Men in Coronets chaunted with him.
Then slowly the Wise Elder trailed back across the
sands; and he was very grave and his brow was knit.
And when he came t o the House he prodded the Sand
upon which it was built and said as though t o himself“This is rock-bed-rock,”
and he looked up inquiringly a t Young Faithful, the Seer, who answered
nothing.
Then one of the others whispered“ Hark to the Priest !”
A n d they hushed; and in the hush they could hear
the Hoary Priest within chauntingThis House is holy, holy: it is built
U p o n the Rock Impregnable of Truth.
And the Wise Elder, when he heard that, nodded and
walked across to the wall of the terrace, and looked
back the way he had come.
Beneath him the quiet tide was stealing on its way.
I t had filled up the furrow he had drawn, had welled
over it, and was creeping on towards the House.
Then the Wise Elder drew a deep breath that was
almost a sigh.
“ I don’t understand,” he said ; and he looked across
the great flood, and the wind blew his grey beard till
it curled, and he shook his head and said, “ I shall g o
back t o God, and ask Him if there is not some mistake.”
And he lay down beneath the terrace-wall, and turned
his face away from t h e incoming flood, and died.
And all the Men in Coronets were sad ; for he had
led them wisely and well for many years.

III.
The tide rippled on towards the House.
T h e Men in Coronets watched it with growing agitation, while the Hoary Priest chaunted within.
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Now they had lost their old leader ; so they turned to
the Next Elder.
And the Next Elder was a nice old man, lank and
bald, and with a great beak like a puffin; and he had
beautiful manners but not much mind.
So the Men in Coronets gathered about ‘him and
said-“It’s still coming on. What’s to be done?’
Then the Next Elder s a t on his stool, and swayed
to and fro, and said after he had waggled his head a
great while“ I don’t know. I can’t say. Ask somebody else,
please. All I know is it’s very serious.”
Then Little George arose; and he was small, pale,
and very superior
And he said“ I f y o u won’t give advice, I will.” And he got
upon a small tub and said : “ I have now taken my
proper place as your leader.”
And they all gathered round him because there was
nobody else to gather round ; and they said“ W h a t shall we do?”
Then Little George screwed his face, and clenched
his fist, and hit the air with it, and cried“ Fight !”
Then some of them grew very excited and some very
sad ; and some hopped and shouted “Three cheers !”
and the Next Elder just lay down and cried.
And Dismal Doubter drooped his head and said“ Shan’t we hurt ourselves ?”
But Old Haughty rolled up his sleeves and
answered“ W h a t if we d o ? Come on.”
And Tiny Twinkle looked good and asked“ Who a r e we going to fight? ”
T u which Young Faithful, the Seer, answered with
a smile+

“ T H E TIDE THAT ALWAYS FLOWS AND NEVER EBBS.”

Then some said it was too late, but all except Young
Faithful, the Seer, who stayed behind to examine the
foundations of the House, agreed t o follow Little
George.
So they all got their buckets and their spades and
followed Little George down the steps of the terrace
shouting and talking, t o fight the TIDE THAT ALWAYS
FLOWS AND NEVER EBBS.

And when they came to the quiet, creeping waters,
smiling and shining in the sun, they looked at them.
And a t last the Next Elder said to Little George“ W h a t next, please? ”
So Little George answered“ W h y , slap it, man, slap it !” and he stepped forward and slapped the face of the water with the flat
of his spade ; and it rose up and splashed him, laughing.
“ It’s slapped me back !” gasped Little George, retreating, drenched; and he took his pail and scooped
up some inflowing water, and flung it back whence it
carne in a passion, screaming“ Will that stop you ?”
And a swelling ripple caught the thrown water,
swallowed it, and flung it back about the ankles of the
flinger.
Then Little George looked round him with the tears
in his eyes.
All along the sands the Men in Coronets were slapping the water, as he had told them and getting
drenched, or building little castles and standing in
them, o r throwing up sand parapets against the advancing flood-all but Tiny Twinkle, who had taken
off his shoes and stockings and was paddling with glee.

THE TIDE

THAT ALWAYS

FLOWS

AND

NEVER

EBBS,

smiling as it came, washed away castles and parapets
and wetted those who trusted t o them.
“ I t ’ s all no good. Back to the House!” cried the
Men in Coronets, and fled helter-skelter across the
sands.
And Little George trudged after them, very pale,
spiteful, and superior.
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IV.
And when he got to the terrace, where the Men in
Coronets stood and shivered in their wet things, they
all got round him and shouted‘‘ This is your doing. We were dry at all events
before. Now we’re wet to the skin, and no better off
than we were.”
“ You can have somebody else to lead you now,” said
Little George. “I’m done with you,” and he marched
through them, very pale and superior, and entered the
House, and sat down on the cushioned bench, and
turned his back on everybody but himself.
And they all followed him and gathered round the
Hoary Priest as he tolled his bell and chaunted very
slow and solemnThis House is holy, holy: it is built
Upon the Rock Impregnable of T r u t h - And then there came a great shock and a great
surprise : for before the Priest could finish his chaunt,
Young Faithful, the Seer, arose and said“My friends, this House is not built upon the Rock,
but upon the Sands of Mammon.’’
And when they had recovered from their shock, they
all cried“Shame!” and some were for putting him outside.
And while they disputed, Young Faithful went to a n
upper window and peered out on the flood, and the
light fell on his face.
And Tiny Twinkle beneath saw him and called up
shrilly“ Young Faithful, the Seer, what d’you see? ”
And there was a silence ; and En the silence Young
Faithful answered“ I see the TIDE THAT ALWAYS FLOWS AND NEVER EBBS.
I t has gathered about the base of the House, quietly
rippling like a woman’s hair when it is loosed. And
every ripple a s it laps about the base of the House
washes away a little sand. I t is so gentle, so calm, so
strong that I can almost love it.”
“ Better join it, then,” said Little George spitefully,
with his back still turnled.
“ I will,” said Young Faithful, the Seer, and he
came down and went out and trusted himself to the
great waters, which received him with joy and bore
him away haven-wards, smiling and singing and
calIing to the others to have faith and follow.
And Tiny Twinkle, when he saw Young Hopeful
borne away havenwards upon the flood, pattered down
to the water, crying“ Me too ! ” and was borne away havenwards himself, smiling and singing and calling to the others to
have faith and follow.
And some of the others had faith and followed, and
were borne away havenwards, they, too, smiling and
singing.
But those that feared to follow talked among themselves and said that they were a bulwark against the
flood; and Old Haughty said that it was their duty to
stay where they were and not run away like those fellers; and Little George added, amid cheers, that in
doing this they were considering everybody but themselves.
V.
Then they all retired into the House.
And they put up the shutters, and closed the door,
and locked and barred and bolted.
And the Men in Coronets sat doggedly within, listening to the lapping of the waters without and the Hoary
Priest chaunting in the tower.
I t was very dark inside; only a glimmer here and
there from the shining waters without lit them through
a crack of the door.
And there was no sound but the lapping of the waters
eating away the foundations of the House, and the
chaunting of the Hoary Priest, and the sobbing of
Dismal Doubter, who said that the end had come.
“ W h a t if it has !” cried Old Haughty, sitting very
straight with folded arms. ‘‘We’ve done our duty.”
Then as the waters rose the House began to rock.
And the water dribbled in under the door and began
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to fill the cellar, and wash about among the bullion
there, and flood the floor, so that the Man in Coronets
s a t dolefully with robes tucked up and their feet wet.
Then Old Haughty rose and said“This will never do. T o stay here is to drown.”
So the Next Elder said very meekly‘‘ What now, please?”
Then Old Haughty answered“ We must sally.”
So they stripped off their robes, and stood up naked
in their Coronets, and each strapped a bag of bullion
on his back.
And Old Haughty said to the Hoary Priest“Will you come?”
But the Hoary Priest seemed not t o hear, and sat
where he was and tolled the bell with his hand and
chaunted with his mouth as he had done for centuries.
Then they opened the door and stood on the top step
and looked out over the quiet tide that shone about
them.
And Dismal Doubter said“ Which way ?”
So Old Haughty answered“ We must paddle across t o the other side.”
But Dismal Doubter shook his head and said“ I s there another side?--THE TIDE THAT ALWAYS
FLOWS AND NEVER EBBS seems to me to have covered
the Earth.”
“Come,” said Old Haughty. ‘‘Let’s try at all
events. ”
And he stalked down the steps into the water very
proud and naked, his bag of bullion on his back, and
his Coronet upon his head ; and they all followed him.
And the bag of bullion weighed him down so that he
could not float as Young Faithful had done. Moreover, he had no faith.
Then Old Haughty paddled on till he came to his
knees; and he paddled on till he came to his neck; and
he paddled on till only his Coronet showed above the
water like a floating sunflower.
And when he had got that far he turned and came
slowly back. First his eyes appeared above the water,
and then his nose, and then his mouth. And he opened
it in a round O and said rather breathlessly“ No go.
Too deep.”
So they trailed back up the steps naked and shining,
and very sad.
And there Little George, who had
quite come to himself again, mounted the small tub
once more, but this time without his clothes, and
delivered a short address ’while the water dripped off
him, and said-“My lords, there is nothing left for us to do but to
die with dignity.”
And he got down off the small tub with the bag of
bullion on his back, and the water dripping from him,
and led the way into the House very sadly; and they all
followed him and the door was shut.

VI.
And the TIDE THAT ALWAYS FLOWS AND NEVER EBBS
rose and rose.
And at last the House floated off upon it like a
bubble that is just about to burst.
And as it floated there rose from within the solemn
chaunt of the Hoary PriestThis House is holy, holy: it is built
U p o n the Rock Impregnable of Truth,
The proof of which i s this-that I a m here,
and the solemn response of the Men in Coronets who
sat and dripped in the darkness withinThis House is holy, holy: so are w e .
Amen. S o be it. Hear and be afraid.
Then a gentle wind rose and blew upon the flood.
And the House that was a bubble burst; and those
within it, willy nilly, joined the flood, and the bags of
bullion tumbled off their backs, and they were borne
along havenwards, smiling and singing, like little
children who have waked at last from a long bad
dream.
And that is the story of the House upon the Sand,
and the Men in Coronets who dwelt in it.
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couple of seats at a general election is sheer waste, even
if they are broken, because the results are lost sight of
in the general excitement, unless, of course, they happen
By W. L. George.
to be ministers’ seats. Even then the defeat is liable to
MR.HERBERTJACOBS, chairman of the Men’s League
be put down to the tariff question, the House of Lords,
for Women’s Suffrage, is to contest East St. Pancras
to anything but suffrage. I do not argue that Suffraon his society’s ticket. H e is sallying forth, a lonely
gists should not fight at general elections ; indeed, I
champion, at least so I presume, as Mr. Joseph Clayton
urged them to do so in THENEW AGE (September 30,
is not likely to persist in his candidature now that Mr.
1909), but even then I suggested a minimum of twenty
Belloc has retired from South Salford. Let me say at
contests. One or two are as drops in the ocean.
once that I admire his courage, but let me say also
(4). The Suffragists do not hesitate to show their
that his attempt appears to me as ill-advised as many
weakness, which damages their cause : Mr. Bulley obof the Suffragist schemes. I am a t once impelled to
tained 639 votes out of a total poll of 12,519! This
ask him whether he expects to win. I do not know
recalls the error of the Social Democrats when they
the exact conditions in East St. Pancras, but I have
stood at Hampstead local elections twenty-five years
doubts as to his prospects. The total poll in January
ago. W h y not St. George’s, Hanover Square? say I’
was just over 7,800; given the age of the register, we
t o the Social Democrats. Likewise to the Suffragists :
can expect it next week to be about 7,000. N o candiW h y not Oxford University?
date can therefore be elected unless he polls about
These four conclusions point to a state of chaos in the
Suffrage ranks. Their contests are unordered, their
2,400;likewise Mr. Clayton, if he contests South Salmotives uncertain; they single out men, not parties;
ford, must collect about 2,300 votes. I cannot believe
they fight on personalities, not measures. Above all,
that either of these gentlemen is so optimistic as to
they have no idea of reserving their force o r choosing
think that he can turn a third of the voters from their
their ground: they are so willing to run their heads
political faith : I should be glad to think it possible.
against brick walls that I wonder whether they can
I t therefore appears at once that Mr. Jacobs does
see them.
not fight to win. If he does not fight to win he fights
I trust that I may be pardoned destructive criticism
in view of the fact that I also claim to build. Fourteen
to break the Liberal seat, and he will probably achieve
months ago I was already writing in favour of seat
his object. As regards South Salford, I understand
breaking : let therefore no Suffragist call me a false
that the object of the contest would be to rid the House
friend o r accuse me of dissembling my love by kicking
of Commons of so dangerous an Anti-Socialist as Mr.
the movement downstairs. The following are roughly
Belloc, and here again the method may succeed if
the principles of seat breaking on which, I think, the
applied. But there is more in this idea of seat breaking
Suffragist attack should be based.
than appears at the first glance if we look back upon
( I ) Persians do not matter ; parties do.
I t is better
recent contests. I leave aside the Wimbledon election,
t o frighten, a Government by breaking a Whip on his
appointment than to wage a vain battle against the
where Mr. Bertrand Russell was beaten by Mr. Chaplin
Premier himself. If a few members lose their seats at
by close on 7,000 votes, because there the Suffragist
a general election the party is but little weakened,
fought to win and wore Liberal colours : that election
whereas if a minister is beaten the others begin to
was a waste of good effort and money. W e have a
think.
better instance in the Rossendale election in January last,
(2) I t is not much use fighting at a general election,
when Mr. Lewis Harcourt polled 7,185, the Conservafor the reasons given in conclusion No. 3. On the
tive 4,695, and Mr. Bulley, the Suffragist, 639. This
other hand, for the same reasons, it is often worth
while to fight a bye-election.
is a fine example of an attempt a t seat breaking, but
(3) Suffragists, must choose their ground. Here is
here again I understand that the object of the Suffrathe crux of my argument. In 1909and 1910a number
gists was to turn out the Liberal because he was an
of bye-elections involved both private members and
anti-Suffragist and not because he was a Liberal.
ministers on their promotion. Several of these would
Four conclusions follow on this brief analysis :have provided good contests for Suffragists. For
instance Sir Christopher Furness had a majority of 777
( I ) . In two cases the Suffragists fight or fought
at Hartlepool, Captain Guest 426 in East Dorset. I n
against Liberals because they are anti-Suffragists.
these cases Suffragists polling respectively 800 and 500
This, I submit, is ridiculous, because the removal of the
Liberal votes, would’ have kept the Liberal out and
two in question (if effected) would still leave a couple
created a terrific commotion If it be argued against
of hundred stalwart anti-Suffragists in the House. If
me that these defeats would have been put down to the
every anti-Suffragist were provided with an opponent,
election petitions, I will quote the far more important
cases of Mr. Herbert Samuel, and Mr. Wedgwood
i.e., if 200 good candidates and £200,000 could be
Benn.
In July 1909, Mr. Herbert Samuel, on his
found, then the plan would have its merits, but obviappointment
as Chancellor of the Duchy, won by 971 :
ously this cannot be done a t present . . . and besides
a Suffragist who could have sheared him of 1,000 votes
there is nothing to show that you put a Suffragist in
would have put him out. As for Mr. Benn, 600 Liberal
when you put an anti-Suffragist out.
votes would have sufficed to break the new Liberal
( 2 ) . The Suffragists do not hesitate to attack large
whip.
I believe these instances fully illustrate my points.
majorities: Mr. Harcourt’s was 2,219. This again is
I ask for generalship, not impulse. Though I am a
a bad policy; if you fight to break you must choose a
Liberal I am quite willing to agree that a Liberal
weak and not a strong seat. T o attack a Minister
Government
must sometimes be forced to act, as must
with a 2,200 majority is absurd when we consider that
a Tory Government.
in 1910there were majorities such as Mr. Burns’ 1,600,
A wild and confused struggle, unguided, hysterical,
Mr. Churchill’s 1,241, Mr. Herbert Samuel’s 971. The
. the struggle of a
sporadic, poverty stricken. .
weak animal in a steel trap, that is not the means by
fallacy of personal antagonism has crept into the seatwhich those who control legislation can be made to du
breaking policy : the man, not the Minister, is attacked.
justice
to the women of England; they will do justice
(3). The Suffragists fight indiscriminately a t by-elecwhen the women of England, and their champions,
tions and at general elections. Now to contest a byshow, more clearly than they have d o m hitherto, that
election is good because the political interest of the
they have level heads as well as stout hearts.
country is focussed on that election, whilst to fight a
Fight to break, but only when you can break.

Suffragist Seat-Breaking.
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The Parting

of the Ways.

By Judah P. Benjamin.
NOTHINGis more difficult than for a man who has
never known poverty to put himself in the place of the
poor man, or for a man of the middle class to put
himself in the place of a rich man with a hereditary
title. I t is easier for a rich man t o imagine himself
cold and hungry than it is for a poor man t o imagine
himself the owner of a n old castle, with a retinue of
servants, with game preserves, a yacht, etc.
The
rich man can do many things t h a t seem to him easy
and natural, while the poor man can do so few things
that lie within his right to d a Most of our troubles
arise from the fact that we find it almost impossible to
understand another man's point of view. At no time
in the history of England has the point of view been so
exacting, so contradictory, so difficult, and so complex
as it is a t present. At no time in our history have
sects and parties been so numerous. Even within the
ranks of a single party the point of view can stand for
so many fantastic whims, so many personal prejudices,
that he who would conciliate the divers factions within
his own following must needs possess something more
than mere political prestige, something greater than
ordinary statecraft. If it is so difficult t o manage the
affairs and direct the instincts of one small party, what
must we say of the position of the man in power with
a great party to lead in which a r e hidden many smaller
factions all bursting to deliver to the public their own
peculiar point of view? F o r now the thing- has happened, the unforeseen, the unpredicted, the impossible !
We a r e face t o face with what no one dared utter o r
even think. The impossible political paradox is with
us, and with us to stay. I t means that we a r e now on
a level with the French Parliament, where several
Cabinets can come and go in the space of a few
months without causing any wonder. I said in these
columns, February 3 last :--"No one is able t o see, or
bold enough to declare, that we a r e in the position of
Poland before the partition, when internal dissensions,
paltry jealousies, effeminate strife, bickering and
bungling brought on the downfall." The close of the
year 1910sees us tout of the parting of the ways. The
year 1911 will usher in a new dispensation.
How
many of our politicians, statesmen, bishops, clergymen, editors, merchants, will be ready t o greet it?
How many of our nobility, how many of our rich men,
how many Churchmen, how many Nonconformists, will
be ready t o give up their "point of view '' for the common good of England at home and the Empire abroad?
As well try to make ashes glow with new fire a s t o
revive the dying parties. Out of the old must come
something different, something with a new form of life ;
but give up the notion that the country can be regenerated by petty factions and the provincial point
of view ; give up the insane notion that England can
be rejuvenated by absurd games, ridiculous pleasures,
brutal pastimes, gossipy clubs, cheap libraries, donations by popular and idle millionaires, and the doings
of the fast sets, no matter how closely connected they
may be with the Court. These things will be brushed
aside by the coming innovations. The cheap, fashionable charity function, with its heartless hypocrisy, must
disappear with many another manifestation of modern
cynicism peculiar to decadent London, such functions
being on the same plane as fox-hunting, otter-hunting,
tame deer-hunting, and the like.
For more than a hundred years we have regarded
France as the most fickle and volatile of the nations;
not a day that we did not congratulate ourselves on
our stability, 'our political wisdom, our social dignity,
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our immense superiority in everything.
At present
France is ahead of us in national unification. She i s
without a king. She has little save Democracy and
Socialism with which t o deal. W e have t o deal with
all the old elements in Church and State, with a score
of new ones added ; we have all the social elements possessed by France a s well as many which the French
people possessed previous to the Revolution. W e a r e
encumbered with all sorts of questions, parties, and
principles. W e are a seething mass of political and
social paradox the like of which cannot be matched in
history since Rome of the waning Empire. A lazy and
illiterate nobility, puffed u p with a vanity that would
put valets and honest charwomen to shame, flout
through life, and it would be hard to say which leads a
more futile existence, the man or the woman; that it
should be a question of supporting such a class in purple
and ermine either in or outside the House of Lords
seems t o reasoning beings like a condition of things engendered in a nightmare, or conceived in a council of
pandemonium. Our titled people are on a lower intellectual level than those of any other nation, excepting
perhaps, t h e nobility of Portugal. Our bishops match
our nobles.
Everywhere a lack of wit, a lack of
imagination, a n appalling lack of moral courage, a
mortal fear of telling the people the truth. And it is
these people who expect t o be kept in the House of
Lords! Our nobility are matchless a t the horse race,
the fox hunt and the d o g show.
Our fashionable
women are remarkable for nothing but their inanity.
W h e n they do not look inane they look coarse, vulgar
and horsey. Crass stupidity is stamped on the faces
of most of our so-called society leaders. They have
failed to match the cold impertinence, the calculated
sarcasm, the quick verbal fling of the women from New
York who make annual raids on the ranks of society
in London, and who d o and say what they please because of their wit, their independence and their dollars.
W e are in a pitiable plight. Our rich women are outranked by the American heiress with her diamonds, her
palaces, and her aplomb. Our rich noblemen are made
to look poor in comparison with the Yankee millionaires
who come in droves, set the pace and establish a precedent. Nothing goes a s of yore, nothing looks
normal, social and political prestige is a thing that belonged to the mid-Victorian era, the varnish of makebelieve has been rubbed off the religious picture, t h e
veneer of gilt has gone from the framework of the
most astute hypocrisy. Nothing remains but the crude
figures amassed by Republicans, Democrats, Socialists,
labour champions, and what not. While the nobility
a r e engaged in horse racing, shooting pheasants or
grouse
and receiving banquets, going and
coming from the moors and pleasure resorts, the
people's parties are awake and engaged in ceaseless
activity. The point of view of these latter is not now
a view seen through a mist. Rightly or wrongly they
have made up their minds.
They have climbed the
mount and discovered Canaan in the distance. That is
now their point of view. T h e Canaan of our nobility
lies behind them. Let them put away the illusion that
the future contains anything for them but hard work
in some form. Rightly o r wrongly, €or weal or for
woe, all the work that is now done is done by the
parties who oppose the Lords. The Lords a r e depending on rhetoric and sentiment to keep their house in
order while the others act as well a s speak, work as
well as think. But the lordly party is wanting even in
rhetoricians. Lord Rosebery is their only resource,
and he lacks the personality of a Gladstone, the
originality of a Disraeli, and the vision of a Chatham.
To rely on such a speaker a t this crisis is like calling
on a ghost to preside a t a banquet of the doomed. No
man can make the Tory froth rise t o the Parliamentary
surface with such hollow impertinence.
Lord Rosebery shines on the surface of the moment.
His
maxims are the beads that rise t o t h e top of the
champagne glass. And the Lords are asked to accept
this gas as the quintessence of patriotic wisdom.
The Parting of t h e W a y s means that the Lords have
chosen, the road with the cross-bones.
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Unedited Opinions.
I II.--The Superman.
I WAS discussing the other day your views on Progress
with a Nietzschean friend of mine. He was very contemptuous.
Very likely. All these Nietzscheans appear to me to
be disciples of the weaknesses of Nietzsche, parasites
on his defects and mistakes. Only Nietzsche was
Nietzschean, and he only half his time.
W h a t do you regard as the weaknesses of Nietzsche?
His so-called constructive doctrines of a new aristocracy and of the Superman.
I should have thought they were his chief merits.
On the contrary, Nietzsche is only at his best
when he is demonstrating that man is a caged animal,
and is seen beating his head against the bars ; when one
can hear him saying : " Thus and thus, we people of
earth, are we confined and hemmed i n ; thus and thus
are we subjected by our human nature to servitude,
imprisonment and degradation ; yet let our redemption
be that we remain for ever dissatisfied with it." A s
the preacher of human discontent in our very depths
Nietzsche is comparable with Job. As a reformer he is
ridiculous.
Why so?
Because he had no notion of bursting the bars and
of liberating the mind by the creation of new faculties,
but simply returned to the old exploded human way of
physical procreation.
Was that so very wrong?
Wrong? I t was worse than wrong in Nietzsche. I t
was an intellectual blunder and a spiritual crime. W h a t
right had he to expect anybody to believe in his new
physical race after he had conclusively demonstrated
that the human race per se was doomed and damned?
But he taught Superman, did he not?
And what was his Superman? A creature begotten
of man and woman, a product of human sex, in short,
a human. Where lies the difference? A little more
health, a little more strength, a little more mind; but
except in these unessentials nothing fundamentally
changed. I t is no more than providing the lions at the
Zoo with bigger cages and a more nourishing diet, and
then pretending that they are then more than lions.
Nay, even if he turns them loose to roam about the
world as blonde beasts, they are beasts still. And
man as man, be he never so free, a s Nietzsche counts
freedom, is man still and subject to Nietzsche's earlier
condemnation and con tempt.
Do you not then yourself believe in the Superman?
Not a s the offspring of male and female.
A s what then, may I ask?
As self-begotten from within the mind of man.
Rut this is unintelligible to me. Can you explain?
I am afraid I cannot explain if you do not already
understand; but I can reduce to absurdity every other
pretended genealogy of the Superman. By elimination
that would leave my suggestion last in the field and
presumably lord of it. But the process is a long one.
Would it shorten it if I were to challenge you to
prove that the present race is incapable on its present
lines of developing the Superman?
Certainly I can do t h a t ; for it is most obvious
that exactly in proportion as an individual reaches
perfection he turns instinctively from procreation and
from sex.
Except among the religious who have other reasons,
where are your examples?
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As the sands on the sea-shore. Far from being confined t o the religious, whom nevertheless I shall include
amongst my grown celibate, individuals instinctively
averse from procreation are to be found among philosophers, artists, men of letters, scientists, and in every
high society, whether of manners or of intellectual culture. In fact, celibacy distinguishes culture wherever
if appears; and by celibacy I mean in particular aversion from procreation.
But if that is so, how do you account, first, for the
continuance of the race, and secondly, for the prevalence
even among the cultured of the ideals of motherhood ?
As for the continuance of the race, that I attribute
to the at present overwhelming force of ignorance : the
race is kept going by the stupid. But if you seriously
believe that motherhood is still an ideal among the
cultured I deny it. Their apparent adherence may be
diplomatic, since obviously the contrary is not popular ;
but when surprised into confession their opinion coincides with their action, which, you will agree, is not
prolific.
That may still be true and yet leave the question of
the desirability of continuing the race at least open if
not affirmatively closed. You would not say that the
cultured generally wish the race to come to a n end?
The present race, and when the cultured are also
articulate, yes. Otherwise, as I say, I see no explanation of the merely lip homage the cultured pay to
motherhood; nor do I see anything in culture to distinguish it from ignorance and inexperience.
But surely this aversion from parentage, if even it
exist a s you say, is only a passing phase. So soon as
it appears unmistakeably a new impulse arises, such
for example, as the modern woman's movement. Is not
that a re-assertion, in practice as well as in theory,
of the ideality of motherhood?
The very contrary, I think; for the mere existence of
a movement of women desiring equality with men and
the abrogation of sex disabilities proves that sex is
no longer able to command by its fascination and supposed indispensability the privileges it now seeks to
obtain by reason. To give a value to motherhood the
world in general now requires a reason; and of reason
in motherhood there is and can be none unless a rational
purpose is ascribable to the race. I do not ask for
t h a t ; there is at present none known.
Excuse me if I do not follow your reply. Why is all
this a proof that feminism is a symbol of racial decline?
Because feminism itself is in revolt against feminism,
that is, against sexual procreation.
Oh, but the very contrary is its professed purpose.
Listen to its latest exponent: " If the feminist movenient in England has any character more pronounced
than the rest, it is the loftiness of its purpose, the
purity of its motive, the emphasis which it lays upon
the dignity of motherhood and the solemn duty of
women to maintain the purity and vigour of the race."
I should be surprised if an intelligent woman wrote
that.
I t was not a woman; it was a man, a Mr. Lyon
Blease.
Exactly, and therefore worthless. No, I am prepared to maintain not only that feminism is a revolt
against feminism, but that the most intelligent feminists
are aware of it. Just when, in fact, the value of
motherhood is seen t o be declining in the world-market,
women who have no other commodity begin to cry
up its value. Of such women there are, I admit, many
in the feminist movement. But from the same cause
other women, with other commodities than motherhood
for sale, desire an amplified scope for themselves.
These are the real feminists and, as I say, they are
averse from procreation.
And you admire them for so doing, and contemplate
the decline of the race with sympathy.
I do indeed. " If there were no graves there would
be no resurrections. " Not until the re-born cease shall
we arrive a t the self-born.

THE NEWv A G E

108

An Englishman in America.
By Juvenal.
THIRTY
years ago Boston set the literary pace for
all America. The New England influence has been on
the wane since the passing of the old’ idols-Emerson,
Lowell, Holmes, to name only three. The Bostonian
“tone ” was Yankee in the true meaning of that much
misunderstood word. I t was more or less puritanical
in spite of the Unitarians and the Freethinkers of
Boston. The “Atlantic Monthly ” was the recognised
literary organ not only of New England but of the
whole of America; and let it be said in passing that
this magazine at its best was a s near perfection as
any publication of the kind has ever been. Its only
failing was ‘its disregard of the cosmopolitan spirit
everywhere a t work.

*

*

*

The Yankee Ship of State has split on the rock of
cosmopolitan culture. I t was made in England ; it was
English from prow to poop. Holmes was as English
as Sydney Smith ; Lowell was a political combination
of Dickens and Thackeray ; Whittier, Longfellow, and
Emerson were English t o the back-bone, and might
have done all their work in England.
The very
strength of New England has a t last turned to weakness. Boston has always been a t enmity with New
York; it refused Whitman and Poe at a time when
other sections of the country had accepted them.
Whitman was admired and understood in England
long before the critics of Boston began to understand
him. The undoing of Boston was its copying of
everything that was provincial in England.
Even
now a r t and music are like foreign elements to the
New England mind, and their culture is largely a
copy of things European. Never was there more dependence in a country where independence was the
much lauded characteristic.

*

*

*

There is no such thing a s New England music, n o
such thing as New England art. The Yankees a r e
fast becoming snobs, withal.
There has been some
complaint that the short stories of Mrs. WilkinsFreeman do not represent the natural traits of the
people of New England. But this complaint is the
result of snobbery and false pride. The short stories
of this charming writer are incomparable in their truth
to life. She paints the people as they were thirty or
forty years ago, and as many of them are to-day in
the smaller country places, and her work is not a n
imitation of other writers. The Bostonian snob would
like to make it appear that New England has always
revelled in comfort, luxury and culture.
Swift said
that you can tell who the fools are by this sign-“they
always oppose the man of genius.” Similarly you can
tell the snobs by the sign that they oppose whatever
is humble, natural, naif, and original.
The short stories of Mrs. Wilkins-Freeman will have
a long life and a classic one, or I am no true prophet.
Thirty years ago the young writer from the West
hastened to Boston. The young writer now hastens to
New York; that is, if he consents to leave the West.
The literary centre has shifted to the Middle-West and
South-West, t o Indiana, Illinois, Kentucky, Tennessee ;
while California, probably the most cosmopolitan of all
the States, has a literature which is the result of a
genial climate, worldly experience, and a broad outlook
on life. Mr. Finley Dunn was one of those who left
Chicago for New York. Not that Mr. Dooley has
more friends in this Irish-German metropolis, but for
other reasons. This writer has what Mark Twain
lacked-real
wit and a philosophical mind.
H e is
deep where Twain was shallow, witty where the other
strained after effect. Dooley is a fine example of the
American cosmopolitan genius of the present. Born in
Chicago, one of the great cosmopolitan centres of the
world, he was never influenced by the provincialism of
the West. He also escaped the prejudices of the
Old Country, while he retained the humour, the sentiment, and the optimism of his Irish ancestry.
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The death of Prof. William James was a rude loss
to the thinking world here a s elsewhere. I heard a
New Yorker say : “ W e could better have spared two
men like Roosevelt. ” Among the best articles written
on the death of Prof. James was m e by Edwin
Björkman in the American “ Review of Reviews.”
This writer, who has: a Swedish name, is one of the
coming men, not only of New York, but of all Englishspeaking countries.
The knowing ones will keep an
eye on his work.

*

*

*

I had a talk with one of the leading politicians of New
York, which, in its fearlessness, and originality, was
startling, to say the least. Imagine coupling America
with Russia ! Listen--‘‘We Americans are a new and
W e date
primitive people, just like the Russians.
from 1776, Russia dates from the time of Catherine the
Great, who died in 1796. W e are the two youngest of
the great nations.
Every year we become more
Russian in our moods and our discontent.
We are
devoured by a spirit of unrest.
We are a nation of
sceptics with a substratum of mysticism, just like the
Russians of to-day. When the Russian comes to New
York he finds himself a t home, and he begins to express
himself freely. When we read Russian novels it is like
reading about ourselves. The Russian is emotional,
naïf, sentimental, sad under a philosophical optimism,
and, in one way, profoundly pessimistic.”
“But,” I objected, “ a r e you not descended from
good Anglo-Saxon stock? You are Puritans, not
Catholics, how can you find an affinity between two
peoples so unlike?”
“ Perhaps there is something
in the climate,” he
went on. “ T h e Northern States have a climate much
like that of Russia. Then there is the vastness of
territory ; both countries stretch from the East to the
West. Both feel a sense of greatness, and both feel
the pressure of an immense responsibility.
We are
dazed by the dazzling light of a new day, but we use
coloured spectacles to look through, and things do not
look natural. The light is too strong. The Russians
and the Americans are idealists working in a medium
of realism.
We are both (scientific mystics.
Our
Tolstoy is Mrs. Eddy. One is about as original as the
other. With all our common sense in America we are
powerfully influenced by fanatical people and passing
fads. W e boast of our freedom while we wear,-the
yoke of every new folly imposed on us by people who
know how to talk, write, or preach. w e pretend t o
be democrats while our secret ambition is to have at
least one grandson who will be an hereditary earl,
marquis, or duke.”

*

*

*

Here I chimed in with: ‘‘But you are as
bad as we in this ; an Englishman, an honest
Englishman, would make any sacrifice to have his
daughter marry a lord. Don’t you think you have
coupled the wrong nation with America? I t seems to
me the English and the Americans are the real twins;
your vices are too familiar not to be lovable, and your
vanities too natural not to be charming.
W e are so
much alike that a political union of the two nations
seems to me to be only a question of time.”
*

*

*

Chauncey Depew is one of those Americans who do
not know when to stop. He will bring out eight
volumes of his speeches, and if he expects literary
people to read any portion of them he must be labouring under what dear old Mrs. Partington called a temporary aberration of lunacy. What I should like very
much to study is the individual who thinks himself in
the full possession of all his faculties who would undertake to read any one of the volumes.
I a m convinced that old men are much more optimistic than
young men. Chauncey Depew is the American Rosebery. Their after-dinner speeches enthral while you
are under the nimbus of the nimbiferous goosebery
champagne, which nips the reasoning faculties with
the grip of absinthe ; but on the morrow you awaken
to your sorrow and try to remember the witty speech
of the night before.
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The Maids’ Comedy.
CHAPTER

V.

Containing the din of arms, thrust and parry and threat of
slaughter, and the first canon of feminine craft.
A

STAFF of heralds hither! to tabulate the armour of
a hero. Yet what would blazoning officer make of
it all? I, myself, must register that helmet, relic of
the strolling players, that buckler of dried hide and
barrel hoops, that visor of close-plaited wire, that lance,
which I know to be one of those swords which formerly
hung so bright o n the walls, and now roped upon a
ten-foot pole: but even I must pause to examine what
I have never seen before, namely, the greaves, the
gorget and the shield.
Reader, though you must
perform a n act of faith to believe me, they were all
devised from cardboard, corrugated iron and paraffin
tins. The Knight of the Tassel was in two minds
whether to leap over the precipice, as rather the safer
adventure, or, to await the onslaught of this formidable
madman. As the innkeeper reined in his steed, he
rattled like a modern army in ambush!
Seeing no
knight upon the field, but only Dorothea and a n unmounted youth, he mistook the latter to be a squire,
and thus addressed him : “Where slinks thy caitiff
lord, rascal? Body of me! W h a t scurvy knight sends
his squire in, advance? . . . Come forth, coward!” he
shouted a t the surroundings.
The Knight of the
Tassel stepped forward in desperation, convinced as
he was that he faced a madman. “Valiant sir !” he
soothingly began, “in my person you behold one
whose merit was nothing until yesterday, when this
beauteous Lady bestowed upon me the favour of
As you see, I am, even yet, unarmed
knighthood.
and without a horse. To undertake any cause, however pressing, while my bare needs are thus unprovided, is impossible. But if you will lend me a horse
and arms, I will engage to satisfy even your redoubted
valour and appetite for glory.”
And to himself he
said, “Let me get hold of this lunatic, I’ll cure his
delusions for him !”
But loud laughed the innkeeper. “ Ha-ha ! Pah !”
he shouted.
“Traitor!
Thinkest to impose on me
with thy lies when I see thee plainly mounted and
armed? Hold thee ! Roderigo the Swart against Impostors!” Without another word, he bore down upon
the youth, who promptly sprang behind Aster. The
innkeeper was carried far down the road by his onset,
but, loudly swearing by every saint ever heard of, he
turned and galloped back and began thrusting his
lance about Aster’s legs, as if intending utterly to
destroy his hapless foe. The Knight of the Tassel,
fearing for Dorothea’s safety, leaped in great anger
forth upon the road, when the innkeeper got in a blow
which felled the poor youth like a reed ; and he lay
upon the roadway, senseless and open t o whatever
injury his assailant might choose to inflict. For some
reason, the innkeeper appeared to be satisfied to see
his victim in s o dire a plight. H e motioned haughtily
to Dorothea, who returned him a regard a s haughty.
“Thou mayst attend thy champion, damsel,” he exclaimed, and added, severely : “Tend him well, minx,
he has as much pluck a s most chickens!” With these
words he rode off to the courtyard. Dorothea, already
dismounted, passed her hands over the youth’s pale
brow and was about to raise the lament for the vanquished, when he opened his eyes and sat up dizzily.
“You know it’s all nonsense!” he began, feeling his
head and shoulders. “ I must get you out of this.”
“Thou art the bravest knight in all the world !” returned Lady, “and I rely on thee to achieve whatever
thou sayest. Even the mad foe applauded thy valour !”
‘‘ Did he so? ” asked the youth, in bewilderment-“He
must be mad, then !” “Suppose we parley?” Dorothea
suggested. She ran to the barricade and cried, “Ho,
there! A parley!” At this the ,innkeeper thrust out
his head, inquiring what was afoot.
“Thus !” replied Dorothea. “ Sir Roderigo the
Swart, and father of ill-used Virtue, thou art, nevertheless, the sole man alive who is versed in the laws
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of chivalry and the profession of arms. How, then,
may any stand against thee? I have produced thee a
knight a s bold as Belianis, as patient as Amadis, as
loyal as Launcelot, and a s noble as Don Quixote de la
Mancha. But, sir, though these be qualities enough to
fashion a score of knights, yet without instruction in
the art of errantry, even he who possesses them all
is unable to make the best use of them. Father, you
ought to have considered that this is a novice in arms
and not have set upon him without first instructing
him in the subtlest methods of slaying thee; albeit he
came riding upon an immortal steed and was armed
with a sword which defies enchantment.” Before the
innkeeper could reply, the youth, who had risen and
come up beside Dorothea, said to her : “But you must
know I had neither horse nor sword, Lady!” “Thou
hadst a steed,” she replied, “and thou hadst a sword,
for I saw both.” The youth stood silent, almost ready
to believe the damsel as crazy as her father. At this
crisis, the innkeeper began to rave and shout through
the aperture, and, as only his eyes, nose, cheeks and
chin were visible, these features, growing purple with
rage and from pressing against the bottles, appeared
remarkably unhuman. “Darest thou give the lie to
thy liege lady, discourteous knave? By the brand of
Belianis, thou a r t a base and ill-born varlet!
Impudent, backbiting villain! Now by all the stars of
chivalry, will I descend and reap off thy pretentious
head!”
And heaven knows what might have happened had not a diversion occurred : Aster, whose
stomach was empty as the bottomless abyss, could no
longer resist the smell of his stable, and trotted away
round to the back of the inn. Too late Dorothea cried
his name, too late the Knight of the Tassel leaped
to the bridle. “ I must fetch him !” cried Dorothea,
bursting into tears. “Never shall you enter that
damned door !” cried the youth. “ I must !” “Never !”
“I
must !” “ Never !” “Then will you?” “ No !”
Dorothea ran towards the gate. The innkeeper’s
shout resounded from within.
The Knight of the
Tassel sprang, gained the stable, dealt Aster a dispatch
kick in the rear, closed with the innkeeper, and went
rolling over and over and all over the courtyard, while
the mountains rang with the yells of the battle and
the rattle of De Villiers’ armour. Soon he stunned
him, soon he sat on him, soon he shook him back to
life: but only a ballad of forty verses could sing the
complete and unquestionable victory of the Knight of
the Tassel.
The vanquished one groaned heavily. “ W h a t more
is thy pleasure, Sir Knight?” he murmured. “Despatch
quickly, I beseech thee, if despatch be thy will.”
“ Despatch
your nightcap !” returned the conqueror.
“ I am going to tie you up, that’s all ;” when, calmly,
the innkeeper observed : “ Ignoble,
unmannerly,
ignorant cub!” Now such a manner and such words
surprised the youth. “Are you mad, or are you not?” he
inquired, looking down in exasperation.
“ W h a t is
your own opinion ?” returned the innkeeper, looking
up. “ Redoubtable Roderigo !” said the Knight of the
Tassel, “ I a m not so new to the knowledge of arms as
to misunderstand how easily you might have killed me
upon the road, had such been your intention.” “Redoubtable but unknown Sir, truly I might have lanced
thee to ribands. Pray make, soon, thine own decision, for this gorget of mine, though serviceable
enough, was not made by the King’s armourer.
I
would liefer die by the sword than be choked by a
miserable gorget.” Touched by these courteous words,
the youth arose, when instantly the innkeeper stretched
out a hand and tripped him to the ground, and,
pouncing round upon him with the strength and agility
of a serpent, raised him, bent back his arms and
forced him a t a run into the house, where he flung
him with a gentle thud upon the floor of a room and
locked the door. Forth he rushed then and began belabouring Aster. Dorothea, who was mounted, wept
bitterly, and turned Aster’s head towards the road.
A t a little distance she halted. “Ah, misfortuned
me!” she mourned. “And thou, my friend, who
mayst suffer I know not what dire pains on my behalf!
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Where shall I turn to find succour for thee now?
Brave knights grow not upon the rock that I may call
and one will corne t o aid thee. Ah, bitter day! that
sees me driven forth once more, distressed and doubly
distressed, since I leave behind me the loyalest knight
of ail the world in peril met at my request !”
She
could not bring herself to ride away, but lingered.
“My poor Aster is famished, too !” she murmured.
“ A t least I must try to feed him.” She slipped down
from the saddle, and, throwing the reins around a
large boulder, crept back towards the inn. Fast the
barricade, and into the stable she went, safely, a s
though no one wished to prevent her.
She filled a
bag with forage, then, and carried it to the pony, who
began to munch. A s if at this sound, De Villiers appeared at the breach in the barricade. Dorothea instantly ran up and flung herself upon her knees, crying, “ W h a t would I not do, O my father, if thou
wouldst only release yon brave knight !” “ Thine appeals are vain, damsel,” returned the innkeeper. “ I
make no bargains with outcast wenches, but this I
promise thee, that if thou art not instantly gone hence,
my captive dies !” “Wicked one !” replied Dorothea.
“ Y e a ! I will go as before, but when I next return,
seven knights shall be of my company.” “Tell me
that when I see them !” retorted the innkeeper.
Dorothea then said with great dignity, and her eyes
grew like two pools when the moon shines into them :
“Thou art a harsh father and a discourteous knight,
and I may never love thee again until I am so old that
I can forgive all injuries for lack of spirit to resent
them.” And, hearing these dreadful words, the innkeeper suddenly drew back into the house, and there
was no disguising from anyone who had ears, that he
had cast himself upon the floor, and was weeping like
a nursling. “ Oh dear !” cried Lady, running towards
Aster. “ I must go, I must go, I must fly, or everything, will be ruined! Oh, that seven magic knights
would appear and my quest be done!’’ At the foot of
the Pass she got down and drank a long, refreshing
draught from the sunlit stream. She then led Aster
to the water, and while he was drinking, there sounded
the galloping of a horse’s hoofs, and Dota Filjee,
shouting joyfully, rode up from the bush.
“Oh,
Lady !” she exclaimed, a s she flung herself out of the
saddle, “how glad I am to see you, but my gracious
what a pity I’ve just promised my last twopence!”
“ W h a t twopence?” “That’s all I got, and I promised
Tante Kinkje if I found you soon, to give it to the
minister.
Would you call this soon, Mistress?”
“ What
would Kinkje say ?” returned Dorothea.
“ Ach ! that settles it, it’s gone !” said Dota Filjee, and
she sighed : “ Foy, toch ! However, I didn’t promise
the eatables.” “Let us eat now, then,’’ said Dorothea,
“and tell me what you’ve been doing.” They sat on
the grass, while the ponies nibbled near by, and Dota
Filjee brought out the remains of the liege lord’s
present of cakes and dried fruit. “First, mistress, let
me tell you that a person who has riches and great
lands and keeps much company when he is asking
you to marry him, becomes as poor as a nigger when
you say no. I t is only by searching every corner
of the house that he can collect twopence! While
yet already I was opening my eyes to wake,
mistress,” Dota Filjee proceeded, “ I heard Tante
Kinkje saying in my e a r : ‘ Satan is beside you, push
him hard ! ’ So I pushed with all my strengths and the
old devil cried out like a jackal and bump ! he fell on the
floor. And I didn’t dare to look round, but I screamed
allamachtig ! And Satan went on barking and I went
on screaming until the Kafir ran in with the dogs and
everybody in the world then cried allamachtig, and
Satan cried with a loud voice and flew out of the door.
And I said, ‘ Has Satan gone? ’ and the Kafir said
yes! he flew out of the door, and the old Baas said
yes! he flew out of the door, and the old Baas showed
me a big bruise on his leg where Satan struck him in
his devouring wrath. And then Tante Kinkje said for
me in my ear : ‘ Take your horse and ride towards the
Inn ! ’ So I took the paard and the old Baas said :
‘ W h a t for you trek so early before breakfast already,
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e h ? And are you not going to stay and be my beloved
wife? ’ But Kinkje was on the pas op all the time, and
not one courka could have stopped on a monkey, no,
cor in a cat’s fur, because Kinkje was in such a hurry !
I nearly forgot to ask the old Baas for something, but I
just remembered. I asked for a ring first, but n o ! he
had no rings. Then I said some gold pieces would
do, but no ! he had no gold pieces. Then I said, ‘ Well,
give me something.’ So he felt in all his pockets and
there was nothing there, and then he went into the
house and he called out, ‘ Are you not going to stay and
be my beloved wife? ’ ‘ Not to-day,’ I said, ‘ but I’ll
come back and see to-morrow.’ Then he brought m e
twopence, and he said he was entirely out of everything
to-day, but he would be very rich to-morrow. ‘ But I
thought you were very rich always and kept grand
company ! ’ I said. ‘Toch ! ’ he answered. ‘ If you
say yes ! you will stay and be my beloved wife, E shall
instantly become rich, but when you say N o ! ait I can
find is twopence.’ ‘ Mij allers ! ’ I said. ‘ Those riches
might take it into their heads to vanish so also the day
after I married you.’ And then I rode away as fast as
I could, but not fast enough, because if I had met you
two minutes sooner I wouldn’t have got frightened and
promised to give the twopence to the church. But I say
mistress, here comes an army ! ”

(To be continued.)

Books and Persons.
(AN OCCASIONAL CAUSERIE,)

By Jacob Tonson.
SUDERMANN’S novel, “ The Song of Songs,” has been
banned by all the libraries. Also, there is a project on
foot for an expurgated Bible. The project has been
seriously attacked and seriously defended in the “ h i m chester Guardian. ”

*

*

*

I t is to be observed with satisfaction that publishers
are giving a little more of their ingenuity to the reduction of the bulk and the weight of works of reference.
Many, if not most, books are of course made larger
and heavier than they need be, because the public still
judges books by weight and size. A book costing over
six shillings must be made by dodges of paper and
printing to seem to contain more matter than a six
shilling novel, otherwise the public complains that it is
not receiving “ value ” for its money. The most
cursory commonsense inspection would show to the said
public that the average bulky book of essays, or popularised history, or memoirs, does in fact contain less
matter than an average novel, but the public will not
bring its commonsense (such a s it has) to bear on the
inspection. I t gauges the dimensions and the weight
of the volume, and that suffices. An astounding but a
true indication of the degree to which the polite classes
are literary ! The fault this time is not the publishers’.
Indeed, the publishers are showing signs of grace-so
much so that my desire of a complete reference library
in portable form seems now on the way to be fulfilled.
Moreover, the new “ Encyclopaedia Britannica ” is to
be issued in the ordinary bulky form (value for money)
and also in an India paper edition. The latter will
have only forty per cent. of the former’s weight, and
only thirty-three per cent. of its bulk.

*

*

*

I have before me a very weighty work, the first
volume of the new edition of “ The Encyclopaedia of
Sport and Games,” edited by the Earl of Suffolk and
Berkshire, and most generously illustrated (Heinemann). I t is only a slim volume comparatively, but it
turns the scale a t something like four pounds and a
half. This ponderosity is due to the paper employed
for the sake of the illustrations; nevertheless, I observe no special triumph of half-tone printing, and
many of the blocks convey an effect of feebleness. No
truly modern encyclopaedia is complete without an
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article by Lord Northcliffe, and the Earl of Suffolk and
Berkshire has secured the indispensable. I t consists of
an account of the missing of one alligator and the
hitting of another by Lord Northcliffe in the Gulf of
Mexico; and it is written in the easy, flowing style of
Lord Northcliffe’s despatches from Berlin and of his
memorable speeches in the House of Lords. By the
way, I hope that Mr. Hugh Chisholm has made
arrangements for the supersession in the new “ Encyclopaedia Britannica ” of Lord Northcliffe’s article
on “ The Halfpenny Press,” contributed to that curious
and mysterious production, the “ Supplement ” to the
“ Encyclopaedia Britannica” produced by Mr. Chisholm
under the auspices of the “ Times ” a few years ago.
The first volume of ‘‘ The Encyclopaedia of Sports and
Games ” makes excellent variegated reading for a
literary man. It extends from Aeronautics to Cricket.
(So that allusions to Golf o r Polo need not be looked
for in this column just a t present.) I see no article
on Bicycling. The article on Big Game is elaborate,
exhaustive and fine, but for me it lacks actuality. The
editor, who displays a certain charming naiveté (happily
common, I believe, among sportsmen), throws light
upon the sporting mentality when he says that in the
first edition-published
ten years a g o - - “ the editors
included with some hesitation an article even on
bicycling. ” Apparently in the interval they have decided that, though automobiles are sport, bicycles are
not. As bicycles are undoubtedly a great bore for
motorists, the suppression of the bicycle article was
perhaps commanded from on high. But surely a bright
paragraph ought to have been included under the heading : “ Bicyclist-how to run the idiot down.”
***

Two books of humour, one English and the other
American, have been brought to my attention by people
who admire them :--“ The Day’s Play,” by A. A. Milne
(Methuens, 6s.), and “ Literary Lapses,” by Stephen
Leacock (John Lane, 3s. 6d.). Mr. Milne is a regular
contributor to “ Punch,” and I learn that there are
persons who “would not miss one of his articles for
anything.” I have read some of them myself. On the
whole they stand the ordeal of reprinting pretty well;
but, of course, the said ordeal, as always, centralises the
interest of the hypercritical reader on the defects of the
author’s gift and method. In his series of sketches
about the “ Rabbits” gang of idiots, Mr. Milne
achieves a good deal of humour with some genuine
social criticism. I t is a curious thought that the
“ Rabbits” probably read “ Punch ” every week with
enthusiasm and delight. But Mr. Milne seems to have
no general humorous vision; he can only be humorous
at the expense of the entirely inane. Certainly he has
very little sense of form, and scarcely any talent for canstruction. H e cannot engineer a large effect. His success lies in a long series of very small effects, of which
the resultant effect (between covers) is inevitably monotonous. Still, the average of his small effects is high.
For myself I enjoy most the most absurdly silly of them.
As, for instance, “I’m afraid he is only going to make
fourteen to-day. That’s the postman going to bowl to
him. H e has two deliveries, one at eight a.m. and one at
twelve-thirty p.m.--the second is rather doubtful. ” My
particular favourite is the rank idiot’s “ Retrospect,”
in “Bachelor Days.” I t occurred to this gentleman to
write an alphabetical summary of the year ; and when he
comes to the letter
Y,” he accomplishes this :
“Yclept. W e were yclept every morning punctually at
eight (and arose punctually a t nine-thirty) throughout
the year.” I t may not amuse you, but it makes me
laugh.
“

***

Mr. Stephen Leacock has been lately receiving a considerable amount of patronage in the British Press.
N o doubt that is one reason why I care for him less.
Nothing annoys a hypercritical reader more than lavish
praise bestowed on a new author whom he has not discovered for himself. Mr. Leacock is a very unequal
person. His remarks on barbers, for example, are in
the most obvious vein of music-hall humour, a vein ex-
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hausted in “ Punch ” twenty years ago. There are
dozens of journalists in England who could be more
amusing about barbers than Mr. Leacock is. On the
other hand, where he is good, he is very good indeed.
His forte is not the humorous sketch (in which h e
seldom escapes a facetious but unfunny extravagance),
but the jeu d’esprit based on a single idea. Thus
“ Boarding-House Geometry ” (reprinted in “ Punch,”
and perhaps his most famous piece) is excellent. And
“ A
New Pathology ” (on the diseases of clothesreprinted in the “Lancet”)-is
even much better. I am
glad to have read “ A New Pathology.” ‘ïhe mischief
is that a large quantity of this kind of thing is simply
unthinkable; it would be tedious beyond the power of
words to convey. And if Mr. Leacock is to hold the
position he has so rapidly acquired in two hemispheres,
he will have to improve his sketches considerably and
also to “ think up ” some more new dodges.

*

*

*

A correspondent writes to ask how I defend the style
of the following sentence, taken from my article in last
week’s issue :--“ Mr. Belloc understands roads ten
thousand times better than Stevenson ever did.” I d o
not defend it. I t is entirely indefensible. The locution,
however, is becoming quite common; and use may
presently sanction it.

Eugenics and Evidence.
By A. E, Randall.

THE Eugenics Education Society appointed a committee a t the beginning of this year to consider “the
eugenic bearing ” of the two reports of the Poor Law
Commission. Also, “ a band of workers was organised for the purpose of dealing with some aspects of
pauperism upon lines indicated by modern biological
research. The object of this organisation is to investi.
gate the question as to whether pauperism is due to
inherent civic effects; and whether therefore the tendency to become paupers is hereditarily transmitted
through succeeding generations. In order to effectually achieve this end, it was necessary, and, indeed
imperative, that the direction of the investigation and
the critical scrutiny of the data should be in the hands
of some person acquainted with the problems and
methods of modern biological research. The investigation has, therefore, from its initial stages, beer
under scientific direction and supervision. ”
The report of this committee, and some of the results
of the investigation, are given in the current number
of the “ Eugenics Review.”
The “critical scrutiny of the data” certainly seems
to have been “ in the hands of some person.” I intend
to use my eyes.
W h o is this scientific director? W e are not told,
and the shadowy authority of science cannot be claimed
for the report. Its only authority is that of the committee which prepared it, and we have n o external
evidence of the scientific attainments of any one of the
members of this committee. Nor does the report offer
any internal evidence of scientific authority. The committee consisted of one maiden lady, two married
ladies, one gentleman, and a doctor of philosophy. I t
was assisted by five maiden ladies, four married ladies,
two gentlemen, one captain, and the general relieving
officer of Bethnal Green. These people may be, for all
I know, expert biologists. Like Sol Gills, in “Dombey and Son,’’ they may be “chock-full of science”;
but they have no recognised qualifications, and the
report itself suggests that only Captain Cuttle could’
recommend it as scientifically authoritative.
If the report lacks scientific authority, it also lacks
scientific method. A definition of the phrase “inherent
civic defects” should have been given, and it should
have been “accompanied by a demonstration of the
necessary connection between these defects and pauperism. If it could be shown that pauperism always
accompanied these defects, and that successive generations of the same family suffered from the same defects
and therefore occupied the same social status, there
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would be a strong prima facie case for believing in
the existence and the hereditary transmission of these
defects. But no definition is given, no demonstration
is made.
W e ask for proof of the assertion that pauperism is
due to inherent civic defects, and we are offered
pauperism as a proof. “When we find it possible to
trace four generations of paupers, there can be little
doubt a s to the hereditary transmission of these
defects. More perhaps than anything else such a fact
speaks forcibly as to the real nature of pauperism.”
But this is argument in a vicious circle, and its logical
conclusion is that pauperism is due to pauperism : a
conclusion in which every Socialist will agree, but which
does not support the case for negative eugenics.
I shall examine some of the evidence offered before
Iconclude this article. I want first to examine the
“ several broad features which are at once discernible
standing out clearly from the mass of detail. First
among these is the fact that one pauper family has a
tendency to marry into other pauper famiIies. In this
way half a dozen or more pauper families may be
related to each other.”
The tendency to marry in one’s own class may be
universally observed. Among Royalty it is very apparent. The peerage is lately manifesting a tendency to
marry beneath its status, but as it results in elevation
of the lady, the tendency is not obviously degenerate.
Are we to suppose that the tendency to marry equals
is a proof of degeneracy in paupers? There was a
time when the beggar maid married King Cophetua:
can it be possible that she deliberately rejects his offer
now, and prefers the poverty of her equals? Or is it
simply that poor people, in spite of marriage, must
remain poor unless there is some accession of wealth
to the family? W h a t , in short, does this tendency
prove ?
“Secondly, the evidence is clear that successive
generations of the same family contain a due proportion of paupers. This points to the conclusion that
pauperism is due to inherent defects which are hereditarily transmitted. ”
Trustworthy witnesses have noticed the fact that
successive generations of Royalty and the hereditary
peerage contain a due proportion of Royal persons and
peers. Does this point to the conclusion that hereditary Royalty and nobility are due to inherent virtues
and excellencies which are hereditarily transmitted ?
If it does not, then it is clear that hereditary status,
whether elevated a s the peerage or degraded as that of
the pauper, is not an accurate symptom of civic value.
For the degraded status of the pauper was deliberately
created by the State, as was the elevated status of the
peer.
This very report says that “ the workhouse created
a new and lower standard of life, which compensated for
degradation by certainty of tenure.” Mr. E. T. Lidbetter, in an article on “ Some Examples of Poor Law
Eugenics,” in the same number of the “ Review,’’
says: “ T h e standard of pauperism laid down by the
Commission of 1834, ‘ t h a t the condition of the pauper
should be less eligible than that of the independent
labourer,’ has been definitely abandoned ; perhaps because the condition of the independent labourer, in some
quarters, is so low, that pauper conditions cannot be depressed to the same level.’’
Pauperism, then, is poverty recognised and relieved
by the State, with degradation imposed as a necessary
condition. If the distribution of wealth corresponded
to the natural ability of its possessors, we might easily
believe that poverty implied some natural defect of
ability, and that chronic pauperism, a s this report declares, “ must, in principle, be classed with feeblemindedness, from which it is indeed barely differentiated.” But every Socialist knows that there is no
necessary connection between wealth and ability, or, by
a parity of reasoning, between pauperism and feeblemindedness. The State bestows the dignity of the
peerage with only a formal scrutiny of the “ character,
antecedents, and capacities” of the peer, but it is completely indifferent to these things when it brands with
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the stigma of a degraded status numbers of men who,
from some temporary cause, are unable to sell their
labour. And a s status is more enduring in English life
than any institution, a s it is maintained and perpetuated
by the very temper of the people, it is not surprising
that a s the progeny of peers contains a due proportion
of peers the progeny of paupers contains a due proportion of paupers. But where is the proof of “ inherent
civic defect ” ?
“ Thirdly, the experience of the Committee is quite
clear that the paupers whom they have seen and examined individually, are characterised by some obvious
vice or defect such as drunkenness, theft, persistent
laziness, a tubercular diathesis, mental deficiency, deliberate moral obliquity, or general weakness of character, manifested by want of initiative, or energy, or
stamina, and an inclination to attribute their misfortune to their own too great generosity or too great
goodness, and generally to bad luck. Inquiry into the
nature of the bad luck or too great generosity usually
resolved the matter into one of stupidity or folly upon
the part of the complaining victim. ”
This savours of an “ investigation upon lines indicated by ” the Charity Organisation Society rather than
“ modern biological research.”
N o evidence is offered
in support of these assertions, so that they cannot be
criticised. But they may be rejected as being alien to
the purpose of this investigation, for the only defects
that might prevent a man from earning his living are
“ a tubercular diathesis, and mental deficiency ” ; and
a s there was not a qualified medical man or woman on
this committee, we cannot accept the diagnosis as exact.
If “ moral obliquity,’’ whatever that may be, is an
“ inherent civic defect ” to which
pauperism is due,
what is the meaning of the adjective “ deliberate ” ?
The whole passage reeks with prejudices against the
pauper, and nowhere demonstrates the biological cause
of an economical fact.
“ Fourthly, the experience of the Committee suggests
that so long as charitable ‘institutions of any nature
exist, whether they vie with one another in relieving
distress or not, there will always exist a considerable
amount of poverty brought about by the too ready expectation and acceptance of such relief. There is no
doubt that there exists an hereditary class of persons
who will not make any attempt to work or to continue
in work so long a s charitable funds, even of small
amounts, are forthcoming.”
The methods of modern biological research have led
us to a strange conclusion. Charity, which everybody
supposed to exist for the relief of poverty, is now
asserted to be one of its causes. And a s the (‘inherent
civic defect ” of charity is hereditarily transmitted
through successive generations of rich people, so the
inherent civic defect of “too ready expectation of such
relief ” is hereditarily transmitted. But the, Socialists
will see that the argument ‘is still in the region of
economics, that it is still a question of the distribution
of wealth ; and we may justly begin to call for some
proof that pauperism is due to “inherent civic defect.”
But the last “broad feature ” is perhaps the most
amazing of them all. “Fifthly, there is some reason
to believe that illegitimacy may tend to run in families,
and is due in some cases t o inherent desires so strong
that they resolve themselves into deliberate or unrestrained intent, in others to mental defect, and ‘in yet
other cases to general weakness of character.”
But these are just the reasons, with the exception of
“mental defect,” that St. Paul gave for getting married; and joyfully would he have used this phrase, had
it been known to him, to express his contempt for
licensed unchastity. W h a t is the necessary connection
between illegitimacy and pauperism? I look at a few
cases given in the chart, and I find that the pauperism
is directly due to the desertion of the woman by the
lover, thus forcing her to g o to the workhouse for her
confinement. But the same thing might, and does,
happen with married people; and although the woman
has a legal claim for maintenance on her husband,
that would not preserve her ‘or her child from pauperism, so far as this investigation is concerned. Child-
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bearing, we all know, tends to run in families ; but we
need more than a few instances to prove the hereditary
transmission of a biological incapability of the marriage
sacrament or contract.
The evidence offered is a pedigree and history of
some pauper families. This is the first and most complete of “three extensive pedigrees, the material for
which has been in each case obtained from the records
and the examination of paupers at three workhouses
in different parts of London.”
W e are asked to believe that the pedigree is incomplete, that many of the
individuals indicated as non-paupers are really paupers,
and that “ further inquiry will necessarily paint a
darker picture than that now presented.”
I may mention in passing that two persons (D7 and
D8), both marked a s normal on the chart, but connected by marriage with a pauper family remarkable
for illegitimacy, have five children who also are not
paupers. But the chart, instead of showing five open
circles, which would have lightened the picture, is
blank concerning these children. I do not insist on this
omission, because I want to come to grips with the
Committee.
On what principle did they select the families whose
history they were to investigate? W e are not told,
but the remark quoted above : “that the experience of
the Committee is quite clear that the paupers whom
they have seen and examined individually are characterised by some obvious vice o r defect :” is suggestive.
Wishing to prove the necessity for segregation and
sterilisation of chronic paupers, they picked out apparently the worst cases. W e may fairly assume, I
think, that, in spite of the promise of more shocking
revelations, w e are dealing with extreme cases. I intend to examine the worst of these, and if I can show
that it does not support the contention or justify the
conclusion of the Committee, the Eugenics Education
Society will be well advised to leave “modern biological
research ” to experts.
W e are told that D16 on the chart is “of notoriously
pauper stock. He had two sisters, one sister-in-law,
two brothers, both parents, two uncles, a n aunt, an
aunt-in-law, and one uncle by marriage, and a brother
of his, all paupers. In addition, two of his children are
of the hooligan type, and have been sent to an industrial
school. One of them is illegitimate, and was born in
the workhouse, as is also one of his nephews.” W h a t
“ inherent civic defect ” caused all this pauperism,
we
are not told; but it is quite clear that D16 could inherit
it only from his parents, and that he could not transmit
it to his nephew.
Let us look at ‘his parents, both paupers, we are told.
The father was an orphan from childhood and a foreman plasterer by trade. H e married, and had seven
children. In 1870, when he was twenty-seven years of
age, he became ill and went to the hospital. No evidence yet of pauperism.
In 1874 and 1875 he had
medical relief for his wife and children ; and after this
the family had out-relief continuously until 1880,when
the man died of bronchitis ’in the workhouse Four of
the children were sent to the Poor Law Schools ; the
widow, presumably, kept the other three, and managed
to live by doing washing, and was intermittently assisted by out-relief. The later record of six of the
seven children is bad, says the history.
The facts are very scanty, and those necessary to
prove the hereditary transmission of a defect which
caused pauperism are not given.
For instance, the
birth dates of the children, and the nature of the illness in 1870. Whether he went into hospital suffering
from a chronic or a recurrent disease, or from the
If it were a
effects of an accident, we are not told.
disorder which would be transmitted to the children,
and would render them incapable of earning their living,
we ought to know how many of his children were born
in 1870. But it is clear that the illness did not pauperise him until 1874, after some of the children were
born. Did he transmit bronchitis or pauperism to
them ? The pauperism plainly was not transmitted
from 1870, and as we do not know the nature of the
disease, we cannot presume that it, or any of its modi-
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fications, was transmitted to the children.
All that
we can say is, that with the exception of one child
which died at the age of two (cause and date not stated),
the whole family became pauperised by illnes, from
which apparently the father was, in 1874, exempt.
W e are not told whether the out-relief given to the
family from 1874 to 1880 was financial or medical
relief. If financial, was the father incapable of following his employment, and, if so, what was the nature
of the incapacity ; o r if the relief was simply medical
treatment-of the wife and family, from what disease did
they suffer? If the father’s pauperism was due to the
‘‘inherent civic defect ” of disease, why was he not
pauperised by it in 1870 ;
and if the disease was an
hereditary one, why are we not told its nature? The
methods of “ modern biological research ” might well
be more precise.
The two parents, then, became paupers because in
1874 the wife went into the infirmary (disease not
stated), some of the children had medical relief, the
whole family received out-relief (of a nature not stated)
until 1880, when the father died in the workhouse of
bronchitis. W e are not even told how long he was in
the workhouse. The only disease mentioned is bronchitis : it caused the death of the father, but we have no
evidence to prove that it was chronic. Was it
hereditary ?
One of the sons was two years old when the father
died ; he was sent to an industrial school, later joined
the Hussars, and after twelve years in India with
them died of pneumonia. Not a very convincing proof
of either hereditary pauperism or disease. Another son
is a pauper because he was in the workhouse a s a child
with his parents.
There is no evidence that he has
since obtained indoor or outdoor relief, but “ he drinks,
and has been in prison,” and his wife, who does not
drink, had relief for herself and three children during
that time.
Are we to suppose that the man drinks because the
father died of bronchitis, or that the “inherent civic
defect” which was the cause of his going to gaol was
inherited from his father, and that the pauperism of his
wife and children is due to congenital bronchitis?
Another brother who was in the Poor Law Schools
and later in the Industrial School, married, and had
five children, the eldest born out of wedlock. “ He has
been twice in prison for violence, and for a row with
the police.
He drinks heavily.”
The bronchitis of
the father has resulted in illegitimacy, marriage,
criminal conduct, and alcoholism;
and the children
are paupers, because their mother obtained relief while
their father was in prison. Modern biological research leads to curious results.
His twin brother, the man from whom we started,
No. D16, went to Poor Law Schools, Industrial
Schools, and Dr. Barnardo’s Homes.
H e was not
taught a trade, but at 16 was sent to Canada as a cowboy. Fifteen years later he worked his way back on
a cattle-boat.
He was employed by the Road Car Co.
for six years a s a chaff-cutter.
H e lost his work
(cause not stated) and did odd jobs, until he went into
the workhouse.
H e returns to the workhouse at
frequent intervals.
There is no evidence that he
drinks, and his wife is a teetotaler. He has four
children, the first being illegitimate and born in the
workhouse
On the wife’s side, this is the fourth
case of illegitimacy in direct succession, and we are
asked to believe that “ t h e joining of the two strains
seems to have strengthened the degenerate tendencies,
as the two eldest children are now in the Industrial
Schools, and one is in the infirmary.”
We are not told why these children a r e in the Industrial School, and we cannot accept the fact that they
are there as evidence of degeneration or a s proof that
they are of “ the hooligan type,” as this report declares.
The father went into the workhouse because he was
unemployed, and the children were probably sent to
the Industrial school because the father could not maintain them. But he takes them out of school, because,
he says, he is fond of them. The committee of amateur
biologists says that “the most likely explanation is
that he uses them for begging purposes.” No evidence
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is offered to prove this assertion. T h e man traces his
bad luck to his steadiness and soft heart, which has
led him to help others when he could ill afford it.
I have not the space to examine any more of the
evidence, but enough has been said t o prove that not
one scrap of evidence of transmitted incapacity has
been given. T h e father earned his living until incapacitated by illness; one son earned his living for
twenty-one years, and became a pauper through unemployment; the other three sons have not become
chargeable to the Poor Law Guardians, but the families
of two of them have received relief, while the fathers
‘‘trod the winepress alone ” for having thrashed the
police. And we a r e asked to accept this as evidence of
degeneracy! T h e two daughters were brought up by
the Poor Law until they were 16 years of a g e , and both
were soon in the workhouse, one requiring treatment
for a n abscess, the other for a cause not stated, but
presumably inability to obtain employment. Both are
married, and the whole family of one, mother included,
a r e said t o be habitual drunkards; the other is “said
to drink, and is looked down upon by the rest of her
husband’s family.” And all this is supposed to result
from the father’s death from bronchitis !
T h e Eugenics Education Society has forgotten that
the first need of scientific inquiry is definition and
delimitation of the subject matter. T o prove its
assumption, it w a s necessary to eliminate all economic
causes, and to confine itself to the tracing of hereditary
disease or incapacity, to demonstrating the necessary
connection between these and pauperism, and t o the
collecting of evidence in proof of this assumption.
It
has collected evidence of pauperism, but not of hereditary deflect ; it has not shown that pauperism results
from defect, and its cool proposal that pauper stocks
should be eliminated by segregation and sterilisation is
seen t o be the fatuous impertinence of self-satisfied
people. T h a t pauperism could ever be eliminated by
such a process is plainly impossible when we see men
breaking down, by illness o r other temporary disability,
into the degraded status reserved for the working
cIasses. Abolish the status of pauperism, a n d we shall
hear no more about the degeneration of paupers.

Modern Dramatists.
By Ashley Dukes.
(AII rights reserved.)

X.--Brieux.
ONESunday afternoon some years a g o I found my way
to a little theatre on the eastern boulevards of Brussels.
The audience was sparse but tearful ; the “melting
mood,” rightly extolled by Mr. Shaw, taking the
unattractive form of a frequent a n d universal use of the
pocket-handkerchief.
T h e play given was “ Blanchette,”
by M. Brieux, member of the French Academy. I did
not know then that “Blanchette” was one of the first
successes of M. Antoine’s Théâtre Libre, nor that M.
Brieux had already achieved a limited and eclectic fame
in England as the representative French dramatist
through S t a g e Society performances of his later social
dramas. Still less did I suspect that Mr. Shaw, of all
sane men, would one day attempt the miracle of turning
water into wine by devoting a n entire preface to praise
of this author’s translated work. Shaw as prologue
to Brieux is indeed a sight for gods and men. T h e
high priest of unsentimentality prostrate before the
T h e harlequin enamoured of pomaltar of bathos.
posity.
Tanner submissive at the heels of Roebuck
Ramsden ; a revolutionary Roebuck Ramsden brought
strictly upto-date, with twentieth century views on
marriage, justice and depopulation.
And all this in
order to prove t h a t M. Brieux is the most important
event in the European Theatre since Ibsen. (O Strindberg, Hauptmann, Tchekhov, Hofmannsthal, and,
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above all, Shaw !) T h e volume in question h a s not yet
appeared, but its brilliance cast a n anticipatory shadow
in the recent production of “ F a l s e Gods” at His
Majesty’s Theatre. “ False Gods ” was a n adaptation
of “ L a Foi.” “ L a Foi ” w a s “a play by Brieux.” No
initials; not even t h e non-committal “Monsieur.” Simply
A catechism for the critics :
magnificently,--Brieux.
“Who is Brieux? ” “Clearly a personage, a playwright of European repute. F o r further information
apply t o Shaw.” Thus the path of the dramatic reporter is smoothed.
H e is able to nod with easy
familiarity “ A h yes, of course. . . . Brieux.”
F o r further information let us turn to his plays. I
take “ Blanchette ” first. Blanchette is the daughter of
a n innkeeper in a country town.
She has just left
school, a n d her certificates and prizes are displayed
about the walls of the café. H e r parents show them
proudly to their customers. But Blanchette does not
take kindly to the new work of a barmaid.
She sits
behind the counter, reading, and when a labourer
stumps in, seats himself a n d calls for a bock, s h e fails
to serve him courteously.
T h e labourer leaves
offended. T h e stern parent appears and compels filial
obedience. Blanchette, tearful, conveys the pot of beer
to “m’sieur.’’ Then, being a girl of some spirit, she
runs away to Paris. According to the traditions of
the theatre, a n y girl who runs away to Paris must be
immoral.
T h e parents accept this view, and duly
expunge her from their life.
They a r e disgraced in
the eyes of their neighbours, but there is a general
agreement not to mention Blanchette.
I n due course
she returns, encounters the familiar threatening father,
melts her mother’s heart, and is finally forgiven by
both.
There is the domestic comedy of “ Blanchette. ” T h e
ethics apart, it is quite skilfully a n d admirably written,
for M. Brieux is a good stage craftsman. But [consider
it as the work of the alleged leading dramatist of
France, writing for a revolutionary theatre some years
after the appearance of Ibsen, and the dilemma is
obvious. If it w a s sincerely done, then M. Brieux had
nothing in particular t o say ; if it w a s insincerely done,
then he was foisting upon the Theatre Libre a piece of
rubbishy theatricality which could have found a home in
any one of ten fashionable theatres in Paris. I n the
light of the later plays, it is impossible to resist the
former conclusion. “ Blanchette” pointed t h e way for
M. Brieux, and at the same time defined his limitations.
Conventional domestic comedy was always his trade,
and his social a n d political views are only windowdressing.
There need be no doubt of the sincerity
of M. Brieux’s opinions, but they are for t h e most part
so trivially expressed that they carry no conviction
In
becoming a reformer, he ceased t o be a n artist.
F o r proof of this, consider t h e four act comedy “ L e s
Bienfaiteurs” (The Philanthropists).
The philanthropists are Robert Landrecy, a factory owner, and
his wife Pauline. They a r e not wealthy, but they have
acquired a reputation as charitable people, and apparently spend most of their leisure time in uttering vague
generalisations upon the subject of benevolence. Unexpectedly a relative from South Africa, one Valentin
Salviat, appears upon the scene. Valentin is a millionaire cynic without any great belief in charity, but he
places his fortune at the disposal of Landrecy and
Pauline for their schemes.
Committees a n d subcommittees a r e formed. T h e poor, deserving and undeserving, a r e duly classified, a n d the work of relief
begins.
T h e committees quarrel a m o n g themselves,
and, of course, a r e swindled right and left by specious
applicants. An expert organising secretary, called in
to save the situation, goes to the other extreme and
refuses aid in every case. T h e newly-formed society
collapses. The dismissal of a workman in Landrecy’s
factory leads to a strike, a n d the philanthropists a r e in
despair. The millionaire chuckles over the fulfilment
of his prophecy. Landrecy puts an end to the strike by
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reinstating his dismissed employee, and the comedy
comes t o a n end with the following philosophic gems :--Landrecy: And yet I have been charitable.
Valentin: No. You have only given alms-a very different
matter. In spite of all your efforts, Landrecy, you have
so far awakened n o response in the hearts of the people,
because the heart only understands the language of
love, and that language you have never spoken. But
with your first impulse of true charity you disarmed
hat red.
Landrecy : One must love those whom one would relieve !
Pauline: One must know them and love them.
Valentin : Alms must pass from one to another with a clasp
of the hand. You must give charity with discernment,
Pauline. If not, it does harm. You must give with
love, Landrecy; otherwise it is ineffectual. . .
T h e banality of this passage makes comment almost
unnecessary. Some such string of platitudes must have
served Tchekhov as a text when he wrote : “ T Ome the
theatre of to-day is no more than a n antiquated prejudice, a dull routine. W h e n the curtain rises, a n d all
these accomplished actors, these priests of a sacred a r t ,
attempt to show, by lamplight, in a room with three
walls, h o w ordinary people eat, drink, love, move about
the world; when a morality is preached to us in trivial
phrases and pictures, a vulgar, commonplace morality
convenient for household use ; when the same old story
is dished up again a n d again in a thousand variations ;
then I c a n do no otherwise than flee as Maupassant fled
from the Eiffel Tower, whose triviality threatened to
shatter his soul !”
Observe, however, the most important European
dramatist since Ibsen.
I turn to “ L e s Trois Filles d e M. Dupont.” This is
Brieux’s most successful effort at social drama. M.
Dupont’s three daughters are Caroline, Julie a n d
Angèle. Caroline is a n old maid, a n d a pious Catholic.
Angèle is a prostitute in Paris. Julie, when the play
begins, is about t o be betrothed to Antonin Mairant, a
youth of the town. M. and Mme. Mairant pay their
ceremonial call upon M. and Mme. Dupont. T h e four
parents haggle about the marriage portion, a n d succeed
in swindling one another to perfection. But Julie, once
married, proves intractable. S h e wants children and
Antonin will give her none. Moreover, the mutual
Antonin treats the
fraud of the dowry i s revealed.
matter cynically, a n d Julie breaks o u t fiercely with her
claims to motherhood, t o equality and respect.
She
has not married him to be made a slave, a n d she insists
upon her rights as a n individual. Much of this outburst
is effective enough, but Brieux the feuilletonist is not
long kept in the background. H e asserts himself in
wordy commonplace and platitude.
One feels with
him, a s with Sudermann in “ M a g d a ” and “ Johannisfeuer,” that the subject is too big for its author. Julie
is only convincing as a feminist tract. There is nothing
in her shadowy personality to compel attention a n d to
make her, views a n d all, inevitably true.
This weakness is all the more glaring in the later
passages of the play. So far we have been concerned
only with one of the daughters of M. Dupont. T h e
case of the others is just as hard. Caroline wants to
be married. S h e and Angèle together inherit a small
legacy. Caroline hands over a part of her share to a n
inventor, hoping that he will come to her rescue; but
he proves to be already living with a mistress. Caroline,
then. remains upon her parent’s hands.
Angèle
(victim, of course, of a n early seduction) arrives from
P a r i s ; but beyond impressing M. and Mme. Dupont
vastly by her prosperous appearance, and lamenting her
fate sentimentally, she does nothing in particular.
Julie, having left her husband, is persuaded to return
t o him ; and M. Dupont, who “always knew that things
would straighten themselves out in the lend,” contemplates his precious family with resignation.
One further example : the ineffable “ Maternité,”
dedicated to the Society for the Prevention of Depopulation in France. Here the cloven hoof of the feuilletonist-reformer not only comes through, but kicks the
drama to pieces most unmercifully. Annette Brignac,
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daughter of a middle-class family, is seduced by her
lover and left with a n unborn child.
H e r father, a
pompous politician, has views upon the duty of parenta g e (legitimate, of course), a n d is, no doubt, a member
of M. Brieux’s Society.
T w o acts are occupied in
general discussion of the ethics of social duties and
individual rights in this matter of parentage. I n the
third and last a c t it appears that Annette has died as
the result of artificially procured abortion, and the
woman who performed the operation is put upon her
trial for murder. T h e trial comes to no conclusion, for
t h e counsel for the defence causes a popular outburst
by denouncing the seducer, a n d t h e judge withdraws
from the Court without passing sentence, in order to
preserve his dignity. All t h a t emerges is a muddle of
faltuent rhetoric and special pleading ; a n d the cause of
feminism was never more vilely urged.
Brieux is not the only playwright who has seen the
possibilities of exploiting modern social views for the
sake of theatrical effect. T h e case of Sudermann, own
brother to him, has already been considered.
Both
reveal in their work temperaments which make everything that they touch necessarily false. T h e sincerity
o r insincerity of their views matters nothing, for drama
depends upon personality a n d treatment rather than
upon subject. Sudermann may have believed that in
“ D i e Ehre” he was revolutionising the conception of
honour, and in “ M a g d a ” t h a t he was stating a new
view of the independence of women ; he failed in each
case because he created no individual figure who was not
trivial. Brieux may have believed that in “ Maternité”
and “ L e s Avariés” he was exposing t h e diseases of
modern society with such force that after the publication
of his work they could n o longer continue to exist ; in
reality he was only exposing his own bourgeois temperament t o the public gaze. There is something almost
indecent in this self-revelation ; but it is inevitable, a n d
it is the solitary safeguard against t h e fraud of revolutionary drama which is not revolutionary. One searches
in vain through the whole of Brieux’s plays for a single
memorable figure. Rebecca W e s t and Dr. Stockmann
w e k n o w ; Hilda W a n g e l and Relling. But who a r e
Valentin Salviat, Julie Dupont a n d Annette Brignac ?
Ill-digested scraps of blue-books, manifestoes, Charity
Organisation leaflets, members of the Society for Combatting Depopulation in France.
Infuse them with
sentimentality, set them upon their feet and bid them
walk; and they give you calculated farce: ponderous
comedy without the Comic Spirit a n d pitiful tragedy
without a spark of the eternal.
Let us pursue this question of the sham social drama
a little further.
Platitudes a r e infectious, a n d in
criticism of M. Brieux I shall nut go out of my way to
avoid them. I t i s a platitude, for example, to say t h a t
there is no such thing as a n impersonal play (although
individual authors may approach the impersonal). There
is no such thing, in the abstract, a s a realistic o r
romantic method, although each individual author has
his own bias. I n the same way there is no such thing
a s an abstract social drama. There is only a n individual author’s view of life, and t h a t is the beginning
and the end of all his work. An understanding of this
is vital, because as t h e Theatre becomes more a n d more
concerned with ideas the contrary view may be encouraged. Mr. Barker, for example, recently called for a
play upon the Majority a n d Minority Reports of the
Poor Law Commission, setting forth the dramatic
conflict between them ; the inference being that if any
individual of the necessary ability sat down to study both
Government blue-books (which God forbid !) he could in
course of time, by applying them to the facts of life,
evolve a social masterpiece. I t is conceivanle that such
a play might b e written, but, if so, it would not be
because the author conceived of life as one large blue
Majority Report opposed ta another large blue Minority
Report, but because his personal distinction as a n artist
carried him beyond them both into tragical isolation.
(Tragical, whatever his treatment of the theme might
be.) Moreover, he would be unable to avoid revealing
in his work, not only himself, but his method. T h e
more the blue-books, the less the conviction his play
would carry.
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The case applies very well to M. Brieux. Before he
took to the drama of social problems, he was a harmfelt called upon to move
less sentimentalist. Then
with the times. H e issued, in his own person,
Majority and Minority reports upon the social condition of his country, and very naturally he became a
successful academic personage. The revolutionary bias
in his plays (“ Maternité ” and “ Les Avariés,” for
example) did him no harm, and indeed commended him
to those supporters of the advanced theatre who were
incapable of distinguishing between an expression of
opinion and a work of art. But he could never escape
from himself. The mark of the beast was upon him :
the trail of feuilletonism and routine. His writing had
the false perfection of commonplace, the superficiality
of the social sketch-map, the vocabulary of the leader
writer and the pamphleteer, the easy achievement of the
author with nothing to say. (I refer the reader once
again t o the passage from “Les Bienfaiteurs ” quoted
above.) The whole shallow philosophy of life stood
revealed. Society, for M. Brieux, consists of coinvergent “movements.” At some point they meet. H e
classifies them neatly. Here one view, there another.
Philanthropy and true charity (“ Les Bienfaiteurs ”),
law and justice ( “ L a Robe Rouge ”), religion and
agnosticism (“ La Foi ”), marriage and free love (“ Les
Hannetons ”), feminism and anti-feminism (“ Les
Trois Filles de M. Dupont,” “Maternité ”). But the
convergent forces are only movements, not individuals ;
and so the common ground upon which they meet is
strewn with much rhetoric and little drama.

he

M. Brieux, then, may be left to those readers and
playgoers who must a t all costs have their “morality
for household use” ready to band, like yellow soap in
the back kitchen. With them there is no disputing, for
the question a t issue is the eternal one of taste. It is
possible that M. Brieux’s plays may exercise some
ephemeral reforming ‘influence, just as it is possible
that a Socialist “Daily Mail ” might bring about a
temporary revolution, and even probable that a pious
But
“Daily Mail ” might create a religious, revival.
criticism can have no truck with such factitious effects.
The critic, like the dramatist, works by artistic instinct.
It is not his part to act as town crier for every
municipal councillor with advanced opinions, or to
peddle cheap reform from door to door.
There are
some playwrights of our time who compel more than
the attention of a moment. They stand in that
tragical isolation of which I have spoken. They are
the night watchmen who cry the hours from age to age.
There is mystery in them, because they have always
penetrated the darkness a little further than the rest.
The black magic of Strindberg in “ T h e Father ” or
“ Intoxication,” the passionate music o
f Hofmannsthal,
the ceaseless challenge of Tchekhov, like some sentinel
demanding the password of entry into the citadel of
art, the intellectual greatness of Shaw in “ M a n and
Superman ”-these
are qualities which make their
authors immune, not from critical survey, but from the
clumsy familiarity bred of instant apprehension. One
must climb to gain even a glimpse of them.
The
summits of their work are veiled.
There are other
authors, like Brieux, who inspire no such respect.
Their achievement stands out, unsightly and uninspired, like some jerrybuilt ‘‘ Smith’s Folly ” set
upon a trivial mound for the mockery of after generations. ils their own time and its immediate problems
pass, the very reason for their labour is forgotten. It
fails to l’ive because in itself it has no beauty and no
individual power. I t is only the monument of an unknown dullard.
And the momentary fame? In M. Brieux’s case, it
depends mainly upon the censorship Three of his
plays have been refused a licence in England ; one has
been prohibited in France. The record of the English
censorship, at least, is sufficiently stupid t o justify the
presumption that he is therefore a distinguished
artist. Mr. Shaw appears in defence of this claim. I
have dealt faithfully with it. M. Brieux must be judged
upon his merits.
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Recovery of Art and Craft.
By

Huntly Carter.

INthe volume on Hand-loom Weaving, Plain and Ornamental, by Luther Hooper (Hogg, 6s. net) I find an
illustration of a domestic loom from a Lyonnaise woodcut of 1510. I t represents a picture of a number of
fair maidens engaged in the pleasant occupation of
hand-loom weaving. There are eight maidens, seven
of whom are gathered together in a corner of a decorative landscape engaged in a friendly confab, what time
the faithful domestic loom, which has followed them
much as the lamb in the fairy tale followed Mary, does
not appear t o be hurting itself in the matter of hard
work.
Beneath the picture I read in old Hesiod’s
words, “ T h e matron cheerful plies the loom a t home.”
W h a t does this arcadian picture with its quaint old
verses mean? It means that weaving was once and
might still be an industry for the people and homes, and
we are brought face to face not only with one of the
oldest and most beautiful textile industries, but with the
Ideal conditions under which it flourished.
It means
that in the past a vast number of persons have engaged
themselves in a “ pleasant ingenious occupation which
exercises all the faculties ” in conditions which enabled
them t o do so with pleasure and profit, bath mental and
physical. It means also, that before a vast number of
persons can again so engage themselves, the essential
conditions must be recreated. I t is here that the second
main difficulty of the recovery of a r t and craft comes in.
I have already pointed t o the necessity of creating a
demand for artistic productions, of the urgent need of
the uplifting of taste in all directions by such persons of
taste as can undertake it. But given a fair and right
demand, how are we to meet it altogether? For in
advising the revival of industries of past ages we must
not forget that if they once flourished they did so under
a peculiar and favourable combination of circumstances.
For instance much of the wonderful creative work of the
middle ages was done by monks in the seclusion of
monasteries. THey were subsidised and protected by
the Church, and were thus enabled to devote themselves
almost exclusively to the production of beautiful things.
As we know, the monks not only cultivated the soil, but
practised many crafts.
They were indeed largely
responsible for the organisation of a r t and craft tradition, such an organisation as is now beginning t o take
place in our midst. They were great cathedral builders,
and in this connection they formed at least one powerful
guild which, according to Leader Scott in the
“ Cathedral Builders,” influenced the architectual design and technique of the Western world. I n the cathedral they sought and achieved an “ a r t ” synthesis for
which a r t ist s, whet he r art-craftsmen , impressionists, o r
post-impressionists, are searching to-day. I n this vast
and comprehensive building they harmonised the whole
available resources of culture; brought into tune the
many and varied forms of art and science; composed
a symphonic poem of stone, wood, metal and glass, for
the edification of such intellects a s can tolerate it, and
the uplifting. of others that can appreciate its extraordinary aesthetic value.
And they did all this as a
natural result of the mediaeval condition and scheme of
life, of the mediaeval mood. W h a t the monks achieved
in one direction the peasants largely imitated in another.
I n times when it was not a universal profession to thrive
upon the property of the people; when the peasant
cultivated his “cabbage-patch ” in peace, and w a s not
exploited in the interest of city gold and silver ; before
the era of British industry that gave such a n impulse
to distress and unemployment, and drained the land of
tillers, sowers and reapers; then i t w a s possible for
peasants to give themselves up whole heartedly to
artistic pursuits, to pour out their individual souls
and to work for the love of the thing.
Where
are these peasant-craftsmen to-day ?
They certainly do not exist in any large numbers in
this pleasant land of ours.
There may be a
few scattered here and there seeking to develop t h e
ancient stride ; and a few more elsewhere who offer the
melancholy spectacle of a company of Othellos whose
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occupation has gone. Without such peasants or their
particular mood how shall we g e t on with certain things
that a r e obviously meant to be done in the peasant
manner a n d mood? T h e dismal plight to which we
have been reduced by machinery a n d the fallacies of a
system of education calculated to turn us into a nation
of cash-registers leave the question a wide-open one ;
while the absence of simplicity, sincerity, patience a n d
honesty-all
peasant-craftsman
attributes-deepens
one’s pessimism a s to the successful future of forms of
a r t and craft based upon peasant conditions’ of labour.
Weaving was, in the past, so based. I t is a n industry that has been extensively practised by peasants a n d
primitive peoples. This may be proved, as Mr. Hooper
points out, by a visit to the ethnographical department
of any of our museums. Further, “ t h e first principles
and practice of the art of weaving, wherever they a r e
found, a r e universally similar. Primitive peoples of today follow the same methods a n d use t h e same appliances a s those of ancient times.”
Again, “weaving
ceased to be a handicraft in this country, owing to the
introduction of the Jacquered machine and the application of steam-power to the loom, which events took
place a t the end of t h e eighteenth century,” beyond
Here two
which point Mr. Hooper does not go.
significant facts stand out. There i s n o change in t h e
first principles and practice of weaving under primitive
conditions of l a b o u r ; and there are many changes
wrought by the introduction of machinery. As t o the
changes themselves a n d the fresh traits, as the biologist
would say, which we individually and collectively, have
been putting o n for a century or more, and which we
must put off again if we a r e to assist Mr. Lethaby a n d
his efficient co-operators t o transform our environment
into something more inspiring and enduring t h a n t h e
present meretricious hodge-podge of offensive human
paraphernalia in the way of pots, clothing, homes means
of transport and sport, a t this point Mr. C. B. Hawkins
may step in and tell u s a word o r two concerning the
experience of Norwich (Lee Warner, 5s.).
Mr.
Hawkins has made a n exhaustive social study of Norwich. He has gone into geographical origins, and has
seen that Norwich was geographically bound t o become
a great centre of the weaving industry and that it continued to flourish in this way for centuries without
offending anyone in particular. Then came t h e Machine
and shifted the centre of gravity of the weaving industry, a n d Norwich fell on evil days so far as art and craft
were concerned. This part of the story occupies the
introduction, while the rest of the book hastens t o
inform u s in the language of (reliable facts and figures
that Norwich no longer lives by woollens and silks alone,
but by boots and mustard.
T h e lesson from this
valuable sociological survey is that the iron of machinery has entered very deeply into the soul of Norwich, and something more than the king’s horses and
men is required to displace it.
How is it to be uprooted? If, as Mr. Hooper says,
hand-loom weaving has been imitating the Sleeping
Beauty and making no advance for 100 years, how shall
it be awakened and brought face to face with the
people without stirring a sense of the ridiculous in their
minds.
How i s t h e multitude into whose homes it
ought to be introduced to be made familiar with and
sympathetic towards this, to it, rather old-fashioned
figure carrying an elementary text-book in the
enchanted garden of technique in which it is our
privilege t o wander, but which we are no longer
privileged to cultivate precisely as the primitives a n d the
Middle Agers d i d ? How a r e they, so accustomed t o
the hustle and shriek of machinery, to be made to understand t h e quiet beauty a n d utility of the sleeper
awakened? On this point Mr. Hooper i s silent; a n d
while students and art workers may attach considerable
importance to his utterances o n the ground that he is a
practical teacher with a wide knowledge of hand-loom
weaving, others will find nothing in his words to clear
the air a s to the pressing sociological interest of recovered a r t and craft industries.
His book needs
supplementing on the sociological side by chapters discussing how its methods may be adapted to modern
domestic requirements ; how they may be made suffici-
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ently attractive to be brought into modern homes ; how
they will enable the modern housewife “to ply her loom
a t home ” when it h a s been pointed o u t to her that by
doing su she will save good gold, silver and pence, a n d
not need a decorative landscape for background.
Mr.
Hooper’s workmanlike and comprehensive statement
of his case may come up for consideration next week.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.
A REAL LADY I N T H E FABIAN CASE.
Sir,-The business of book-reviewing having, as I understand, become greatly congested through the unprecedented
autumn spurt in publishing due to last winter’s dislocations,
it is probable that, in spite of the breathing-space afforded
by another election, some time will elapse before your
reviewer is able to notice the latest Fabian Tract. So I
want you to let me do you a gratuituous notice of it now,
over my own name; leaving your regular man to make a
better job of it later on. I make this request because I think
the tract in question is a nearer approach to a concise
treatise on things in general from the average Fabian
standpoint than anything I ever came across before.
You know what Fabian tracts are. First there are the
innominate tracts, issued by general command of the
Society : these are very individual pronouncements, done
either in the. office or-if they require special horsepower in
their expression, by reason of the topical importance of the
subject-at 10, Adelphi Terrace, o r 41, Grosvenor Road.
That’s one sort. The other sort are the tracts with authors’
names; generally approved by the members, to be read for
instruction in morals, but not possessing the authority of
the canon.
Nevertheless, I think these more likely to
reflect the soul of Fabianism than any masterpiece of one
of the great middle-class persons in the front rank. But
the tracts signed by private members are usually quite
special in their subject-matter, and I have been waiting a
long time for the sort of general confession which I find in.
No. 1 5 1 : “The Point of Honour: A Correspondence on
Aristocracy and Socialism. By Ruth Cavendish Bentinck.
October, 1910.”
The correspondence is quite short-only
14 pages. It
consists of two letters: (a) from one Pontefract to one
Christopher, denouncing the Socialism of the latter, and
renouncing his acquaintance ; and (b) to Pontefract from
Christopher, defending himself, and showing that Socialism
is quite-all-right.
From Pontefract’s letter we gather that he entertains the
following opinions :
I.
That Christopher is of a “reckless and headstrong
disposition,” which always revolted at what it considered to
be injustice, and even in boyhood led him to make nocturnal expeditions to the lower gardens,’’ and to keep fruit
“hidden in the moat.”
2. That “ a better-balanced mind” than Christopher’s
“would. . . . realise its own inability to define abstract
justice.” For instance, in foreign affairs, where men on the
spot are “better able to say what is considered ‘justice’ in
those regions,” Christopher‘s stay-at-home notions lead him
to make “seditious utterances provocative of endless ramifications of disorder.”
3. At home, Christopher’s attacks on the aristocracy take
no account of the fact that “there will always be squalor
and ugliness enough . . . because as fast as you sweep
it up in one place it will reappear in another . . . till
everyone tidies up his own pigsty before attempting to clean
up the farmyard ;” wherefore it behoves the individual who
would do his duty to be careful to do it “ i n that state of
life into which it has pleased God to call him;” and this
duty, in the (case of the aristocracy, is to preserve “an oasis,
may find a home, and
where culture and beauty . .
not be overwhelmed by the ocean of brutal ignorance and
coarse hideosity surrounding us.”
4. That the realisation of Socialism, with its “barracklike monotony,” will leave untouched the “injustice” of the
fact that X., who is handsomer than Pontefract, enjoys the
privilege of “ensnaring the affections of some desirable
female,” while he (Pontefract) is spumed-all on account
of X’s unearned increment of form and feature. From
which Pontefract deduces that, six months after the first
fair start with “equality of opportunity,” the superior
physique and intelligence of some would restore social
inequality.
5 . That things have got to be as they are, and it is no
use deploring them.
6. That unrestrained competition is necessary to keep up
the quality of our exports, upon which our national existence
depends.

.
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The reckless and headstrong Christopher replies to all
this :First, that it is a natural law that certain people should
feel impelled to persuade their fellow-men to something
“ incomparably higher’’ ; and that owing to this fact among
other phenomena, mankind steadily improves.
Without binding myself to the last statement, I admit
this forms a sufficient reply to Pontefract’s I , 3, and 5.
Christopher, of course, enters into further particulars with
which I needn’t trouble you.
Next, Christopher says that, according to the established
ethic of aristocracy, it is one’s duty to fight against the
oppressors of the weak ; and he says :
“ I f each man’s individual conscience does not revolt at
what he personally thinks unjust there would be no justice
at all ! The unjust would have it all their own way, whilst
the righteous ones sat in a subdued row, twiddling powerless thumbs and softly murmuring, ‘What we see appears
to us cruel and unjust, but let us not oppose it till we are
quite certain that we are capable of arriving at a correct
definition of abstract justice.’ So one might sit gazing
contentedly at the Crucifixion. Thus, in point of fact, many
did sit. Yet I do not seem to notice that later generations
have especially revered those ‘ well-balanced minds ’ for the
part they played on that occasion.
‘‘ Roughly speaking injustice is strength taking advantage
of its power to crush weakness. Injustice implies a lack of
imagination. “Justice” should be impartial, but no human
being has sufficient imagination to place himself in the
position of another so entirely as to be absolutely impartial.
is inFor that reason ‘justice’ untempered by mercy
variably injustice. .
Petitio principii ! No milder language will do ! Pontefract
deliberately questions time-honoured conceptions of justice,
and Christopher passionately reaffirms them by way of reply.
The fact that well-balanced minds are not popularly revered
does not prove that it is better to have some other sort of
mind. Christopher ought to have proved that those minds
were ill-balanced ; but his final appeal is always to popular
judgment. As follows (I paraphrase, except where I use
quotation marks) :If you hold to the theory of the omniscience of the man
on the spot, you are bound to maintain that the Duke of
Alva in 1567 was right in his cruel treatment of the Dutch.
his fleet was eventually destroyed, and he was
“Yet . .
only too thankful to leave a country where he boasted of
having executed no less than 18,000 men.”
Christianity triumphed ; therefore the Crucifixion was
wrong. Alva was defeated ; therefore Alva’s justice was
injustice. But if I choose to shut my eyes to Pontius Pilate
and the Spanish Duke, and to open them only upon William
the Conquerer and Oliver Crowmwell as he appeared on the
stage of Ireland: then I think I am, on, Christopher‘s principles, justified in scoring one here for Pontefract.
This is how Christopher deals with his friend’s No. 4:-“You confound natural with fictitious inequalities when
dealing with the ‘unearned increment ’ of X’s physical
attraction.
We want to enhance natural advantages by
giving all equal opportunities of developing mentally and
physically to the utmost. Look a t our women!
See how
these fictitious and cruel disabilities now prevent girlsintended by nature to grow into beautiful women-from
becoming real ‘ women ’ a t all-battered, twisted caricatures, with drawn faces and cunning or heavy eyes. The
same applies to men. May God forgive your insolent allusion to ‘ physical inequalities ’ which conjures u p such visions
that, for the moment, I cannot ”
I call this sheer bounce on Christopher’s part. How can
he have the face to lay claim to a desire that all persons
shall have equal opportunities of mental and physical development, when the crushed and humbled form of his boyhood’s friend slinks away from the desirable female, either
to wither on his stalk or else to stodge himself (as Harry
Straker would say) with somebody comparatively undesirable ? Christopher has not solved the puzzle ; he has only
adjured Pontefract in God’s name to stop his ticklin’;
As to Pontefract’s No. 7:--Christopher easily shows how
competition kills itself; but in the course of dealing with
this question h e quotes a piece of Marx’s fatalism; which
reminds him to inquire, a few lines farther on, why anyone
who thinks the realisation of Socialism impossible should
take the trouble to oppose it. I wish Christopher, whoseems
to smack his lips over Marx, would explain why a Socialist
who thinks his Socialism inevitable should bother exerting
himself to bring it about-unless he finds the labour pleasant
in itself. S.D.P. men could of course offer voluminous
confusing explanations why it is more logical to assist the
inevitable than to oppose the impossible. I prefer to base
m y exertions solely upon doubt.
--
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Let us now see just how the game stands between our
noble friends. Pontefract’s heavy battalions of oriental
fatalism have been thoroughly worsted by the heavier occidental fatalism of Christopher. But his irregular sniping
has been more successful-Christopher thinks himself only
stung to righteous indignation, whereas he is sore wounded
between the joints of his harness. Pontefract has established
(by default) :I . That justice, like Tariff Reform, means anything you
like.
2. That natural inequality implies inequality of opportunity; as instanced in the case of a very attractive man o r
woman, who falls up against soft things everywhere, leaving
the hard things for others. It might be added that this process is cumulative in its effects; to him that hath natural
advantages, advantages are naturally given ; while, from
him that hath not, everything is gradually taken away, even
to his life and name.
The implications are tremendous, and it is not to the
advantage of the anti-Socialist cause to declare them all
publicly. It was the late John Davidson’s fate to leave
himself politically friendless by taking the aristocratic side
and publishing over-plain statements of its case: as for
instance in a poem which appeared in THE N E W AGE about
a year before his death, called “ T h e Testament of Sir
Simon Simplex Concerning Automobilism.” The obvious
reply of the Socialist to that poem was, as far as I am aware,
never made-I
suppose because British Socialists are as
loath as British aristocrats to state their fundamentals. That
advice of the English poet“ The fittest answer unto such
Is perfect silence when they brawl,”
acted upon by the English Archbishop who allowed inconvenient questionings of faith to “flow quietly away” (I think
that’s how he expressed it) encourages such publications as this
tract; which, in spite of its ‘‘Fabian form” and its gleams
of suffragist and eugenist modernity, reveals the dear tenderhearted Lady Bountiful momentarily separated from her
coals and blankets. “ N o Socialist,” declares Christopher,
with these italics, “has or ever will come from the slums.”
They all come “from the artisan and professional cIasses.”
(Q. : What is a slum? A. : A place from which no Socialist
ever comes. Will Crooks is a Socialist: t h i s prevents the
parts of Poplar where he ‘‘came from” from being a slum.)
Christopher says that the submerged tenth resemble Pontefract i n their inability to “see that
. . men . . will
go against their natural inclinations and interests for the
sake of the ‘vision splendid.’ ’’ Queer how these reformist
Socialists pitch Nietzsche on to the top shelf and talk Christian sentiment, when they see anything like a class-war looming! I imagine the submerged tenth know as well as any of
us that men will do anything. The question whether men
are always wise, remains. Possibly Pontefract and the submerged tenth have good ground for thinking it unwise of men
to work against their own interests-it’s quite an arguable
point. I t is something, however, to get from Christopher
a sort of admission that interests may clash.
Christopher ends his letter with a perorational appeal to
Pontefract to “fight with us and not against us; for a long,
fierce conflict it will be, during which many will fall; but
they shall reckon their lives well lost-dying, as they will,
with the ideal ever before them,” etc.
I take this language to be purely figurative; for, upon a
literal understanding, it is difficult to see any occasion for
such heroism; the whole burden of Christopher’s song being
that there is not the slightest need to quarrel-dl
that is
required is that we should explain our plans and peacably
persuade folks to act with us, against their own interests if
necessary. The fact is, of course, that interests are commonly so irreconcilable that a perfect mutual understanding
only renders the strife deadlier.
There may be bread
enough for everybody; but he who performed the miracle
of the loaves and fishes could not gratify the universal thirst
for power. I would like to meet Christopher at Pontefract’s
moated grange this Christmas, for I’m certain there has
been a reconciliation, and bore him to death with the Testament of Sir Simon Simplex. He deserves it. Then, over
his grave, I would preach my sermon, and lay Sir Simon’s
ghost, alias Rudyard Kipling. I t can be done quite easily;
only I don’t suppose for a moment that ladies could stand
lit-real ladies, I mean.
JOHN KIRKBY.

..
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***

‘‘ THE POST-IMPRESSIONISTS.”
Sir,-I was sorry to see Mr. Calderon giving any kind of
support to that insult to art and to our intelligence, the
show of the Post-Impressionists. We look on THE NEWAGE
as standing for all that is progressive-for a new and better
age-better art, better literature, better social conditionsyet here is your art critic apologising for, and partly praising the most brainless and degrading of all the downward
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movements. The hopeful feature in the whole bad business
is that even our critics are opening their eyes, so long
closed, and are denouncing the pitiable results, the deathrattle of the Donkey’s Tail School of Impressionists. The
few who have praised them write as blind men would write
of colour, and deaf men might write of music.
Our modernity critics who were whipped to heel by
Whistler’s wit, are afraid to denounce things they know to
be bad and hateful fearing that they may yet become the
vogue. Yet a vogue may be a vogue of vulgarity, engineered by the bulls and bears of the picture exchange.
As I said in “Anarchism in Art,” fashions in dress play
the part of fugleman to those in art. Beauty is no sooner
attained in dress, than the movement is already on the way
to the ugly, or grotesque; to some monstrosity such as
crinolines, chignons, or hobble-skirts. Now, do our critics
fear to denounce such monstrosities simply because they
may become the fashion ; or think that fashion makes them
beautiful This case is analogous to that of art ; yet critics
are paralysed, fearing to utter their thoughts lest they
should be proved wrong by the thing becoming fashionable !
But they will be wrong as usual ; because they have mistaken
decadence for progress and are looking in the wrong direction ; they are looking for inspiration from our Newists and
the Donkey’s Tail Schools; they are like the man with the
muck-sake and see not the shining ones above them. The
real beginnings of the art of the future are upon us, yet they
are quite unseen by our downward-looking critics.
The show of the Post-Impressionists, engineered in the
interests of the dealers who own nearly all the works, will
sadly besmirch the reputations of all who have had any
hand in the matter-except the dealers themselves, who may
be commended for their acuteness in gaining the succés de
scandale, at which they aimed, and in getting columns of
free advertisement out of the controversy which the works
were perpetrated to produce That six directors of our
national collections should lend their names to help the
degradation of the art they are paid to guard is the most
deplorable feature. One director not on the committee
tells me that he was asked to support a n exhibition of
“Modern French Art,” so some may have been misled into
a false position; I feel sure that this is the case with the
director of our National Gallery, or his good nature may
have overborne his judgment. At all events, I do not think
we shall have another such show, and the one hope is that
this decaying art may fertilise the soil for the crop of the
future.
If our critics need a tip as to the direction in which to
turn their gaze let them read, mark, learn and inwardly
digest Professor Muther’s great psychological history of
painting--‘‘TIhe History of Plainting, from the Fourth ta
the Early Nineteenth Century,” That shows how curiously
art h a s followed the evolution of thought, and reflected
Life--to the life! As “G.B.S.” told us in a lucid moment,
we must have a new philosophy before we can have a new
art.
The “Modernity” movements have reflected the
anarchism of the political world-are destructive and lead
to chaos, rather than the scientifically constructive movements which are the ultimate aim of the Socialistic movements. These have yet to find expression in art. Then
think of all the new developments of thought; the deeper
scientific insight into the wonders of the cosmos; all the
mystical movements, the wonders of psychical research,
and the wider outlook of life, then you will get a glimmering of the direction in which to look for the new age of art.
Under the lead of the New English Art Club it has been
moving in the other direction-to the abasement of all that
makes the poet-painter, and the elevation of the craftsman,
the puddlers in paint. The coming art will give us a higher
order of beauty: move soul, more intelligence more sentiment, more of all the higher aspects of humanity, more
invention, and more of that second-sight of the soul-imagination; all those things our critics have turned their
backs on fearing to be caught napping.
E. WAKECOOK.

*

*

*

Sir,-The
Post-Impressionists show at the Grafton
Gallery is essentially for painters, and those who take the
craft seriously will find much to interest them. THE NEW
AGE is one of the few papers to treat the exhibition intelligently.
The reason critics object to good painting on
unorthodox lines is because the majority have no technical
knowledge of the art. Mr. Jones, in his letter to the
“Times,” even flouts the Manets, which are some of the
finest examples of the use of oil pigment ever seen in
London. Again, fools rush in to scoff at Cézanne. A
painter or critic who finds himself unable to appreciate the
work of this artist has mistaken his vocation, and should
throw up the sponge. There are few men in London to-day
who can handle oils in as masterly a manner. Gauguin,
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also, knew the possibilities and limitations of his medium;
and the much-abused “Christ in the Garden” is precious in
comparison with the majority of famous religious pictures.
Good painting is religious, Bad painting is immoral, and
much of Gauguin’s work appeals to artists because h e rates
sincere workmanship above melodrama.
Although some pictures in the gallery are merely the
result of earnest incompetence, the artist and lover of his
craft will find a very great deal to interest him. Mailliol
in sculpture, scores a triumph, and Denis reveals a positive
genius in his decorative paintings. The impressionistic
bronze, by Henri Matisse, is astounding in its anatomical
knowledge, especially from the back view. The critics have
completely ignored this masterpiece, which is worthy of a
place in our national collections. I commend it to the
notice of the Contemporary Art Society
Its purchase
would precipitate a veritable newspaper typhoon ; but then
the majority of our newspaper critics are like the racing
tipsters-they don’t know !
HUGH BLAKER.

*

*

*

MR. W. D. HOWELLS.
Sir,--The scurility of a nameless correspondent is hardly
worth refutation, yet as W. D. Howells may not see THE
NEW AGE of last week, I desire, as a friend of Howells, to
contradict “Juvenal” as flatly as it can be done.
He represents England badly in America. Had he
seen Howells, instead of listening to the unnamed critic, he
would bave met one of the largest-hearted, most generous
and most catholic spirits alive. T o speak of Howells as
flying from a poor man, o r being provincial in his outlook, or decrying Poe, is simply absurd. He has, as everybody knows, been everywhere and seen everything. He is
as wise and fearless a man as was “Mark Twain,” and an
accurate critic of literature into the bargain ; which Clemens
was not and did not pretend to be. But it is the usual
story. “All the old-timers are provincial.” No doubt there
were twenty young men at the “Mermaid” who knew more
than rare Ben and Shakespeare put together
EDENPHILLPOTTS.
***

TOWN-PLANNING.
Sir,-Does not Mr. Huntly Carter think that the Government also should be punished severely for throwing people
into the hands of the jerry-builders ?
If one happens to own the house he occupies, and particularly if one has spent something more than the market value
in the original building or in improvements to suit one’s own
taste, the tax gatherer sooner or later appreciates the situation and makes an arbitrary assessment which is grievous to
bear and expensive to resist. Even, if the local assessment
committee with knowledge of the local values make a fair
assessment to the poor rate, etc., the commissioners for
Inland Revenue always go one better.
Pressure must be brought to bear on the officials at
Somerset House, unless the old, adage is to be regarded as
an axiom of general application:
“ Fools build their own houses ;
Wise men live in other people’s.”
TOKIO.

*

*

*

N E W W O R L D S F O R OLD.
Sir,--I have read with great interest the first article of
‘‘Unedited Opinions,” in which the writer demands that
romance shall discover new worlds. By a strange coincidence your advertisement columns lately drew my attention to a book which satisfies that demand so closely that it
might have been written in response to your article: “ T h e
Discovery of the Dead,” by Allen Upward. I remember
this work on its first appearance as a serial in “To-day,”
and have been looking ever since for its appearance in
book form. I n it the hero, a German professor, discovers
a new sunstance which enables him to see the ultra-violet
rays; and when he puts on a pair of spectacles fitted with
lenses of this material he finds himself in a new world. New
planets swarm out of the sky, and the shapes of the dead
appear and enter into communication with him.
It is deeply discouraging to find that a work of such
originality should have had to wait six years for a publisher,
while the bookshops are snowed under by rubbish which
one turns over in vain in search for anything that an intelligent mind can read without disgust. Some of the reviewers,
I see, have been comparing Mr. Upward’s work with the
“scientific” romances of Mr. H. G . Wells. I t is like cornparing an aeroplane with an extra-big motor-car.
J. ANDERSON.
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