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NOTES OF THE WEEK.
LORDTALBOT'S
horse had been trained so well to walk
backwards out of the royal presence that, on the day of
the Coronation of King George III. the horse walked
backwards into it. Some gaucherie of this kind is
visible in the present deportment of certain of the
Unionists. They disclaim a n y intention of so much as
laying a Pea under the feather mattresses Of their King
in the loyal belief that he would feel it; at the same time
.they are preparing to give the King the trouble Of
creating five hundred peers, in the hope that the Liberal
Party will be made t o look ridiculous. But it is certain
t h a t the whole onus of the ridiculous act will not fall on
-the Liberal Party. I t will fall in part, at least, on the
King. Again, its ridiculousness merely exists now by
anticipation; i t will cease t o appear ridiculous the day
after the constitutionalists a r e driven to employing this
last weapon of their armoury. O n that day it is the
-unionists who Will appear ridiculous, if even SO light a
word will Prove applicable.
But all this does not
absolve the Unionists from the charge of attempting, at
least, to involve the crown in contempt; without, too,
the least justification for their action in the constitution.

*

*

*

Constitutional usage has never defined the magnitude
.a majority must reach before it is, really a majority; nor
.has it defined what is connoted in numbers by the confi-dence of the House of Commons. But it h a s declared
t h a t the presumption of that confidence is greater in the
early days of a parliament, and less in its closing days;
a n which dictum it is impossible to deny that the present
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parliament, thrice fresh from contact with the halfsovereign people, has confidence enough for any
ministry; and it has, by common consent, agreed that
a majority is a n effective majority when it is sufficient
t o guarantee the existence of a ministry as long as it
pleases. We see n o necessary reason why the existing
coalition should not remain in harmony during the whole
term of the present parliament. Five years i s a long
time t o remain stable in politics; but unless one or-two
irritating but inevitable details are badly handled, five
years may pass a n d leave the coalition still coalesced.
We hope, for many reasons, that the coalition will not
last longer than its present term. So soon a s the big
Bills of the Government's programme a r e passed, the
Labour Party in particular must resume its independence of action. Meanwhile, however, w e put it to the
Unionists that the majority against them is not only a
constitutional majority, but, as f a r as can be foreseen, a
majority that will not easily be fractured,

*

*

*

Discussion is still going on in various directions concerning the Referendum.
Not only s i r William Anson
has now lent his name to the device, but, as our readers
wil1 see elsewhere, Mr. Cecil Chesterton h a s followed
suit. This would be impossible if the Referendum were
not what i t i s , namely, the moist plausible and colourable
imitation of pure democracy that can be conceived. on
one point, however, it is clear that s i r William Anson
and Mr. Chesterton are at the Opposite poles.
Mr.
Chesterton regards the right of the Initiative as indispensable to the democratic working of the Referendum;
but sir william bluntly informs his readers that under
no circumstances must parliament part with the privilege of (initiating legislation. Which of the two forms
of the Referendum, if the principle were Once admitted,
would be likely to be adopted, the democratic form of
Mr. Chesterton, or the form which he denies is democratic at all? T h e question answers itself. The situation reminds us of a previous ingenuity on the part of
Mr. Chesterton and those who think with him. They
would have assented to a Citizen Army, that is, to compulsory and universal service, in the unsophisticated
anticipation that the powers that b e would permit all
citizens, not only to be trained in arms, but to keep
their rifles and ammunition at home for the revolution.
T h a t hope must surely have been slain when it was
known that even the harmless Welsh territorials were

.
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finding them out at leisure.
A politically educated
Democracy is a Democracy that both knows what it
wants and has t h e eye for the, men it needs. Nobody
can pretend that our Democracy has attained the latter
quality if even we admit the former. Our Demoracy,
except on very special occasions, has about as good
eye for a real representative as the boys in Plato’s dialogues had for a real doctor. Almost any sort of charlatan can impose on any constituency if only he is rich
and brazen enough. And this being still the case, we
would not ourselves lift a finger to save the constituencies from the consequences of their folly. Let
them choose freely by all m a n s , let the best information for their judgment of candidates be put at their
disposal; but when once they have chosen, let the representative be as free to act as his electors were to
choose. Only by this means will they learn political
wisdom.

further disarmed some days before the recent Welsh
strikes became formidable.

*-

Y

*

The observation to be made of all these clever
stratagems for dispossessing the governing classes
while they are not looking is the ancient proverb that
you cannot catch a weasel asleep.
The governing
classes of this country are quite as well able to extract
the democracy from a democratic proposal if they
desire to do so a s they are to see that rifles are extracted from the homes of social democrats before there
is any chance of using them. No attempts at surprise or wily strategy will prove in the end of the least
avail against an enemy that is a past master in all such
arts.
The only sure way of finally destroying the
exclusive character of modern governments is to educate the people; and we a r e glad to know that the remainder of Mr. Chesterton’s ariticles will deal with this
alternative. On two other points of his present article
we may, however, dwell a moment. H e tells us that
he cannot follow the line of argument by which Et is
proved that the Referendum would destroy representative government. Surely the destruction of representative government and the degradation of status of
the representative follow from the proposition later
advanced and claimed as a merit of the Referendum:
t o force
“The people must have the power.
through measures which Parliament has neglected or
refused to consider.”
I t is not difficult to imagine
what kind of person would retain his seat after having
been plainly told that he did not know his business.
Only in the pickings of a n office would there remain
any inducement to sit in Parliament. The Referendum
puts a premium on corruption.

an

*

. . .

*

*

*

But not only does the Referendum encourage corruption (American political corruption is the reply to
Mr. Upton Sinclair’s letter published elsewhere), but it
would also delay the only political education of which a
people is capable. I t is announced in so-called advanced circles that every voter in the brave days to
come will be qualified to pass judgment on any political
matter. Electors, so it appears in the bright eyes of
these visionaries, will in those days be each as interested, compétent and articulate in political affairs as
are now their best professional representatives.
If
that were possible the outlook would indeed be terrible.
Coleridge prayed to be delivered from the spectacle
of a philosophical populace; but the spectacle of a
people each and everyone of whom is able to write
political notes of the day is sheer nightmare. As well
expect or demand that everyone of us shall be when
utopia comes a sort of Pooh-bah not only capable of
everything but jealously intent on doling everything for
ourselves. The demand is ridiculous, both because
fortunately it is impossible to satisfy and because, unfortunately, it has its origin in social distrust. If you
suspect your doctor or your lawyer, you will naturally
desire to understand their arts in order t o be able to
dispense with their ministrations, Similarly, modern
reformers who suspect political representatives of
being frauds or fools naturally look forward to dispensing with representatives altogether. Only, a s we
say, their prospect is unrealisable.

*

*

*

The real political education of a people does not consist in detailed conversation with the minutiae of legislation, such as the Referendum might conceivably enjoin on them ; but in the much simpler but subtler
curriculum of choosing representative men in haste and

*

*

But what are we to say if the people continue to
tolerate, nay more, to welcome, the, accelerated degradation of the Press which the last few weeks have revealed?
The popular Press in particular has just
ignominiously distinguished itself by its treatment of
a n incident which, if it had occurred in America, we
should have called lynching. By no softer name is it
possible accurately to describe the siege and public
burning of two men by the combined police and soldiery
in the presence of Mr. Churchill last week. Of this
most discreditable episode in English legal history, the
daily Press, with few exceptions, has written as if its
writers and readers were of the intelligence and interests of romantic butcher boys.
I t is all very
well to pretend when the spectacle is over that our
civilisation was threatened with the invasion of godless
Anarchists, that the besieged men were desperadoes
belonging to a gang whose numbers were as great as
their ingenuity was diabolical, and finally, that we had
performed a service in setting an example to the world
as well as to the as yet uncaptured criminals of how
a great nation deals with the accursed thing. But the
facts are not only that we have made fools of ourselves
in the eyes of the world at large, but our police officials
and our Home Secretary have convicted themselves of
brutality as well as of incompetence.

*

’

*

*

There was, as several correspondents of the “Times”
and other papers that kept their heads have noted, no
reason in the world why the affair should ever have
passed beyond the decent ordinary limits of a somewhat
difficult arrest. All the evidence now shows that, in fact,
a t 2 o’clock on the morning of the auto-da-fé the police
had the two criminals practically at their mercy and confined to a single room. A syphon of sulphurous acid,
commonly called a stinkpot, discharged through the roof
would have rendered the room uninhabitable; the
attempt of the men to escape and their capture with a
minimum of risk to the police would have followed
inevitably.
Nobody would have heard of the matter
in all probability; and the subsequent scenes of barbarism and ridiculousness would have been saved.
Even, however, as it was, at the hour of seven when
the criminals were invited by a stone through the
window to open fire, the police should have been sufficient without the soldiery. As a matter of fact, we
happen to know that nobody resented the calling of the
soldiery more than the rank and file of the police. At
any minute from 2 a.m. onwards the private constables
were not only willing to rush the room but they were
anxious to do so. I t was not they who shirked their
duty, though doubtless the gutter press that profited
most by the day’s splatterdash will be the first to turn
and jeer at the police for producing it. The people to
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blame for the luridity of the affair were the police-officers
(of the C.I.D. ?) and’ Mr. Winston Churchill himself.

the anarchy that merely kills the body is a straightforward virtue.

Mr. Churchill, however, will certainly hear more of
the matter when Parliament meets, as it is not to be
expected that the nation as a whole, whatever the halfpenny press may think, will endure the affront to law
and order in silence. And if the opportunity presents
itself at the same time of questioning Mr. Churchill
on the appalling nonchalance with which he signs death
warrants in cases of murder under weak circumstantial
evidence, we hope some Member of Parliament will
seize it. Meanwhile, there is the usual sequel of butcher
boy discussion to be cleared up. The press, not content
with squeezing the last halfpenny of blood-money out of
the public by means of the double crime itself, must
needs now proceed, to extract more halfpennies by
making the public’s flesh creep with stories of anarchism
and aliens. Of neither subject has any one of the sensational writers the smallest judicial knowledge.
For
example, the public is given to understand that in consequence of her foolish sentimental preservation of the
right of asylum, England is alone among the countries
of the world flooded with pauper and criminal aliens.
But the facts are exactly the other way. The Commission that prepared the information for the Aliens Bill
stated after due examination that of all the countries
of Europe, with the single exception ‘of Spain, England
had the fewest aliens in proportion to the population.
As for crime, we cannot even flatter ourselves that this,
like patriotism, is largely imported. Less than two per
cent. of our national crime is due to aliens.

W e write with candour, since it has come to our
notice that one at any rate of the “largest circulations” has not hesitated to suggest a connection between the physical brutes of Houndsditch and Socialism.
The extraordinary thing is that they probably
believe, such is their degraded ignorance, that such a
connection between Socialism and the principles of
Anarchism really exists.
I t is idle to attempt to enlighten minds so lost to ideas, but we may as well remind one another that Socialism involves a theory of
government and a very strong government, too. I t is
strange that two quite inconsistent charges are brought
against Socialism : one, that Socialism would make of
Government a n absolute despotism such that its citizens
could not call their souls their own ; and the other, that
Socialism is really anarchy, and means no government whatsoever. W e leave the halfpenny editors to
offer prizes in money and boxes of soap to such of their
readers as can reconcile the paradox. Sensible people
will give it up. W e do not often indulge in a definition of Socialism, but we may safely risk the following description of one at least of its purposes : the
establishment and maintenance of a Government whose
single eye is to the welfare of its citizens. Whoever
among governors is so intent at this moment is already
in our minds a good Socialist, be his name Mr. Balfour
or Mr. Burns.

*

*

*

*

*

Y

These circumstances cooly considered certainly do not
point to any need for curtailing the right of asylum.
Still less d o they justify the wholesale arming of the
police against largely imaginary dangers.
Such an
occurrence as the firing on police and public of desperate
burglars has been possible since ever firearms and
police were invented. Sir Frederick Pollock cites the
case of one Henry Rogers who in 1735 shot five men
before he was captured. Rogers was a Cornishman.
“ One desperate man,” Sir Frederick concludes, “ being
well armed and under cover, can do great mischief
before law and order get the better of him,-and always
could.” W e will add : “ and always will be able though
every constable be compelled t o carry a Maxim.” There
is as much need and as little for the ordinary police to
carry firearms as there was for the White Knight to
fasten anklets round his horse’s legs against shark-bites.
In other words, there is none worth speaking of. I t is
to the credit of the force’s commonsense that the chief
opposition to this absurd proposal comes from the police
themselves.

*

+

+

On one other subject we may be permitted to say a
word.
It is the so-called anarchism of the alien
criminals. Bedlam alone knows what ideas two-apenny journalists entertain of anarchism, but it is certain that whatever they are they are not the ideas of
anarchism entertained by Anarchists. Perhaps, however, we may do them the honour of identifying them
with the ideas of criminals who gladly embrace a
word that does them no harm, and, in fact, magnifies
their terrors considerably. In this sense, anybody who
denies in practice the right of Governments t o govern
is an Anarchist ; and the degree of his criminality is to
be measured by the harm he does to society.
Our
readers will a t once discover that by this definition the
most dangerous Anarchists of all are to be found not
in the East .End of London among alien criminals, b u t
in Fleet Street amongst British-partly
British a t
least-journalists.
For these enemies of the State
there is no Government, either in principles or in persone or in taste or even in the settled traditiona n d
constitution of modern society. They will lie, malign,
boycott, distort, cheat, snivel, bully, procure, anything
for a halfpenny a day. To nothing in this wouldsave
the coppers of the mob will they pay homage ; ? for
the next world, they ignore it. And it is this state of
mind that is the true anarchy, compared with which

*

*

*

*

*

*

I t is time the public received a little information concerning the very remarkable proceedings which have
been instituted by the authorities against a Mr.
Mylius. The facts appear to be these.
Mr. Mylius
was arrested on December 26 last upon a charge of
sedition. He was brought before the President of the
Probate Division, Sir Samuel Evans, on December 28.
That learned judge seems to have committed the
prisoner t o Brixton Gaol for an indefinite period, unless
he found bail in two sureties of £5,000 and himself in
£IO,OOO, making a total of £20,000.

*

*

*

The charge o r charges against Mr. Mylius rest, so far
as we have been able to piece together the links in the
chain of circumstances, upon a n article in “The Liberator,” which is published in Geneva and Paris.
In a
recent number of that journal there was an article by a
Mr. Holton James, setting out in some particularity
certain matters reflecting upon the reputation of King
George the Fifth. We have seen this article, and there
can be no question about the serious nature of the
accusations against the King and certain ecclesiastical
dignitaries. I t is said that other allegations relating
to other publications are to be preferred against Mr.
Mylius.
As we have not been fortunate enough t o
secure details of these we must deal with the question on
the assumption that the information laid against Mr.
Mylius is confined to the “ Liberator” article.

*

*

*

But Mr. Mylius has neither written the article nor
printed it. There is very little evidence i n the publication that he even approved of it. His only connection,
so far as can be gathered from the material before us,
with the incident of publication is limited to the possession of a certain number of copies of the paper. The
huge sum fixed as bail does seem oppressive. W e doubt
whether any precedent can be found for fixing a sum of
£20,000 as bail in the case of a poor man. I t would
be laughable, were it not some indication of the frame
of mind of the various persons connected with these
proceedings. Whether Sir Samuel Evans considered
the bail himself, or whether the amount was suggested
to him, can only be a matter of speculation. The secrecy
of the proceedings must be deplored on public grounds.
Why has not Mr. Mylius been brought before a magistrate in the usual way, in open court? He has been
imprisoned for over a fortnight.
I t is something to
know that the King, acting through the AttorneyGeneral, can still incarcerate his subjects in this manner.
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Foreign Affairs.
By

S. Verdad.

THErecent interchange of Notes between St. Petersburg
a n d Berlin, duly reported in the papers here, has somewhat alarmed our Foreign Office, where international
affairs have been scandalously neglected for several
weeks. I t may be remembered that Sir Arthur Nicolson
not long a g o replaced Lord Hardinge as permanent
Under-Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, and,
although he had previously proved himself t o be a
skilful and clever diplomatist, it could hardly be
expected that he should pick up the complicated tangle
of Foreign Office work as if he had been familiar with it
for years.
In these circumstances it was obviously Sir Edward
Grey’s duty to attend regularly at the Foreign Office,
in order that a n y disputed points might be settled at
once, whether with the new Under-Secretary o r with
foreign Ministers. This is precisely what Sir Edward
has not done. Aiming at the leadership ‘of the Liberal
Party a f t e r Mr. Asquith’s retirement-for he had sense
enough to see that both Mr. Churchill a n d Mr. Lloyd
George were ineligible in the meantime-he
h a s spent
t h e last few weeks on the rampage, talking mild peers.
Hence M. Cambon, in particular, h a s been somewhat
irritated; for, on calling at the Foreign Office to see the
Minister on Some urgent point connected with the
Triplice, he has often been told of late that he would
have to write and make a n appointment, as Sir Edward
was out of town, and was not expected back for a week
o r so.
Sir Arthur Nicolson was often unable to talk matters
over with the French Ambassador, and, as a result,
much dissatisfaction prevails in Paris and St. Petersburg
at the laxity of our Foreign Secretary; for our friends
abroad hold, and reasonably, that in foreign affairs the
nation should move and act as one man, and that na
election pressure should keep a Minister from attending
to his immediate duties, especially when that Minister,
like Sir Edward Grey, has a safe seat.
Unfortunately, this is not the only complaint made
against our Foreign Secretary. At least t w o Ambassadors have grumbled because he does not understand the
language of diplomacy.
“ W h a t ! doesn’t he speak
French? ” I said to one of these gentlemen the other
day. “No,” was the reply, “ h e does not. But,”this was as if in extenuation-“of
course, he understands English.” W h e n the diplomatic history of these
times comes to be published, it will be found recorded
t h a t on two occasions Sir Edward Grey misunderstood
points which were explained t o him by distinguished
foreign representatives for no other reason than that his
French was imperfect.
If a Minister in Sir Edward’s position were cunning
a n d sharp-witted, like Count von Aehrenthal, o r gifted
with a certain determined brutality, like H e r r von
Kiderlen-Wachter, we might be inclined to forgive him
But Sir Edward Grey, as
for not knowing French.
even his most enthusiastic supporters must admit, has
none of these good qualities. Thus, in addition to the
mistakes committed by him in the course of his administration-those
points in regard to which I wrote a
special article some weeks ago-we
have to add a
certain amount of inattention to business at a time when
business was brisk and important, and a lack of knowledge of one of the most essential tools for use in his
business, namely, the French language.
I said a week o r two ago that Russia was disgusted
with the slanderous articles which appeared in semiofficial Liberal and Radical papers, and that this was
one of the main reasons that induced her to ‘turn to
Germany. Another reason was the fact that, though
g r e a t strides have been made with the reorganisation of
the army since the end of the w a r with Japan, it was

almost hopeless for Russia to deal with the Persian
question with a hostile Germany on her western frontier.
T h e poor progress which has been made in building a
modern French fleet, showed that little help could come
from that quarter; and in September last a n outspoken
article in the semi-official “ Novoye Vremya” deliberately
enunciated the view that it was useless for Russia to ally
herself with a Power like England, which had no army
worth t h mentioning .
Nevertheless, this move was not made without some
misgivings on the part of the St. Petersburg authorities.
They had long known that Germany is not favourably
disposed to them.
Readers of Dr. Moritz Busch’s
“Bismarck : Some Secret Pages” will remember how
the g r e a t Chancellor often spoke of Russia in a contemptuous tone, a n d this even a t a time when Germany’s
prestige and power, either on land or sea, was trifling
compared to what it is at present, and when Russia’s
prestige stood higher than it does now.
I t will have
been noted that the German Emperor compelled the
T s a r t o call upon him at Potsdam, and the arrangement insisted upon was that the Russian Emperor
should afterwards return to his German castle before
leaving for home. To the unimaginative this may seem
a trifling detail; but then the delicate p i n t s of international politics a r e not for the unimaginative, and I
d o not write for them.
Russia’s failure to induce Great Britain t o elaborate
a definie foreign policy for the Triple Entente was
followed by further articles in the semi-official Liberal
Press, throwing over the entente with France, in so f a r
as this was regarded as “offensive,:’ i.e., positive and
not negative. T h e distrust excited against us by these
articles has not yet been allayed; and if the organs of
Mr. Asquith and Mr. Lloyd George had wished to break
u p the entente cordiale altogether they could not have
gone about it better. It is perfectly useless to expect
any sort of lasting “arrangement” with Germany.
Despite the utterances of the Social Democrats there to
the contrary, the people as a whole do not want it; and
the German Government would ,make use of such an
arrangement only, while ,it suited their purpose-to
improve their position in Turkey, for example, and to
endeavour t o humiliate France again in Morocco.
Bismarck w a s in the habit of giving out Press
messages to men like Busch, whom he had often
occasion to reprimand sharply afterwards for not doing
their work properly.
I t strikes me that something
similar must have happened to the Press lackeys of the
present English Cabinet. T h e suggestion in the various
Liberal papers that the Triple Entente and the entente
with France could be used up to a certain point and n o
further, that these arrangements were merely negative
and not positive, is too ridiculous even for Sir Edward
Grey.
I n a n interview which he accorded to the
“ Matin’s” representatlve, Mr. Lloyd George did his best
t o mend matters by referring to the Liberal sympathy
with France at the time of the Fashoda incident, though
doubtless his memory did not go back to Gladstone’s
shilly-shallying during the Franco-Gmman War, a n d
he may not have wished to hurt the feelings of his
colleagues in the Cabinet by referring t o the sudden
climb down of Great Britain at the time of the Balkan
crisis.
O n the other hand, it is surely inconceivable that these
foolish articles should have appeared when they did, if
they had not been inspired from above.
TheIr final
writing out, however, seems to have been entrusted t o
incompetent hands. A perusal of Busch’s book would
really d o some English journalists a great deal of good;
for by observing his mistakes, if nothing else, they
would at once g a i n a certain amount of practice in
composition and arrive at some knowledge, however
vague, of the subject o n which they profess to guide
the public.
I
had intended to deal with two fiascos this week-the
Portuguese “ Republic” and the South African “ Union”
but these matters may stand over; more especially as
t h etruth will not be told about them until I tell it in
these columns.
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The Path

to bear on their followers would certainly be brought
to bear in such a case, and there can be little doubt that
in
ninety-nine cases out of a hundred (if not in all cases)
By Cecil Chesterton.
it would be successful.
If we are to make the Referendum a real instrument
I I .-The Referendum
of Democracy, its use must not be determined by the
IN my last article I pointed out that the difficulty of crowd of uncles, brothers-in-law, and private secreattaining complete democracy was intensified by the taries whose pretended disputes are the staple of British
fact that those who represent the people on one question party politics. The initiative must be with the people.
may not represent them on another.
If Mr. Keir
The right of initiative is the logical corollary to the
Hardie is standing against Lord Charles Beresford,
Referendum.
If the people are tu vote on each
many who agree with Lord Charles on the question of
Naval Defence, nevertheless vote for Mr. Hardie particular question they must also have the right to
because they desire t h e better distribution of wealth; choose upon what questions they will vote.
Of course, the professional politicians have no intenwhile many others who would welcome the social
Just imagine the
changes advocated by Mr. Hardie, will vote for Lord tion of conceding any such right.
Charles Beresford because they are convinced of the feelings of Sir Joseph Pease, the Liberal Whip, or his
pre-eminent importance of a strong Navy. In either cousin, Mr. Pike Pease, the Unionist Whip, if the Right
to Work Bill, for instance, were to be submitted to the
case a considerable proportion of the electorate will be
misrepresented. How is such misrepresentation to be popular vote! Suppose the Socialists had the right to
challenge a direct vote on the proposal to tax unearned
avoided ?
incomes of over £1O,OOO a t 10s. in the £, what conThe institution of the Referendum appears to afford
sternation might this not cause among the Rothschilds
a n answer to this question. Let the people be polled
and Swaythlings (alias Montagues, alias Samuels) who
upon the two questions separately. Let the Nationalisupply the sinews of war for the party game !
sation of Land (say) and the Two-Power Standard be
The only way of making the Referendum a reality is
alike submitted to the direct vote of the electorate. In
to enable a reasonable number of electors (say 2 5 0 , 0 0 0
that case it is possible that the people may decide in
in the United Kingdom) to demand a poll of the people
favour of Mr. Hardie on the one issue, and of Lord
on a particular question. They must have the power
Charles Beresford on the other. In either case the will
not only to challenge a popular veto upon measures
of the people will prevail.
In principle it appears to me impossible for any which the Parliament h a s passed, but also to force
through measures which the Parliament has rejected o r
Of
democrat to deny the validity of this reasoning.
refused to consider. Then w e might have something
course, if, like Mr. Bernard Shaw in his delightful contribution to the “ Clarion,” we take refuge in a frank like real democratic government.
But the initiative implies a body of popular opinion
repudiation of democracy it is easy enough. But I
cannot follow the line of argument by which it is capable of initiating. This at present we have not got.
Suppose a quarter of a million voters are required
proved that the Referendum would destroy representato demand a Referendum on any particular subject,
tive government. As I have already said, either a man
the majority of the electors, as things stand, will prois voting as his constituents wish him t o vote or he is
bably be lazy or bored or imperfectly conscious of their
not. In the former case he has nothing to fear from
powers. On the other hand, the servants of the party
the Referendum; in the latter he is not a true repremachine, alert, well-informed and intent on personal
sentative, and the Referendum is a salutary check upon
gain, will be in a much better position t o define the
his abuse of his position. In the third possible alterquestions to be submitted to the electorate.
native, that he is generally expressing fairly enough the
will of his constituents, but o n some one particular
In regard to questions directly economic, the Trade
question is mistaken as to their wishes, then he ought,
Union organisations may perhaps be trusted to supply
if he i s a democrat, to be glad to be corrected, and
the necessary initiative. There is no doubt that they
pleased to think that his failure to realise properly the
could, if they liked, secure the requisite number of men
desires of those whom he is representing has produced
to demand a vote o n the Right to Work Bill, or the
no practical evil.
reduction of the age of old age pensioners to sixty-five
But though the case for the Referendum is, on
or sixty.
abstract grounds, unanswerable, it cannot be too
But, as I have already suggested, there are other
strongly insisted upon that the Referendum as proposed
questions, not directly economic, in which the popuIace
by Mr. Balfour will be of no practical use whatsoever
are deeply interested, and in regard to which the Trade
to anybody.
Union officials are more likely to oppose the general will
Mr. Balfour’s proposal amounts to this--that when
than to give it expression. How are these questions to
the two Front Benches, acting, as they always do, in
be raised by popular initiative?
collusion, have agreed that any particular question can
Doubtless the publicans could be relied on to raise
safely be submitted to the popular vote, it shall be so
a sufficient body of opinion t o prevent the passage of
submitted. There i s nothing in that. For the evil which
such a Licensing Bill as that of 1908. But there are
now afflicts us is just the fact that the little group
insidious modes of
oppression
devised by such persons
of politicians, by whom the country is governed, have
as Mr. Herbert Samuel to which, under existing conthe right to define the questions upon which the
ditions, no such organised opposition can be expected.
electorate shall vote.
And the one who defines the
Where, for instance, could you have got the quarter of
question goes a long way towards defining the answer.
a million voters t o protest against the monstrous PreThe man who proclaimed his readiness to answer any
vention of Crimes Bill? That Bill, in its original form,
question directly--yes or no-and was forthwith asked :
gave to the gaolers the power to keep poor men who
“ Have you left off beating your mother-in-law ? ” was
annoyed the rich in prison for life. But from whom
scarcely in a more embarrassing position than the voter
was the protest to come? Not from the unfortunate
under the Balfourian Referendum.
men affected, for they a r e inarticulate. Not from the
Nor will the suggestion of Mr. Harold Cox that a
mass of common citizens, whose most sacred rights are
threatened, for they are unorganised.
Unless the
third of the House of Commons should be able to
people as such are so united as to form a n effective
demand a Referendum improve matters very much. At
political force, they will d o nothing.
the present time the great majority of the House consists
Again, suppose the question of “pure beer” to be
of nomineesof the two Front Benches. I t is generally
raised. T h e brewers will be against it, for it is to their
difficult enough to get even forty Members t o rise in
interest to make their alleged “beer” as cheaply as
support of the adjournment of the House on a question
possible and t osell it as dearly as possible. Not the
concerning which the two front Benches have agreed.
teetotalers, for they frankly say that the less beer there
To get over two hundred Members to demand a ballot
is in the chemical compound sold to the public the
in such a case is beyond the realm of all human probabetter. These two small minorities, who are organised
bility. All the pressure of direct or indirect intimidaand can put their case before the public, will be united
tion and corruption which the Front Benches can bring
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on the one side. On the other will be only that vast
mass of inchoate elements which we call the people of
England.
It is clear then that if Democracy is to be a reality
something more than the Referendum is required.
Somehow or other the mass of the people must be so
organised a s to be effective for political purposes. There
must be a real and not merely a sham initiative. The
impulse must come from the mass, not from politicians
or reformers o r advanced persons, but from the ordinary
citizen, the man in the street.
How the mass is to be so politically organised I shall
discuss later ; but that it should be so organized is the
first condition of Democracy.
I t is Democracy.
Securus judicat orbis terrarum.

Emancipation in a Hurry.
By

I.

Teresa Billington-Greig.

IN breaking my long connection with the militant
suffrage movement I win back for myself that right of
frank and free speech which membership and official
position have denied me. I t is my intention to make a
first use of this new liberty to analyse the militant movement itself and to survey the gains and losses that have
accrued from our five years’ campaign of emancipation
in a hurry.
I undertake this task very unwillingly, but no other
victim has offered herself for the sacrifice, and I see
that the duty must be done. I am convinced that the
best women concerned in this struggle stand in deadly
need of criticism, sympathetic and merciless criticism.
I believe that the conspiracy of silence which
has been observed so faithfully, ostensibly for
the cause but really for the protection of the
Women’s Social and Political Union, is dangerous
and harmful from every point of view. Such conspiracies are never good. In reform movements they
are especially objectionable and lead to the rapid multiplication of evils which further conspiracies are required
to hide. Feminists of all degrees of progressive thought
and all the suffrage societies have been implicated in
this policy of suppression, and there has been no greater
sinner in this respect than the Women’s Freedom
League. Yet surely all honest suffragettes stand to
gain nothing in the end by the ostrich policy of refusing to acknowledge the existence of evils which are
patent to the eye of the intelligent outsider. The
publicly kept up pretence that all things that women
suffragists do are good because they are done by
women and suffragists does not deceive anyone but the
mob, while it seriously impedes improvement. The
apeing of a fictitious perfection is always a foolish and
futile sham, and it is often the highroad to corruption.
I do not expect that these facts will be acknowledged.
Women who are merely concerned for the passing of
the earliest possible measure of votes for women will
certainly condemn my action. They will regard this
analysis a t the worst as treachery, a t the best a s illtimed. But those other women who are out to fight for
more fundamental things-some
of whom I hope
still to number among my friends-whatever
their first
feelings may be, will finally recognise with me that the
ultimate emancipation of women cannot be achieved
upon present lines.
One of the chief difficulties in the way of frank criticism is created by the system of personal government
which obtains in the larger militant society, and which
makes it impossible for the critic to avoid the introduction of individual names. But this condition can supply
no justification for silence. Those who claim in person
the power of leadership and the credit of success cannot expect exemption from criticism and responsibility.
The names of Mrs. Pankhurst, Miss Pankhurst, and
Mrs. Pethick Lawrence recur again and again in every
panegyric and favourable review of militancy. Their
names cannot be excluded from a serious criticism of
the movement.
Mrs. Pankhurst and her daughter, who determined

the spirit and formed the policy of the Women’s Social
and Political Union, gathered about them by militancy
the most active of those Englishwomen who were instinctive rebels against sex-subjection. The world
stood shocked and dismayed before the first outbreaks,
but these feminist rebels rallied to them and dreamed
high dreams of them and heard in them the call to a
work of great lilberation. T o the mob-mid, woman,
being woman, is ever required to seek even her soul’s
salvation decorously, and it was a thing of s h a m ethat
she should cast off her immemorial chains of correct behaviour for any right on the face of the earth o r any
star out of the heavens. The feminists found in this
abandonment of the worship of propriety the great
cause of rejoicing. Militancy interpreted itself to them
not as the mere expression of an urgent desire for
political rights, but as an aggressive proclamation of
a deeper right-the
right of insurrection. I t was
woman crying to the masculine sovereignty : “ You do
not only deny me the right of self-government, you
deny me the right of rebellion against bondage, against
the worst servitudes, against every manifestation of
your control. This first right I take. I disavow your
authority. I put aside your cobweb conventions of law
and government.
I rebel. I claim my inalienable
human right to cast off servitude. I emancipate myself. And the liberty that I have claimed and taken
you shall register in the writings of your law.”
I t was this clamant taking of a prerogative denied
that brought the first recruits to the new movement.
But the second recruits were rather suffragists than
feminists, and they came trembling at their own daring,
and fearful lest the militant policy should be found to
draw its strength from forces destructive of the conventions they revered. They came because the hopelessness of their old outlook drove them to accept any
means of hastening the pace. Where the feminist saw
in the new movement the high courage needed to turn
the malcontent into the rebel, the suffragist saw the politïcal capacity required to turn the lady into the politician.
The one hailed militancy a s a revolution, and has reaped
disappointment. The other accepted it fearfully, and
has found it harmless.
For the experience of the last five years goes to prove
that this suffragist militancy is not revolution ; it is the
exploitation of the natural forces of sex revolt for the
purposes of advertisement. Militant machinery is put
into action purely for its advertising values. It is a
bold method of advertising what is now a quite commonplace and conventional movement-a movement a s conventional a s Liberalism and Conservatism, and every
other ’ism which to-day goes uncensored. In these days
of great hurry even the old and strong and wealthy
conventional things find themselves in need of the fillip
of occasional new attractions, and the organisers of
the Social and Political Union recognised from the beginning this modern need. They knew that there were
forces of rebellion seething in the women around them.
They knew that these forces could be directed in any
chosen channel by those who were courageous enough
to make a beginning. They made the beginning, but
they dared not make the movement the mouthpiece of
revolt. They chose to indulge only in so much militancy a s
would attract attention and keep the public and the
politician aware of them. They coquetted with rebellion. They made revolution into a political red herring.
They started in the political world a gigantic game of
bluff to which every other consideration has been
sacrificed.
Many of those who came into the militant movement
were already engaged in other fields of feminist effort,
and to all of these the leaders preached the doctrine of
withdrawal. Their cry was ever “ Give it up ; give it
up. The vote is the key to all the rest. Other things
can wait.” By the same capacity which has made them
the personal autocrats of the militant movement they
carried this policy into effect. I want to emphasise
what lay beneath it : it was based upon a determination
to pay any price, however great, for any measure of
early enfranchisement. The withdrawal of large num-
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bers of women from other avenues of service was but the
first o fthose hostages to hurry with which the five years’
course of the militant movement has been strewn. If
this movement had been what it professed to be I
should have said nothing against this particular sacrifice. Temporary concentration would have been fully
justified.
But the movement has not realised its
promise. The emancipation-in-a-hurry spirit has eaten
up the spirit of emancipation. Daring to advertise in
an unconventional way the movement has dared nothing
more. I t has cut down its demand from one of sexequality to one of votes on a limited basis. I t has
suppressed free speech on fundamental issues. I t has
gradually edged the working-class element out of the
ranks. I t has become socially exclusive, punctiliously
correct, gracefully fashionable, ultra-respectable, and
narrowly religious. I t pays for its one breach of decorum with additional circumspection in all other directions. “ I do interrupt meetings, but I am a perfect
lady,” expresses the present poverty of spirit; “ I
knocked off a policeman’s helmet, but I only want a
little thing--a quite respectable little thing--a vote. ”
This is banal. One loathes to hear it. One loathes to
write it. But it is true.
A s early as 1907 the spirit of giving hostages to
hurry was strong enough to cause and conquer an internal rebellion.
The personal dominance of the
present leaders of the Women’s Social and Political
Union had already reduced the existing constitution to
a shadow; but even the shadow was found to provide
possibilities of protest, and this was not to be borne.
Mrs. Pankhurst tore up the constitution, annulled the
imminent annual conference, and declared herself
sovereign ruler by the divine right of her foundation of
the society. Consistency in practice was sacrificed to
the haste for results. The principle of Self-government
was abandoned to spare the pride of the founder and
to relieve her fear of interference with a pre-determined
course of action. Her plan of a rush for legislation was
shown to be more precious to her than the personal
rights of the members; this is the first deduction. And
the second is, that either she dare not declare her policy
and thus win its acceptance, or she had no trust in the
capacity and earnestness of the women about her.
From every point of view this coup d’état was a
mistake. I t was unprincipled, inconsistent, and unnecessary. I t reduced the right which the movement
was organised to obtain to a mere matter of expediency.
If it lay in the power of a leader of a society to decide
that for the good of the society its members could be
deprived of self-government, the same claim must be
allowed on behalf of the chief of a State. If Mr.
Asquith excludes women from the suffrage on the
grounds of expediency, Mrs. Pankhurst has supplied
his justification--she has done the same. From the
point of view of policy also the move was bad. By
denying votes to her followers Mrs. Pankhurst belittled
the very function which it was her desire and intention
to magnify above all other rights. Besides, the coup
d’état was unnecessary. The members of the Union
would have willingly created an autocracy, for internal
independence had already been undermined by the
subtle use of personal influence. The clumsy declaration of autocracy broke the spell for many who would
willingly have voted away their rights. Numbers of
those who stuck to the constitution and formed the
Freedom League were moved by resentment against
the method of the attack, rather than by the attack,
upon their independence.
The Women’s Social and Political Union now depends upon personal dominance for its existence. The
leaders impose a yoke of emotional control by which the
very virtues of the members are exploited; they produce a system of mental and spiritual slavery. The
women who succumb to it exhibit a type of self-subjection not less objectionable than the more ordinary selfsubjection of women to men, to which it bears a close
relation. The yoke is imposed by a mingling of elements of deliberately worked up emotion, by the exercise of affectional and personal charm, by an all-

pervading system of mutual glorification in which each
of the three leaders by turn sounds the praises of the
others, by the deliberate exclusion of other women from
all positions of prominence, by a policy of shameless
boasting and booming, by an ingenious system of clever
special pleading through which everything the Political
Union does is chronicled and magnified and everything
that other suffragists do is belittled or ignored, and by
that undoubted financial and political stage-management which caters for all the elements of snobbery and
narrowness and intolerance, while employing the
language of outlaws in revolt. This obsession is one of
the most remarkable manifestations to be seen in the
political life of to-day. As with all emotional degradation its victims glory in it. Every woman snared ensnares her fellow and adds the weight of her obsession
to the burden upon the minds of the rest. Under this
direction the militant movement is a movement of political revivalism--that, and nothing more.
The individual members of this society are not the
only suffragists affected. The bad influence is strong
enough to affect all. Though the Political Union at
the worst is insolently and brutally indifferent to the
rights of other societies, and a t the best scornfully
tolerant of them, these other societies yield to its pretensions at the cost of their own progress. ’The
National Union of Suffrage Societies a t first made a
practice of repudiation after every militant demonstration, but this has died down. T o quote a well-known
suffragist politician, it has been found that it does not
pay. The amazing protest of November last, prior to
the dissolutionwhich appeared to have nothing to
recommend it, and seriously hampered progress along
the only avenue of advance open at that time--was
merely commented on adversely in the editorial notes
of “ The Common Cause.” The necessary public exposure of the folly of militant action a t that juncture
was not forthcoming. The Freedom League officials
dared to defend their abstention from militancy--and
their members rose in arms. In this particular society the
obsession has acted in three ways : it has limited and restricted militant action t othe lines approved in practice by
the W.S.P.U.--every deviation from the political lines
of protest employed by Mrs. Pankhurst having been
criticised or boycotted to death; it has applied the same
rule of weak imitation to the General Election policy;
and it has insisted upon the suppression of any murmur
of dissent from the decrees of Clement’s Inn. The
attitude of its members towards the police court protests, the Bermondsey protest, and the tax-resistance
movement, as well as the inconsistency in the policies
applied by the League in the January and December
elections, can all be quoted in support of the statement
that the Freedom League has neglected the first law of
self-preservation, and has destroyed its own potential
ties by a policy of weak imitation and weaker
adulation.
Extravagant claims are made on behalf of militancy,
and these will be brought forward to counterbalance
the charges I bring. I want to say a t once that I am
not prepared to admit anything like all of these claims.
Those which can be substantiated are few in number,
and they will be gladly granted to the credit of the
militant movement. Militancy has resulted in a general
awakening of interest in the woman’s claim to selfgovernment. I t has brought many people into touch
with the question who would not otherwise have heard
of it so soon, or in such a startling and stimulating way.
I t can claim further to have brought into associated
service in a rough and ready way many women who
have thereby benefited in the power of social service and
co-operation; but against this must be counted the evil
methods of management employed in the larger militant
society. The movement may claim to have developed in
a remarkable degree the powers of personal courage
and self-sacrifice among women; but these, too, have
been exploited to one end. It must further be granted
that militancy has undoubtedly hastened the day of
suffrage legislation. Women will have votes at an
earlier date than if there had been no militant move-

248

ment. But a very great price has already been paid for
that victory-a price that is by no means fully stated
yet-and this price paid will have to be taken into account before the value of the movement can be
appraised.

An Englishman in America.
By

Juvenal.

I s New York the most paradoxical city in the world?
I have heard this question asked twice within the past
few days, once by a n Englishman and once by an
American. All things considered, I think New York
should be awarded the leather medal for inconsistency
in questions of morals and religion, to say nothing of
material affairs. In a city where the “ hupper suckles ”
turned their backs on Gorky it is! simply amazing to
read of the doings of smart society on a n occasion like
that of New Year’s Eve. Readers of THENEW AGE
would find it difficult to believe the following, were I
not able to quote from two articles published in reputable journals of New York.
*

Y

*

From the “Literary Digest ” of December IO I take
the following quotations :-“The
drink habit among
women is treated in a vein of strong reprobation by
“The Christian Work and Evangelist ” (New York).
“At one dinner party given not many miles from
here, the company being made up of members of society
whose names many would recognise, and who go to
church on Sunday, one of the women drank so indulgently that she ran from the table and, in the presence
of a dozen men, attempted to climb a pillar in the
room, amid the clappings and cheering of the drunken
guests. Another woman had to be put in her carriage
at the close of this dinner, and before the company had
broken up they attempted to sing a Christian hymn,
about which gathered the tenderest association of
years, to a comic opera tune. These were people who
are received into our so-called best society, and such
actions do not bar them from social recognition. A
woman who is connected with some of the most
prominent families in New York, and who, according
to the papers, has just taken a suite at one of our best
hotéls, gave a stag party once, a party for women
only, and at the close, while half-intoxicated and smoking a big cigar, hurled a plate at the butler’s head, an
act which nearly cost her very serious consequences.”

*

*

*

But this is not all. Consider this :“Last New Year’s Eve even the reporters of the
daily papers, who see many sordid and bestial things,
got disgusted at the sordidness and obscenity they saw.
The event has become a byword all through the nation.
It is a stench in the nostrils of all decent people.
Notice is in all the papers that only champagne will be
served.
People one thought decent and respectable
engage tables weeks ahead, and on New Year’s Eve
these public dining-rooms are crowded.
In some of
them a perfect orgy of drinking goes on.
Men and
women who never met before sit down together.
Wine flows in rivers. Shouting and revelry ensue,
and in some places it becomes a Saturnalia. A guest
at one hotel saw woman after woman carried to carriages. All this in a city of churches. Of course, all
the people who thus spend New Year’s Eve do not
go to this extremity. But that they can sit and have
part in it is horrible. For a t the large restaurants you
can not have a table unless you order wines.
And
thousands were there last year. It has been rebuked,
but it goes on. I t is a disgrace to our city, and all decent people should frown upon it.”

When I was last in New York “drinking orgies”
indulged in by society people were unknown. Typical
American families do not drink anything stronger than
tea, coffee, or cider, but the society of New York now
is a poor imitation of the fast sets of Paris, without
the wit, the chic, or the brilliance of the Parisians.
Society here in New York a t the present day is not
typical of anything but New York itself. It is too
stupid to be cosmopolitan, real cosmopolitanism being a
quality of wide and critical culture ; but thousands of
people here imagine that to be in the fashionable swim
is tantamount to being in the intellectual swim.
Perhaps they understand the word “culture” to mean
the culture of the social microbe in a medium of potatoalcohol and goosebery-champagne. For after all it
is a question of wine, so-called.

*

*

*

And what a consumption of “ champagne,” which
never saw a vat or a vineyard! When one has tasted
some of it one can no longer wonder that under its
fiery influence society women think they are soaring on
the wings of Pegasus when they are only trying t o
climb a pillar. Tell me what you are drinking and
I will tell you what you are thinking. All depends on
the quality of the stuff. There are as many kinds of
“drunks ” as there are of drinks. New York prefers
the brands which “touch the spot ” without a n y delay.
Society people economise in time like everyone else
here, and so-called wine dealers are psychologists
enough t o understand the peculiar illusions which
harass their rich clients ; the wine-dealer puts a high
price on his champagne because he knows society
people in New York would not touch anything cheap.
The higher the price, then, the quicker the “drunk.”
***

I saw, on New Year’s Eve, at one of the most
fashionable restaurants in the world, a good many
people become uncontrollably hilarious five minutes
after the first bottle of “champagne ” was opened.
The stuff consumed in America makes men uproarious
and women loud-mouthed, brazen, and irresponsible.
I had my eye on several ‘‘sets ” of tables. I tried to
find out what proportion of foreigners there might be in
every hundred persons, and I concluded that there
might be sixty foreign-bred persons to every hundred,
which is saying that these drinking orgies are onIy
American in a strictly limited sense.
While such
revellers do represent New York they do not represent
the American people.

*

*

*

Guests arrived in luxurious motors coming from
every direction. They came from across Brooklyn
Bridge, from Jersey City, from up the Hudson, from
country places in Connecticut ; while from Washington, Chicago, and other distant places, many arrived
by train the day before, for such is the notoriety of
the orgie of New Year’s Eve in this Rome-Babylon
of the New World.

*

*

*

I t is not Paris, it is not Berlin, it is not Petersburg.
Still less is it London. The gatherings a t the big
hotels and restaurants are like nothing of the kind
elsewhere in the world. And this for two reasons:
nowhere is there so much money, nowhere else such
a conglomeration of people. Sitting a t tables not far
from me I could hear chatter in German, French, and
Spanish, t o say nothing of English spoken with all
sorts of accents on the I. O . U. or the reverse,
U. O . Me, and I am prepared to take my oath before
a coroner’s jury that I caught the faintest whiff of
Tipperary English blown o n a cross-current of Tammany Irish, besides twangs from all sections and dialect phrases from the four quarters of the American
compass. The thought struck me that New York may
be imitating Tower of Babel methods ; and if the world
is going mad, a s many people think, all must admit
that lunacy was never so fertile in sensations and so
amusing in its effects.
I looked around me at the
jewelled throng, and wondered what New York would

,
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have said to such sights twenty years ago!
There
were sensational blondes, amazing brunettes, some
fair still at forty. A few had grown fat, and remained
foolish at fifty, a n d I could not help wondering how
many were able to appreciate the culinary creations of
the clever French chef. A young woman of striking
beauty with a mass of golden hair, exquisitely formed
mouth, and a statuesque neck and shoulders, attracted
much attention. As soon as she spoke the spell was
gone. S h e probably thought in the key of C natural,
but she spoke in a sort of undulating whine, broken b y
shrill staccato sounds that ranged from B flat to F
s h a r p ; and in half a n hour from the time we had taker,
our seats our ears were smitten with a cacophony of
vocal noises which defies description, because it is impossible t o give a n adequate notion of so many
“ samples ” of
whines, twangs, and drawls, coming
from human throats at the same time.

+

*

*

I t is calculated that a hundred thousand people took
part in this year’s celebration, and that something like
£300,000 must have been spent in the headacheproducing orgy. An American friend whom I met
early in the morning of January I informed me t h a t
he had witnessed, at the hotel where he and some of
his friends had been supping, scenes similar to those
described in the columns of “ T h e Literary Digest.”
From what I s a w and h a r d this year’s festivities surpassed all the others in loudness, indecency, vulgarity and drunkenness. W h a t a picture Gorky would
have made of it all. But these virtuous ladies and
gentlemen feared Gorky.

A

Symposium on the
Representation of Shakespeare.
Conducted by Huntly Carter.
IN view of the manner in which certain Shakespearean
plays are presented to contemporary English audiences,
and of the manner in which they might be presented,
as suggested by the recent Shakespearean Exhibition at
the Whitechapel Art Gallery, the following questions
have been put to Shakespearean critics and scholars :-

I . Would you say that Shakespeare had a n y intention with
regard to appropriate decoration for his plays ? Did he
write for a n imaginative nudaence, and not for scenic
aids ?
2. Bo you think, therefore, that Shakespeare ought to be played
without scenery, and unabridged ?
3. Do you believe that the beauty of Shakespeare resides in the
spoken word, and tho utmost attention should be given to
the delivery of Shakespearean verse ?
4. Or do you agree that Shakespeare wrote for scenic aids ?
H e was restricted by the capabilities of the Elizabethan
Theatre, and if he had had the unimaginative audience of
the present day to deal w i t h and the modern scenic aids a t
his command he would have employed the latter in the
production of his plays, so as to obtain a proper balance of
visualized scene and spoken word ? But, even admitting
this, is the present tendency to overload Shakespeare with
scenery and t o make “ extensive cuts ” in your opinion a
departure from the spirit of Shakespeare’s work, and,
therefore, a diminution of its beauty ?
5. Have you any criticisms or further suggestion ?
MR. PERCY
FITZGERALD
(Author of “ History of English

.

Stage’ ’)
It may be said that in Shakespeare’s day there was no stage
or no scenery such as we know now. The conditions were
totally different. The stage then was literally what carpenters would mean when using the word: a small square
platform-the enlarged pedestal of a statue, all four faces
being of equal value. The notion of an arch cut in a wall,
with screens, seems far-fetched and unmeaning, and with
no warrant in the law of fact or illusion. In real life we
never find human beings thus set off by painted screens
behind and beside them: a n action takes place in the street
or in a room; no one who has witnessed it will recall more
than the figures and the action; the furniture and accessories will not affect him. As I have pointed out in many
works on the stage, the whole turns on the answer

to the question, “What is the scene?” Not screens
or enclosures o r flat ceilings, but
an undefined
area or zone within which the action takes place.
That is the “scene.” The scene is “haloed” off to
nothing, impalpably, but is not limited by positive bounds.
This halo or area the characters seem to take about with
them. This principle was recognised in Shakespeare’s
time, when the stage or platform was the boundary
of the scenic zone.
And later there was a remanent
of the principle recognised in the sort of scenic platform o r
“apron,” which used to spread out into the orchestra.
It will be found from this that scene spreads out all round
the figures-as in the case of a group of figures on a broad
pedestal.
If this principle once be admitted, it will be found
that scenery as we have it is impossible. The action supplies the scene along with itself, but all the state and show
and paraphernalia of mounting plays cannot be fitted in. All
this I know may seem somewhat fanciful and far-fetched,
but I have not time or space to develop it properly.
At the same time, I think it does not affect the question
whether Shakespeare may be presented with the full state
of scenes, processions, dresses, etc. Anyone that has
seen one of these shows must admire and think them quite
appropriate to the “state” of the play. But then it becomes a pictorial exhibition, and the talk and passions take
a secondary place. I t is like putting a poem into the
hands of Mr. Dulac or Mr. Rackham, who gives it gorgeously enriched like a painted glass window. But the
true Shakespearean exhibition should be comparatively bald
and curtailed of all unnecessary decoration, which only
burdens. I believe it to be a fact that burdened with gorgeous dresses and scenery as gorgeous, the words seem to
the senses burdened also-the words less distinct, the ear
less attentive-the
eye cannot fix itself on the speakers.
I confess, however, I bave a repulsion to the “curtain folds”
which have done duty for scenes. It seems quite untheatrical and too practical. There are better ways, such as the
Greek permanent scene.

MR. FRANKHARRIS.
I d o not pretend t o any special knowledge of the staging
of Shakespeare’s plays. He himself hated the stage, as he
has told us, and his plays prove that he was contemptuous
of stage craft and careless of stage effect.
There are two stage plays which he constructed himself,
the story of which at least we cannot trace to any other
hands-“ Love’s Labour’s Lost” and the “ Two Gentlemen of
Verona.” I n both there is no intrigue worthy t h e name,
and hardly any action; these plays are mere occasions for
witty talk and the unveiling of character.
But Shakespeare was in love with beauty, and has left
us two or three exquisite pictures of natural beauty, With
this knowledge then in, our minds that he was contemptuous
of the stage and stage effects and yet a lover of every sort
of beauty, we can ask ourselves: What view would he have
taken of the scenic effects of our modern stage? It seems
to me that he would have admired our innovations and declared that the effect of beautiful words was intensified by
being spoken in beautiful scenes.
Your second question is : Whether Shakespeare should
be played “without scenery and unabridged?’’ I think as
far as possible his work should not be cut. For my own
part I have always liked the “ Hamlet” without scenery of Sir
Herbert Tree better than the same play with scenery.
The first part of your third question practically answers
itself. Of course the beauty of the spoken word is the
chief beauty in Shakespeare, but I do not believe any delivery does it justice. The half-art of acting is there to
make bad plays appear good, but it cannot do anything in
the way of improving good plays, on the contrary. Let me
illustrate what I mean. If a character is only indicated, then
the actor can fill it out with his own personality, and make it
live and move and cast a shadow for us, but if the character
is well drawn by the dramatist, then the actor’s personality
is continually fighting with it; it is like a suit of readymade clothes, too short for him here and too large for him
there, a misfit at the best.
The same argument holds good in regard to his elocution.
He can lend pomp and dignity to platitudes; he can even
make nonsense more or less impressive, or simplicity,
humorous ; but give him the great soliloquy in “Hamlet” to
speak, or the great speech of Prospero, and he will make
you regret his delivery,” and show you why Shakespeare
always wrote for the study rather than for the stage.
The belauded art of acting is an object lesson in the
virtues and vices of pure democracy; it levels up at the
cost of levelling down.
The whole object of life, however, is to make the heights
higher, and not to fill up the valleys and plane off the
mountain-tops to the dead level of Germany and America.
I therefore prefer as little of the actor’s so-called art as
possible, and it passes my understanding why any man of
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dignity or delicacy should wish to be a mummer. The only
actor whose existence ever seemed to me justified was
Coquelin. He made very common-place French interesting,
and lent ordinary French verse (mere chopped commonsense)
a certain air of impromptu and novelty.

REV. STEWART HEADLAM.
Yes. For instance, Mr. Poel’s production of “Much
Ado About Nothing” at the Court Theatre showed us what
Shakespeare had in his mind, by allowing us to follow
words and action without the dozen distractions of the
modern stage. Apparently Shakespeare intended his audience to watch the drama, hear what the characters say,
see what they do, and hear and see nothing else.
2. Yes.
3. Yes.
4. Yes. Shakespeare must be done in the Elizabethan
manner, without scenery, and, where possible, with the
exits and entrances into the auditorium from the stage.
Those who saw Mr. Poel’s production of “Much Ado” at the
town halls will know what I mean. We have to deliver
Shakespeare from this two greatest enemies. The scenepainter and scene-builder on one hand, and the student or
lecturer on the other, who think that Shakespeare can be
understood in the arm-chair, that he is to be talked about
and elucidated instead of being seen.
By relegating the scene-painter to his own delightful business in connection with masques, operas, ballets, pantomimes, and modern plays, and leaving Shakespeare to
be dealt with in the Elizabethan way you are able to get
the whole play acted in a reasonable time, and to get it
acted with all the actors properly balanced; the play is
then indeed “the thing,” the whole play, merely leaving
out a few lines impossible for a modern audience, but without any cutting of parts in order to make the “star” shine
more brightly. This will save the extra salary which a
“star” expects and the cost of scenery, but chiefly it will be
a revelation of Shakespeare.
I.

HIS EXCELLENCY
J. J. JUSSERAND (French Ambassador
at Washington, U.S.A.).

!. Shakespeare’s audiences could not choose: they had to
be imaginative. Shakespeare reminds them, at times, that
they are expected to be so.
2. Shakespeare was not played without any scenery in
his day, and ought not to be prayed without any in ours.
“Cuts” cannot be strictly forbidden, since there are
chances that what is cut out had been foisted in.
3. Indeed, the “utmost.”
4. The same relations should obtain between the spoken
word and the scenery as between the picture and the frame:
if the frame is such as to he noticed a wrong is done to the
picture.
5. None.
MR. WILLIAM
POEL(Elizabethan Stage Society).
I t is waste of time to discuss the question of Shakespeare
and scenery because neither scholars nor actors have the
requisite knowledge by which to form an opinion; while
the playgoer and the critic, so far, have had no opportunity
of comparing the two methods of representation under conditions equally favourable. At present the expert accepts
the popular notion that upholders of the principle of Shakespeare without scenery are cranks who want to remove the
scenery and leave all the rest, the “rest” consisting of
monotonous elocution, feeble impersonation , and a meaningless disfigurement of the story. Naturally the proposal is
pre-judged and (condemned, and it needs no scholar to find
a reason. Those who saw Mr. Phillips’ Shakespearean performances at the Court Theatre last summer, or “Richard
the Second “ acted on a so-called Elizabethan stage the
other day, will much prefer the addition of pictures and
music. Who can listen to stilted and affected declamation,
and watch the progress of a halting story without unmitigated boredom, unless some pretty scenery is provided by
way of compensation? But it is not the actor who is at
fault so much as the system. For quite two centuries he has
been taught to believe that the plays of Shakespeare are
not intended to he understood, so that it became necessary
to turn them into grand operas, which. is a spectacular kind of entertainment mixed with sound and
fury that nobody tries to understand!
Under these
conditions it is impossible to advise giving u p of
scenery, and yet, strange to say, some children in Whitechapel, only yesterday, solved the difficulty by acting
Shakespeare’s “AS You Like It” straight on end without
scenery in a way that illumined the genius of the poet, and
made contemptible by comparison the miserable travesty
of the comedy that does duty for Shakespeare to-day on the
public stage.
It is indeed remarkable that no scholar nor actor
has thought it necessary to study the art of Shakespeare’s
dramatic construction. Some of our university men have

written intelligently about Shakespeare’s characters, and
his philosophy. and one of them has done something more
than this. But it is doubtful if any serious attention has
been given yet to the way Shakespeare conducts his story
and brings on and off the stage his characters, a matter of
the highest moment since the very life of the play
depends upon the skill with which this is done. And
how many realise that the art of Shakespeare’s dramatic
construction differs fundamentally from that of the
modern dramatist? I n fact, a Pinero would no more know
how to set about writing a play for the Elizabethan stage,
in which the characters appear in the course of the story in
twenty-six different localities during twenty-six years, -than
Shakespeare would know how to make twenty-six persons
live their lives through a whole play in one room o r
on one day. A good deal is now known about the Elizabethan stage, and a good deal is written about it, but even
the erudite do not seem to have grasped how Shakespeare
conducts his story on the open platform, or they would not
contend that the Shakespeare-scenery question can be settled
by a compromise between the old and the modern stage. No
revolving stage o r other invention to abolish “waits” between changes of scene removes the fact that Shakespeare
does not wish his audience to think about localities, except
when his characters refer to them, and then only to the extent
to which they affect the characters themselves, and not the
spectators.
When Richard the Second talks about his
prison it is not the actual dungeon that the Elizabethan
wanted to see ; he was content to know what the King thought
about dungeons. Now a modern audience never sees a play
excepting through a picture, and it is often part of the business of the scenic artist to arouse the emotions of the spectators with pictorial effects which are conceived apart from any
emotions aroused by the art of the dramatist. But every
time the attention of the audience is taken up with some
change in the picture, sometimes only a change in the lighting of the scene, that attention is taken off the story and the
characters, in the same way that it was in Shakespeare’s
time, when the clowns interpolated their own buffoonery. To
believe, then, that Shakespeare would have approved of a
scenic art that came into conflict with his own art is to
make him more than human. Shakespeare would hardly
have taken the trouble to write fine poetry, preach home
truths, and create varied and virile characters, if he expected a n audience to divide its sympathies between his own
labours and those of the scenic artist.
To-day the dramatist accepts the art of the scene-painter
and includes it as part of his dramatic construction, but
Shakespeare learnt to make his plays interesting without it.

SIR HERBERT
TREE.
Shakespeare wrote un-self-consciously ; that he endeavoured to get appropriate decoration for his plays, we have
ample evidence. Personally I think it is far better to read
Shakespeare than to see him presented in a half-hearted
fashion.
2. I do not think that Shakespeare ought to be presented
without scenery. I n his own days he could not have played
his works in an unabridged form. “Henry VIII.,” for instance, was played in two hours. There are certain plays
which admit of quite simple treatment-“ Hamlet,” notably,
which we played here, I think, effectively, with only hangings; but such a treatment would be absurd if applied to
“Julius Caesar” o r “ A Midsummer Night’s Dream.”
People talk and write so much nonsense that it is difficult
to cope with the wasted ink and superfluous breath. Professor Dowden, who is a great scholar and ’no “crank,”
seems to give the sensible answer in each instance.
May I say that your questions are what the barristers call
“somewhat leading” ? T o overload Shakespeare with scenery
is obviously absurd. Drab reactionaries with a turn for
epigram love to place the success of productions on the
scenery. To give too much scenery were “ ridiculous excess.”
No Shakespeare play will succeed unless it is informed by
imaginative acting and treatment. It is, in fact, the treatment of the artist which is essential, for without such treatment Shakespeare is far better read than seen. I am sorry
to have to make this obvious claim for the artist; it is only
the artist, o r the potential artist, who understands.
I.

MR. HERBERT
TRENCH
(Haymarket Theatre).
Shakespeare wrote primarily for an imaginative audience, and used such scenic aids as he could get, and the
best h e could get.
2. Shakespeare is best played with scenery.
He must
frequently be abridged, but should be abridged and not mutilated, and no real factor should be omitted.
3. Beauty of scenery does not necessarily detract from
the spoken word. But since Shakespeare’s chief beauty is
language, the scenic setting used i n his plays should be
such as shall not drown the verbal beauty, or prevent its
being recognised as the ruling element.
I.
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Unedited Opinions.
VIII On Responsibility.
D o you know, I rank the charge of irresponsibility as
the most grave that can be brought against any man.
You amaze me. I thought you affirmed the duty of
repudiating duty. Did you not use to quote Shaw with
approval:
Duty, my dear L., is what you should
never do " ?
I did, but always with the proviso that the doctrine
was esoteric.
Which means?
That it was not intended for everybody but only for
those who have ears to hear.
The many would be
ruined by it, the few saved. One man's food, etc.
For whom then specially was the doctrine intended?
For the religious alone, and only for such of these
as needed a more intimate and personal deity than
Jehovah ; in fact, for the super-religious.
More amazing still. Will you tell me what you mean
by religion?
Certainly; it is the God-creating faculty, or, if you
prefer it, the God-recognising faculty. But I see that
I am confusing you, so let me explain.
Do by all means.
I mark three stages of religion, each characterised
by its inseparable accompaniment of reverence : reverence for superior persons, or heroic religion; reverence
for a n externalised God, or theological religion; and
reverence for one's own genius or Muse, this being
mystical religion. In one or other of these stages all
religious men are to be found; and whoever is in none
of them is in a dangerous plight.
In which of them do you conceive that they are to
'be found for whom Shaw's doctrine of repudiation is
intended ?
Plainly that doctrine is intended for those about to
enter the third phase of religion, since it advises the
transfer of allegiance from an external to an internal
a n d subjective deity, from God to Self. However, it
may easily happen that those hear and attempt to
obey the doctrine for whom it is ruin.
W h y ruin?
Because they turn their back on one form of
superiority before they have really discovered a higher
substitute. The number of people, in fact, who even
believe that they have a soul or genius, still more
who know their souls to be immortal, is extraordinarily
small. For the rest to lose faith, as we say, in an
infinite and infallible external intelligence (or God)
before discovering their own soul is sheer loss. They
instantly cease to regard themselves a s responsible
beings, and become merely irresponsible shadows,
drifting aimlessly about like ghosts on the banks of
Styx.
A dreadful fate, no doubt, but you have not explained
the nature of responsibility.
Responsibility has many aspects-e.g.,
conscientiousness, principle-but
all these, if you analyse them
home, subsist in a common quality.
How would you describe i t ?
You are right, for it may be described though not
defined. I should describe responsibility as the belief
that one will be called to give an account of oneself
before an infallible person whose approval one desires
above all things.
This is a large order. Are all the terms necessary?
T h e giving account, for example?
That certainly, for whoever thinks himself absolved
-from giving an account of his actions neither takes
t h e trouble to consider them in advance nor to rememb e r them, least of all to weigh them, when they are
past. He is no more than a conduit through whom
.action passes; now it is this form of action, now t h a t ;
b u t he takes no particular note nor tries in any way
to control the stream. No, the liability to give a n
account is essential, I am sure, to responsibility.
Then why the infallible person?
“

Because if the judge to whom the account is rendered
may be conceived of as fallible or as open to deception
or as knowing only what one chooses to tell him, or
as easily satisfied, or as indifferent to scamped work,
the effect on the mind is to diminish responsibility.
It becomes a toss-up, a s we say, whether we are detected passing counterfeit coin. Hence the necessity
for conceiving the judge infallible. And he must be
conceived as a person, since otherwise his approval has
no meaning.
Exactly, but why need anybody's approval be sought ?
I can only reply that such is the nature of man.
Without the approval of what he regards as his
superior he is unhappy ; and if he does not seek that
approval he is still more wretched. That is the fate of
the irresponsible.
But, surely, t o be dependent for one's happiness on
the approval of another is mere slavery.
It all depends on who that other is. To depend on
the approval of your inferiors, be they few or many,
is slavery indeed.
That is why no free soul would
submit to the unquestioning service either of the reigning oligarchy o r of t h e mob whose voice is public
'opinion. The praise of neither one nor the other satisfies, since the judgment on which it is based is not infallible. But the approval of those whom one regards
as superior is both necessary and ennobling-.
But what persons are there whom o n e can so regard?
For us, none perhaps ; a t least not in all respects ;
though I find men who are masters in one or other
walk of life to whom my homage is due. But I had in
mind the race rather than the individual, and personality rather than a person.
How do you mean?
Why, to return to our stages of religion, I imagine
that during the first, men strove to win the approval of
those whom they named heroes. The Greeks, I am
certain, modelled themselves on Achilles and Ulysses,
And asked themselves in regard to all their actions :
Would Achilles or Ulysses approve of this? And that
heroic age is still not passed, remember, by everybody.
Unless I forget, there are still thousands who daily
inquire of themselves : W h a t would Jesus have me d a ?
And do you mean to say you approve of that?
As a mode of inducing responsibility I certainly do.
But there are higher modes: I mean, less dangerous
and more permanent modes. The personality of
Achilles may be proved never to have existed.
So,
too, may the personality of Jesus. Or, if they existed,
it is not necessary that they should exist for ever.
The nest phase was therefore a n ascent : the substitution of an external, immaterial, essential and omniscient Being o r God. The Jews may be said to have
created God, and with Him all the phenomena of responsibility-the
consciousness of God's approval, or
virtue, the consciousness of His disapproval, or sin.
And now, you think, we are superseding the Jews?
Some few, some few; but it is a temerarious task.
The transition from hero-worship to god-worship was
a tremendous ordeal for the race. Still greater will be
the ordeal of changing from the worship of God to the
worship of one's own soul. Jesus, Who taught it,
was crucified. So, too, will many of His followers be,
if not by others by themselves.
Yet it is Ibsen's
'Third Empire.
And how does it bear on the question of responsibility ?
Very directly, for who is left to be the infallible judge
when reverence for heroes, reverence for God and
reverence for Man have gone, if not a man's genius and
soul? Failing that, he has no star by which to steer,
no bar before which to try his own actions, and no
being within him, therefore, to whom he can appeal
against himself. Such a man, I say, is not only irresponsible, but unhappily so, being, as he is, the creature
of capricious moods, blown t o and fro. But he, on the
other hand, whose own genius and soul has become a
god, is independent of the praise and blame not only
of men, but even of heroes. Though above moralityto use Nietzsche's unfortunate phrase-he
is only so
because he pays his homage at a shrine at which he
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alone worships. But there it must not be imagined that
his duty is easy o r his defects, self-detected, slight. On
the contrary, for him who i s ripely entrusted with the
possession of a godlike soul, nothing is done with his
own approval that is not perfectly done.
Truly, no
man is mora hard “to please than he who is his own
judge.

Letters to an Unborn

Child.

II.

M Y DEAR CHILD,--MY last letter lacked something of
logic, as your mother was quick to notice. I accused
you of perversity, yet I assumed that you would be
born a man. But the other sex has its charms, by which
even you may be allured. Women are attractive, when
seen from a sufficient distance. The usufruct of magical powers produces uxoriousness, and is the prerogative of remote women; for, as the poet truly sang,
'Tis distance lends enchantment to the view. You may
hope, also, to escape the fate I have predicted by becoming like your mother. Being without worldly wisdom, you may still suppose that imitation is the
sincerest form of flattery ; but among original people
it is recognised as suicide, as the American Buddha
declared it to be. You might as well be unborn a s
self-slain, when Being and Becoming both deny your
individuality. Besides, I have a right to resent your
flattery of my wife, if that is your intention. Whatever
the world may think of her, to me she is alder-lievest of
women; and I do not want a duplicate of her. Persist
in your perversity, be born a woman; and I shall not
thank you for reminding me of what she was.
The force of gravity, we know, varies inversely as the
square of the distance; but enchantment obeys a contrary law. I t may decrease in time, but it most certainly increases in space. For this reason I have never
been able to understand why Montaigne preferred
beauty in bed; it was too near to be attractive, and
had the further demerit of being invisible. But a t your
distance, the lure is probably irresistible; for space and
t h e combine to make you thrall to beauty. Not only
do you see your mother from a distance, but you do
not see her a s she is. If I knew what star you were
coming from, I could tell you what she was when you
started; for light is so belated a traveller that your
enchanted view is really ancient. But I may not violate
the sanctity of home life by telling you what she is
now: I can only state a general truth, and say that
without proximity and experience, things are not what
they seem.
But there are certain matters cognate to your choice
that may be publicly discussed, since they appertain to
the sex. That mysterious degeneracy to which I have
referred, is not confined to men and poets. There was
a time when women were our superiors : now they assert their equality so strepitously a s to make even this
doubtful. Certitudes are insinuated with charm, and
platitudes can always command reverence in this
country. Doubtful propositions, on the contrary, are
always maintained with vehemence. The relative truth
of a proposition might almost be calculated by the
vigour of its asseveration. If it is impossible to speak
in French without lying, as Englishmen so often say,
it is equally certain that truth is never told i n any
language. Truth is so certain of its existence that
assertion of it is unnecessary. But when we find that
those who insist on their equality with us are loudest
in the proclamation of their disabilities, we may well
despair of conviction. There can be no more significant symptom of degeneracy than the fact that women
are now compelled to implore recognition of their
equality with us. Superiors command, and equals
agree ; but admitted disability implies inferiority, and
The
the sex has no resource but importunacy.
duchesses have become dowagers, but they demand the
privileges of proletarians, not of dukes.
I t is my deliberate purpose to dissuade you from being

born. You must see into what a world of strife you
are coming. The women have brought a railing accusation of tyranny against men: unlike the Archangel
Michael, who durst not do this to the devil, but said,
" The Lord rebuke thee."
But he was contending for
the corpse of Moses the Law-Giver, and women are
fighting for the vote: a very different thing. If ordinary men remember that the poker is the only reply to
a railing accusation, we shall soon be rioting. I am
afraid that the disabilities of women will then be more
manifest than the equality of the sexes; but let that
pass. Women will get the vote, and automatically it
will sink to half its value. Every voter at present has
about a seven-millionth share of political power; and
if a n equal number of women is enfranchised, every
voter will have only a fourteen-millionth share of power.
Instead of increasing their Parliamentary representation, they will simply double the work of the returning
officers and scrutineers, and increase the majorities by
which members are returned.
Whichever sex you
choose, you will have to be content with a diminished
power. A s you evidently wish to be somebody, and
are what we call a megalomaniac, this should be sufficient to affright you from your purpose. At present,
like the Almighty, who allows the King to reign; the
King from whom all honour comes; and the peerage, in
whom all honour resides, you have no vote. Swell your
head with this negation, and tread n o more the downward path.
But women are kittle cattle, who find a hole in every
hedge by which escape is possible. How can I be
sure that this demonstration will convince you when
I am not sure that you will read it? THENEWAGE is
the last hope for English people of communicating with
the Unknown. It no longer circulates in Mars and
Venus, I know; but it has a number of readers in
Mercury, and through the Lick telescope copies have
been seen in Jupiter. The other planets, not excluding
Herschel, may be similarly interested in mundane
affairs. In fact it has so many celestial readers that I
cannot despair of reaching you through its columns.
With this hope, faint as it is, I shall bombard you with
letters until I am assured that you have taken my
advice. For, although you are yet unborn, the paternal
instinct is strong in me. I love you as I love all my
imaginary works; but what would the critics say if
they were published? Being a father, I want t o pat
your head and give you good advice; so remain as you
are, Oddy, Toddy, all head and no body. I would not
turn a dog adrift; how then could I expose you to the
rude buffets of a brutal world? 'Twere bad enough if
you were born a man, to set 'my skainsmates roaring;
but women were not meant for the earth.
I would
not be your mother, no, not if the poems I have written
of her were written of me and published. Any woman
can make some man a poet. Some women can make
any man a poet. But no woman can escape the poetry
she inspires : a terrible fate ! There must be a special
Providence watching over women and poets, as we a r e
told there is one watching over fools and drunkards.
I know not how either or both survive the reading of
most of the poetry, if this belief be barren.
I have
seen your mother-;
but domesticity is sacred. Besides, .your mother is pity personified ; she looks with
commiseration even on free rhythm.
She would, I believe, read anything written about
herself, and, if necessary, condole with the writer. But
I speak as a critic when I say that t o inspire poetry in
other people is a terrible fate, to which all women are
condemned in some degree. In this respect, in spite of
Bishop Blougram, it is better to be “ unbutted at,
unbickered with, than motioned to the velvet of the
sward by these obsequious wethers' very selves."
Browsing on ambrosia may be well for poets, since
angels do not quarrel with their manna.
But the
Israelites loathed it after a time, and cried for the
onions, the leeks, and the garlic, and the fish, of which
they ate freely in Egypt. Their soul, they said, was
dried away; and lest that fate should be yours, I warn
you while there is yet time.
YOUR RELUCTANT
FATHER.
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The Maids’ Comedy.
CHAPTER

X.

A magical chapter, of whose content those who doubt m a y likely
believe w h a t should be doubted and those who believe may
doubt w h a t i s absolutely true.
“ NOT by the aid of swords,” said our Lady, continuing
her discourse to Dota Filjee as they sat amid the berry
patch-“
not by the aid of swords may we become
damsels errant, since swords are never the affair of
damsels. W e must devise enchantments, demolish the
barricade by spells and lead the captives forth invisibly.”
“ Now how can that be done? ” Dota Filjee rejoined;
“ I did used to know the way to make a spell, mistress,
but we haven’t got the things. You wanted hair of
lion and tail of bee, beard of goat and heel of flea,
besides after all that spell only being good for hatching
broken ostrich eggs. Still there are spells for everything. Perhaps you’ve heard of catching people and
boiling them so long that they grow young as babies?
They are very grateful to you afterwards. That’s all
the spells I can remember, except reading the Bible
night and morning to an ox which has the rinderpest.
It’s very tiresome to be a damsel errant, mistress-much
more than being a damsel in distress, for in the one
case you have only to sit still or g o to sleep and the
proper misfortune cornes, but in the other case you
must sally forth and seek trouble. W h y not swords,
mistress? Take up arms ! Despatch me to the stronghold with a challenge.
I t would be quite safe, because to slay or even smite a messenger is altogether
against the laws of chivalry. Send me boldly with a
challenge to Sir Roderigo to meet you in equal combat, and also put a note to borrow some armour, which
will be necessary, as we have neither sword nor shield.
Spells are really out of the question, mistress, though
I do remember something to make me invisible, but
I should have first to pass three nights in a coffin.
Allamachtig! no, I would not do that, but I would
do the thing for seeing in the dark, which is only to
eat locusts, if that’s any good.” But Dorothea made
no answer. She seemed to be slumbering or wrapt in
such deep day-dreaming that the world had fallen away
from her.
The sun was about moving above the
oblique, but the slanting rays still struck low and hot
along the ground; and the sky, a white furnace to the
east, was blue in the south and west. The straggling,
scanty bushes had drunk up every drop of dew.
Lizard and fly clung motionless beside the twigs, and
only the ants, immortally busy, went round and round
and to and fro between the dazzling beams which struck
out of the vast shafts of light. In the silence Dota
F i l j e imagined she heard loud singing and the buzz
of voices, and she sat half ready to flee from unseen
visitants, but soon her eyelids began to be weighed
down and they drooped until all she could see was a
brown ant wandering over the sun-baked earth, and
she grew so drowsy watching the ant that she was
waked a s if out of dreams when Dorothea exclaimed :
“ Mercy
upon misfortune, I am being enchanted ! ”
“And so am I, or else I am getting a sunstroke,” Dota
rejoined. “ Let us away, mistress, for some magic is
about.” “ I t is too late,” said our Lady; “ I a m
enchanted.” And so saying, she arose and sang a very
serious ditty :
Knight, my token
RedeliverWear it never:
Thy vow is broken!
Though new thy message,
No heart shall glow,
Dire is the presage

Writ on thy brow.
Trust m e not,
M y Lady’s forgot,
Here, I trow,
Is a broken vow!
“ So ’twas all for nothing, Dota, that we planned to
be damsels errant,” she then said. “ The fair knight
whom I met in the valley is false. But let us never
feed misfortune with regret. Remember the words of

Don Quixote : “ Few are worthy the name of knight,”
and then we may dismiss without anger or vain reproach
one who has proved unworthy. In a million years or
even less, but certainly some time or other, he must
return and give account of the token I lent him.”
‘“Tis a good while to wait,” said Dota Filjee, “but
not too long if he comes to a bad end at last. So blow
a breath and farewell to rogues ! but if you like,
mistress, I’ll run after him and remind him that a thing
lent is a thing borrowed and Heaven sees everything.”
“ Nay, he passed
by, I know not whither,” replied
our Lady. “ I heard him singing to the world, and
while I pitied him for forgetting his vow, the enchanters
surrounded me. Now am I far as at first from recovering my birthright, and since this enchantment forbids
me to cry, call, seek for, or even desire a deliverer,
I must wait until some sweet friend shall undertake
my cause.” “ That someone is not far to seek,” Dota
Filjee replied cheerfully. “ I will undertake your cause,
mistress, so just ask the enchanters what’s to be done
and I’ll set about it.” “Ah, I know well what must
be done, Dota, but I warn thee not to promise my
.deliverance, since the ways of it are hard, and, what
thou mayst promise that thou must sometime perform.”
“ My word is given, however,
mistress,” said Dota
Filjee. “ S o be it,” our Lady answered.
“ Then,
Dota, let me tell thee there are three ways to disenchant me and restore my birthright, but if thou hast
anything thou holdest dearer than me, thou wilt find
the enchanters a plague. I now put thy love to the
first and easiest test. Wilt thou ascend yon mountain
and hurl thyself from the crest of it over the precipice?”
Cons ternation and indignation struggled together upon
Dota’s countenance. Her mouth fell open and her
brow grew red. “My gracious, mistress,” she uttered
at length, “ I don’t like that even for a joke.” “ Poor
Dota, it is no joke,” returned our Lady; “ it has got
to be done now.’’ At this Dota Filjee scrambled to
her feet and ran away among the bushes, screaming,
and down she fell upon her knees and began praying
hard. “ I will give it up,” she vowed to Somebody:
“ I was only keeping it for just one more day, but
I’ll ride away now and throw it in his face, and €or
goodness sake say no more about the precipice once
I’ve done what I promise! ” Then she arose and
returned to our Lady. ‘ I’m going to give up the ring
and the gold pieces and the twopence,” she explained
humbly. ‘I was truthfully going to do it to-morrow,
but Tante Kinkje won’t wait, so please I’ll g o to the
liege lord first and he shall hear my words for giving
me a ring full of black magic. But gracious ! mistress,
who is this that comes? Is it not the liege lord himself, and what for ever does he wear a hat like a black
satin chimney? ” I t was indeed the liege lord who
came driving up a path between the bushes in an
English dog-cart, and dressed as men rarely see the
like in that free country. Let you and me, reader,
understand his errand-to
pay his respects to the
British Society a t Mynheer Myburgh’s; and then,
though we may still smile, we shall not, like Dota
Filjee, burst outright laughing. For we know what
deadly struggles won the top-hat freedom of conscience,
and how many good men perished ere liberty, even the
liberty to be ridiculous unreproved, stiffened the collars
of the ’prentices of Middlesex and tied a garter round
the leg of Sterling Bull, Esquire. W e still may smile,
for you and I comprehend in liberty the leave to despise
all that which once we thought desirable, and, having
won the right to sport top-hats and nonconformity, we
certainly would, on the first occasion, revert to wideawakes and Socialism as an earnest of our eventual
return to smocks and orthodoxy. So the world wags;
and if freedom cost nothing to gain, we might very
well hold it in such contempt that all men would voluntarily work in fetters, for we are mostly mad, my
masters ! and would be long since gone to the devil
but that kind Providence still seeks and hopes for the
one good man. W e cannot respect the liege lord, who
sweats beneath his pomp in the African sunshine, yet
let us leave derision to our little savage, Dota Filjee,
and hope that polite neglect t o be impressed may soon
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induce our Englishman to cut his capers according to
the country.
The liege lord’s rosy, perspiring countenance expressed very small joy indeed at sight of Dota Filjee.
Things look so different at different moments and in
altered circumstances. Even, I may say, if the reader
will permit a guess a t psychology, even were our Englishman returning from his visit of respect, the sight of
yon staring, grinning young damsel might not have
proved quite so disconcerting, might have seemed
cheering and in the good luck of life ! But t o behold
one’s folly capering in the roadway, barring the path
to Imperial compliments and all the other refinements
of civilisation, and above all screeching : “ I don’t want
your money, old chimney ! I don’t want your ring ! I
don’t ever mean to come back any more! You’re a
wizard--Kinkje says so! ” and then t o feel a piece of
gold hit one hard on the nose-- ’tis all a most unpleasant
preliminary t o a n Imperial function.
T o be attacked and flouted by a thing one had bought
for a trifle, and was willing still to subsidise t o any
extent, any reasonable extent, any extent that is short
of full and complete indemnity! The liege lord drove
on hard and fast, almost too full of bewildered fury to
reflect that he had treated his ungrateful fair very well.
And so, perhaps, everyone except t h a t inexorable guide
and friend, Tante Kinkje, would have agreed.
Now Dota Filjee went skipping over the bush t o our
Lady, who, though you would never have supposed so
from beholding her eyes like glistening flowers and her
white hands like sprays of blossom laid one upon the
other, was still considering the matter of the precipice-“
If t o regain our home and birthright is the end
of all this adventure-”
“ T h a t is true enough, mistress,” Dota interrupted, “ and for my part I would be
glad enough t o g o home this moment, for what with
snakes and wizards and Tante Kinkje on the pas op at
every turn, a life of peril is simply no pleasure a t all.
So do think out the quickest way of disenchanting you
and getting back into the stronghold, and then let us
settle down and be a s we were before, when I used t o
cook the mealies for supper over the fire in the yard
and you had your birthright, whatever that is, and
Mynheer De Villiers was kind and read to us out of
the Book And providing there is nothing about precipices, I will do whatever you tell me.” “ This first
way,” said our Lady, “ however thou mayst dislike it,
Dota, is by far the easiest-merely
to throw thyself
against a wall or over a mountain, when instantly thou
wilt become the most beautiful lady in the world to
whom the wickedest giant can refuse nothing.” “ It’s
no good, mistress,” Dota replied, weeping, “ I could
not do it, and d o not you believe such things, but be
sure that if I now went up and jumped over the mountain, you would never see me again, ugly o r beautiful,
and then you would have no one left a t all t o disenchant you. Just mention the other two ways of regaining your birthright and we shall no doubt find them
much easier, for more hateful and impossible they could
not be ! ” Our Lady thereupon rejoined : “ T h e second
way is to do some great deed, such as to drink up all
the water in the sea, o r at least t o slay two armies
single-handed, like Don Quixote. T h a t way is not a t
all easy. And the third way is so difficult that, though
many have tried, I have never heard that anyone ever
accomplished it.” “ W h a t ? ” Dota inquired hopelessly. “ I t is to place thyself in front of the barricade of the castle where the treasure lies and t o believe
that the door is open. T h e moment thy belief is real,
the door will open.” “And you say, mistress, that
nobody has ever done t h a t ! W h y , I’ll believe the door
open this very minute if you like.” “Ah, but will it
come open? ” “Allamachtig ! Sooner than I shall
throw myself over the mountain o r drink the sea,”
replied Dota. “ I fear that I shall remain forever enchanted and never g o home,” said our Lady. ‘‘ Now,
dear mistress,” Dota cried, “ just you give m e my
chance at believing. W h y , I can believe anything!
Tante Kinkje would tell you the same about me. How

strange that this very thing of believing, which even
Tante Kinkje never could cure me of, should now be
some use at last a s the means of your disenchantment !”
(To be continued.)
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Joseph Conrad.
An Appreciation.
By Francis Grierson.
I.
ONLYin the hands of a master can the English
language be modulated to musical rhythms while the
words retain all their massive power and suggestiveness. Writing; in English is a question of individual
selection; in French it is a question of instruction and
practice. Foreigners think it is easy to write well in
English, but they labour under a n illusion.
The real
difficulties begin with the words of one syllable. Short
words a r e veritable traps in the path of every writer of
English, and eloquent sentences which end in a word
of one syllable a r e sometimes little better than melodies
t h a t end on the wrong note. Serious prose is intended
as much for the ear as for the eye, as much for
feeling as for reason. I n a r t there is n o room for
guess-work. T h e a r t of properly grouping words and
sentences is the most difficult of all arts. T h e
musician may succeed without using his reasoning
faculties, the painter may succeed as a colorist,
but the writer who wishes to produce a profound impression on his readers must possess t h e eye of a n
artist, the ear of a musician, and the observation of a
scientist. H e must know how t o select words as the
artist knows how to select colours. H e must bring to
his work something more than precision and grammatical correction. Great literary artists have discarded poetry for prose mainly because of the lyric and
emotional possibilities of the novel, and, speaking for
myself, poetry rarely gives me the satisfaction that I
get from the prose of some of our living writers.
Prose was the finer medium so long as sentiment and
religion were separated from worldly experience and
scientific observation ; but in the prose of our a g e we
g e t the sensation of poetry with the knowledge of
psychologists who have studied the world and human
nature from an outlook of many climes and many
peoples. I am not one of those who believe the literature of our time inferior to that of the past.
We
possess writers as great as any in former ages. W e
k n o w more than the writers of any other epoch, and
this for a very simple reason: we know the world
better, the globe is less mysterious in our eyes, and
racial prejudice f a r less pronounced.
Yet there a r e
many people who cannot see the mountains because
of the: foothills ; the shadows cast by a multitude of
grave-stones tend to obliterate t h e monumental work
of the living. Nor is this all. I a m prepared to go
further and say that the literature of the past three
decades contains work that is more complex, more
compact, more delicate, and more powerful than the
literature of any other a g e in the world’s history.
Putting aside the crude tastes of a sentimental public
which seem to be always on the same low level,
critical minds are now more exacting in their demands,
a n d more catholic in their appreciations than ever
before.
The English language is now the greatest literary
medium in the world, yet few people a r e able to realise
how vast is the realm of verbal magic that covers
the period between t h e dramas of Shakespeare and the
dialect stories of Uncle Remus. The whole literature
of Germany, France, and Russia put together would
fail to produce a like variety of humour, wit, sentiment, and situation. I n what other language is there
room for a H a n s Breitmann, a Mr. Dooley, the types
of Bret Harte, the “ Biglow Papers ” or a “Pickwick ” ?
And out of this medium of expression looms a
Hamlet,” a “Paradise Lost,” and a ‘‘\Vuthering
Heights.” Universality is the only term to apply to
Anglo-American literature a s it exists to-day.
We
have gone to every nation for characters, and embodied all in a language absolutely bewildering to
foreigners, who only understand the simple English of
t h e convent ional dictionaries.
“

II.
W h e n a writer of genius presents us with a foreign
type of character in a medium of limpid and powerful

English w e are likely to meet with a figure that radiates
a n atmosphere of supreme magic a n d fascination.
Mr. Joseph Conrad, in the “Nigger of the Narcissus,’’
portrays a sophisticated “ Uncle Remus,” who knows
a thousand things which the blacks of the plantations
never dreamed of knowing ; who is cynical, anxious,
impertinent, and blasé; who, perched in a n isolated
berth, makes one think of a hoarse and tired raven
croaking and fluttering among a flock of ravenous gulls
a n d stormy petrels.
There a r e characters that pass muster in the printed
book without once making a demand on our critical
judgment or appealing to o u r personal experience ; but
when w e are intimately acquainted with the general
type or temperament under discussion the presentation
of character must be something more than a mere
literary imitation, n o matter how clever the imitation
may be. I n a character like t h a t of the “ Nigger,”
one bungling phrase, one wrong gesture, and the
portrait becomes a caricature. I speak for myself
when I say that all doubts as to Mr. Conrad’s ability
to, present a n exact portrait of a n English-speaking
negro vanished as soon as I read :--(-(He was naturally
.scornful, unaffectedly condescending, as if from his
height of six foot three he had surveyed all the vastness of human folly and had made up his mind not t o
be too hard o n it.” There you have the first snapshot. T h e author rises at once to the six foot three
level of his subject. And if this were not s u f f i e n t t o
set all doubts at rest, w e read :-“He
held his head
up in the glare of the lamp-a
head vigorously
modelled into deep shadows a n d shining lights-a head
powerful and misshapen with a tormented and flattened
face pathetic and brutal: the tragic, the
face-a
mysterious, the repulsive mask of a nigger’s soul.”
But when the negro calmly asks : “ 1s your cook a
coloured gentleman ?” the author with one stroke
finishes the portrait, and w e know him once for all.
We know how he looks, and w e know what he is.
Nothing remains but to see what h e will do.
N o doubt many readers of the novel, not being acquainted with the different types of the American
negro, will see in t h e query : “ I s your cook a coloured
gentleman?” a n attempt on the part of the author to
say something original, to be ironically humorous, to
picture a type of negro that never existed.
Yet he
existed, and still exists. I have met him in his native
haunts time and time again; in Louisiana, in Mississippi, in Missouri, and in many other places. I know
t h e difference between the negro as slave and the negro
who was born free. And further, I know the gulf
that separates the negro as depicted by the late Joel
Chandler Harris, and “ Bras Coupé,” the negro depicted by Cable in the Creole novel, “ T h e Grandissimes.” These blacks a r e no facile imitations, but
entities drawn by the hand of masters who delighted
in their work ; b u t Mr. Conrad’s “Nigger” is of
another type.
After having read the book a second time he appears to me more vital, more oppressing, more terrible and fatalistic than ever. H e is one of the
unique conceptions of novelistic literature, greater in
my opinion than Lord Jim, because, painted on a
clearer canvas, in a smaller space, with a more rapid
brush, with a more penetrating and haunting magic.
Many modern writers, some of them masters, have
described the modern negro under various guises and
in various situations; but in this case the author,
having found a black diamond, gives him a setting between the captain, who is a Koh-i-noor of serenity, and
the cook, dangling like a g r e a t pearl between paradise and the ship’s perdition ; while of the sailors he
makes cats’-eyes and opals, and moonstones and
I t reemeralds to complete the wonderful diadem.
quired the imagination of a poet to conceive this book,
and the skill of a n artist to work out the details. T h e
lights and shadows of the work a r e studies in themselves. Many a realist would have given us heavy
splashes of colour and perpetrated murder before the
Narcissus had accomplished half her voyage home.
I n this matter Mr. Conrad reminds me of a dexterous
driver of a sulky in a trotting match who makes his
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horse win without once breaking into a gallop. Mr.
Conrad’s characters in “ Lord Jim ” and the “ Nigger
of the Narcissus ” g o at the trotting pace. And when
we think of it, what a blunder it would have been for
the author to make the crew of the Narcissus
mutiny. A still greater blunder would have been to let
James Wait die a t the hands of the Captain. As the
book stands the death of the “Nigger “ is one of the
most haunting deaths ever depicted. H e is surrounded
by the religious and superstitious cook, by Donkin, the
human beast, and by Belfast, who relieves the sordid
desolation by sentiments and tokens expressed in the
right way and at the right time.
The things that
are, the things that occur, seem like things inevitable.
The sailmaker in the last scene is depicted with the
impeccable touch of a painter of portraits who knows
the importance of a hair’s shadow, the poise of a
finger, or the wink of an eye; and the terrors of the
death scene are only equalled by the horrors of the
burial.
Characters are not created. What the literary artist
has to create is the atmosphere, the grouping, the ensemble, the illusion of reality. N o art whatever is required in reporting the talk or the movements of any
being, white, red, or black. “ Uncle Remus “ would
make a poor show without the poetic art of Joel C.
Harris, who always created the proper setting for his
characters. Herein lies the whole difficulty. I said a t
the beginning of this appreciation that our poets are
now working in a medium of prose. In the “ Uncle
Remus ” stories the setting has to conform to the naïve
cunning of the negro who was born in slavery. The
poetic faculty here is centred in an atmosphere of
woods, fields, and towns, a t once simple and natural.
Mr. Joseph Conrad set for himself a much more difficult task. H e chose a black who knows English better
than most of the English sailors on the Narcissus. Only
a writer absolutely sure of his powers could
hope to achieve success in such a task. And here I
must say that I have known illiterate negroes who spoke
English with greater precision and dignity than many
so-called educated white people. Take for example
this, on page 24, where the author makes the negro
say :-“ I called out my name. I thought you had it
on your list, and would understand. You misapprehended.” The manner in which the word “ misapprehended” is used here, from the lips of this negro,
stamps the author as a master of his subject. H e knows
exactly what this negro ought to say according to his
type. For the “ Nigger ” to have made use of the
dialect of the “ Uncle Remus ” stories would have
turned the novel into something like a melodramatic
farce. Indeed, the “ Nigger ” is the black Hamlet
of novelistic literature. Enigmatical and fantastic he
looms here and there in the story as illusive as a black
ghost amidst the pallid tombs of a thickly populated
graveyard.
If Mr. Conrad has produced a fascinating portrait in
the “ Nigger,” the frame of the portrait is dazzling.
If we view the portrait with mingled feelings of fascination and horror, the intellect feasts on the marvellous
environment, the air, the sky, the waves, the clouds,
the sounds, the fleeting shadows, the fugitive lights.
Never was there a greater weaver of nuances, tones,
imitations, gestures, attitudes, illusive horizons. A
book is made memorable by what the author puts into
it of himself. In a serious book a fine aphorism has
three times the importance of one epigram. Mr. Conrad is a poet of Nature as well as a poet of dramatic
power. Consider this description of the Narcissus
starting on her voyage: “ Flakes of foam swept past
her sides; the water struck her with flashing blows;
the land glided away, slowly fading; a few birds
screamed on motionless wings over the swaying mastheads. But soon the land disappeared, the birds went
away. . .” The last four words of this passage show
the author’s penetrating and delicate faculty for nuance,
for the magical combination of reality, sentiment, and
illusion. But I hardly know what to quote, there are
so many passages that clamour for quotation. “ The
sunshine gleamed cold on the white curls of black

waves,” would suffice for the literary reputation of any
new writer.
I call a description realistic when it sends the mind of
the reader back to any memorable or terrible experience.
I passed through two cyclones in my wanderings on the
high seas, and I find Mr. Conrad’s description of a
great storm the most vivid and exact I have ever read.
“ No one spoke and all listened.
Outside the night
moaned and sobbed to the accompaniment of a continuous loud tremor as of innumerable drums beating far
off. Shrieks passed through the air. Tremendous dull
blows made the ship tremble while she rolled under the
weight of the seas toppling on her decks. At times she
soared up swiftly a s if to leave this earth for ever,
then during interminable moments fell through a void
with all the hearts on board of her standing still, till a
frightful shock, expected and sudden, started them off
again with a big thump.”
N o one has ever spoken of reactionary incidents and
emotions with greater beauty and power :-“ The return on the poop was like the return of wanderers after
many years amongst people marked by the desolation
of time.” Every time Mr. Conrad has to deal with the
voices and appearances of Nature he speaks not as a
delicate and sentimental p o e t , but as a poet of realism,
and he condenses into three or four lines what many
good writers would find it difficult to say in a whole
page. Take this :-“ The wind whistled across long
sunbeams that, resplendent and cold, struck full on the
dilated pupils of staring eyes without making them
wink.”
Pierre Loti’s descriptions of sea, sky, and atmosphere
are more lyrical in their rhythms ; Mr. Conrad’s are
direct and dramatic :-“ The forecastle was a place
of damp desolation. . . . I t hummed hollow with
the wind, and was strewn with shapeless wreckage
like a half-tide cavern in a rocky and exposed coast.”
Speaking of the stars, he says :-“ Remote in the eternal calm they glittered hard and cold above the uproar
of the earth.”
The seas, the mountains, and deserts are all infinitely
difficult to describe because of their vastness, their multiple manifestations of light and shade, their colour and
gloom, and above all because of their awful silences.
On the ocean three things move : the ship, the waves,
and the wind, and over all this there are the clouds in a
storm. Mr. Conrad has painted them all, massed them
on a single canvas, sometimes in one short page, and
we see in a glance, a s it were, the whole combination
in the same way that we hear all the instruments of an
orchestra in a symphony. And never does he permit
the reader to forget the ensemble. I have said that the
frame of the “Nigger’s ” portrait is as fine a s the
picture. and I hardly know which I admire most-the
figures that surround the Black or the atmosphere1 in
which the ship moves, with the sun, moon, and stars
always described in a few strokes and always in the
most vivid and realistic way. I can usually make up my
mind about a writer’s descriptive powers by the manner
in which the moon and its light are treated, especially
at times of cloud and storm. Never once does the poetartist fail in these most difficult and delicate pictures.
At the critical moment, visible through an awful g a p in
the heavens, the moon is seen “ rushing backwards with
frightful speed over the sky.”
Indeed, Mr. Conrad
keeps the reader’s mind occupied on every page, now
with incidents, now with atmospheric pictures, now
with some character; and he separates the different
sailors in the mind’s eye by making each stand out according to age, nationality, and condition. Never are
the sailors lumped together e n masse. We see each in
his separate rôle in the novel, right down to the sailmaker in the last scene. At the closing of the book no
nuance or gesture is wanting, for the author holds the
magic mirror of life to the dying, and on its hard surface we witness the last breath congeal, evaporate, and
vanish, and then our gaze is rivetted, as in some
horrid dream, on the sailor stitching the coarse canvas
shroud round the body for the burial a t sea, with all
its nameless emotions, horror, and irremediable
de solation.
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Books and Persons in London
and Paris.
By Jacob Tonson.
THEpractice of reviewing the literature of the year a t
the end thereof is now decaying. Newspapers still give
a masterly survey of the motor cars of the year. I
remember the time when it was part of my duty as a
serious journalist to finish at Christmas a two-thousand
word article, full of discrimination a s fine a s Irish lace,
about the fiction of the year; and other terrifying
specialists were engaged to deal amply with the remaining branches of literature. To-day, one man in one
column and one day will polish off what five of us
scarcely exhausted in seven columns and seven days.
I am referring to the distant past of a dozen years ago,
before William de Morgan was born, and before
America and Elinor Glyn had discovered each other.
Last week many newspapers dismissed the entire fiction
of 1910in a single paragraph. The consequence is that
there has been no “ book of the year.” A critic without space to spread himself hesitates to pronounce
downright for a particular book. A critic engaged in
the dangerous art of creating the “ book of the year ”
wants room to hedge, and in the newest journalism
there is no room to hedge. So the critic refrains from
the act of creation. H e imitates the discretion of the
sporting tipster, who names several horses as being
likely to win one race. “ Among the books of the year
are Blank, Blank and Blank,” he says. But what he
means is, “ The book of the year is to be found among
Blank, Blank and Blank.” Naturally he selects among
the books whose titles come into his head with the least
difficulty; that is to say, the books which he has most
recently reviewed; that is to say, the books published
during the autumn season. N o doubt during the spring
season he has distinguished several books as being
“ great,”
“ masterly::’
“unforgettable,” “ genius ” ;
but ere the fall of the leaf these works have completely
escaped from his memory. N o author, and particularly
the novelist who wishes to go down to posterity, should
publish during the spring season; it is fatal.
*

+

*

The celebrated “ Dop Doctor ” (published by Heinemann) and Mr. Temple Thurston’s ‘‘ City of Beautiful
Nonsense ” (published by Chapman and Hall) have
both sold very well indeed throughout the entire year.
I n fact, they were selling better in December than many
successful novels published in the autumn. They both
have a certain literary quality, sufficient to save them
from being openly guyed by people like myself. Yet
neither of them, assuming that there had been a book
of the year, would have had much chance of being that
book. The reason is that they have not been sufficiently
“ talked
about.” I mean “ talked about” by “ the
right people.”
And by “ right people ” I mean
the people who make a practice of dining out
at least three times a week in the W e s t End
of London to the accompaniment of cultured
conversation. I mean the people who are “ in the
know, ” politically, socially, and intellectually--who
know what Mr. F. E. Smith says to Mr. Winston
Churchill in private, why Mrs. Humphry W a r d made
such an enormous pother a t the last council meeting of
the Authors’ Society, what is really the matter with
Mr. Bernard Shaw’s later work, whether Mr. Balfour
does indeed help Mr. Garvin to write the “ Daily Teleg r a p h ” leaders, and whether the Savoy Restaurant is
as good under the new management as under the old.
I reckon there are about 12,055 of these people. They
constitute the élite. Without their aid, without their
refined and judicial babblement, no book can hope to
be a book of the year.

*

*

*

Now I am in a position to state that no novel for
very many years has been so discussed by the elite as
Mr. Forster’s “ Howard’s End ” (published by Edward
Arnold). The ordinary library reader knows that it has
been a very considerable popular success ; persons of

genuine taste know that it is a very considerable literary
achievement; but its triumph is that it has been
mightily argued about during the repasts of the élite.
I need scarcely say that it is not Mr. Forster’s best
book; no author’s best book is ever the best receivedthis is a rule practically without exception. A more
curious point about it is that it contains a lot of very
straight criticism of the elite, or at any rate of the first
census of the élite. And yet this point is not very
curious either. For the élite have no objection whatever
to being criticised. They rather like it, as, the alligator
likes being tickled with peas out of a pea-shooter. Their
hides are superbly impenetrable. And I know not which
to admire the more, the American’s sensitiveness to
pea-shooting, o r the truly correct Englishman’s indestructible indifference to it. Mr. Forster is a young
man. I believe he is still under thirty, if not under
twenty-nine.
If he continues to write one book a year
regularly, to be discreet and mysterious; to refrain absolutely from certain themes, and to avoid a too marked
tendency to humour, he will be the most fashionable
novelist in England in ten years time. His worldly
prospects are very brilliant indeed. If, on the other
hand, he writes solely to please himself, forgetting
utterly the existence of the d i t e , he may produce some
first-class literature. The responsibilities lying upon
him a t this crisis of his career are terrific. And he so
young too !

*

*

*

There can be no sort of doubt concerning the identity
of the book of t h eyear in Paris. I t is “ Marie Claire,”
of which an English translation will shortly be published
in England by Messrs. Chapman and Hall, and in the
United States by Messrs. George H. Doran and Co.
The translation is by Mr. John Raphael, known to tens
of thousands of Sunday-morning-readers-in-bed as
“ Percival ” of the “ Referee.”
The literary year in
Paris has been frankly bad, both artistically and financially. Some dozens of prizes are offered annually for
the encouragement of imaginative literature, but, of
course, the main thing which these prizes encourage is
mediocrity. The easiest way of finding the best books
of the year is to choose those which have just escaped
getting a big prize. In this manner I came across
“ Nono,”
by Gaston Roupnel (published by Plon),
which had a narrow shave of the prize given by the
Academy Goncourt. Were it possible for an academy
to choose well, “ Nono ” would have received the prize;
but it is notoriously impossible. “ Nono ” is good, and
is having a certain modest success among people who
don’t dine out. The new poet of the year is Maurice
Rostand, son of Edmond. H e is capable of writing detached lines which are indubitably poetry, which is more
than can be said of his father. His astounding precocity is, of course, against his ultimate success. H e is
now eighteen. But four years ago, when he was
fourteen, he used to read to me really remarkable
French translations which he had made of poems
by Mr. Arthur Symons and others. Still more odd, at
fourteen he had translated his father’s “La Samaritaine ” into English verse of French metre.

REVIEWS.
By A. E. Randall.
Two

Russian

(Stanley Paul.

Reformers.

By J. A. T. Lloyd.

10s. 6d. net.)

W h y Mr. Lloyd used this title as a description of
Turgenev and Tolstoy is a riddle without an answer.
H e does not attempt to deal with Russian reform, or
to show how the works of these two writers affected
it. The only reform mentioned in this book is the
emancipation of the serfs, and Mr. Lloyd attributes
this t o Turgenev.
“ H i s ‘ Annals of a Sportsman ’
appeared in 1852, and by this book the novelist enfranchised millions of human beings. ” As they were
not emancipated until 1861, and then by an act of the
Government;-moreover, as Waliszwski says that Turgenev never “approached the problem of the abolition
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of serfdom : he never referred to it ”-it
is clear that
the book was only one of the causes, and must have
operated so obscurely as to make its influence incalculable. And as Stepniak says that in the re-distribution
of the land by the Emancipation Committees “ the enfranchised peasants received much less than they had
previously enjoyed,” the value of the reform may be
doubted. Tolstoy reformed nothing. He refused to
ally himself with any of the reformers, and to the end
of his life denied the value of organisation, even for
the relief of temporary distress.
As biographical sketches of the men and critical
estimates of their works, these essays are without
value. There is no new matter in the Tolstoy essay,
and Mr. Lloyd’s use of the old familiar stories throws
no new light on the man. As a refutation of Merejkowski’s thesis it is absurd, for Mr. Lloyd ignores
both the argument and the evidence. Against Merejkowski’s over-emphasis of the pagan in Tolstoy, Mr.
Lloyd urges that “ there were at no time any such
two Tolstoys as these of the popular belief, but, in a
quite different sense from Ivan Turgenev, the author of
‘ W a r and Peace ’ suggests a somewhat significant
duality. This duality is not temperamental, as in the
case of Turgenev, but springs rather from the external
pressure of the environment upon the natural ego.
N o profound suspicion of all things haunted Count
Tolstoy from the beginning.” Yet he says later : “ F o r
here, on the very threshold of life, the two Tolstoys vie
with one another in a far more obvious contest than
that of the Turgenevs. The one Tolstoy gloried in the
pride of life, his pulses quivering with joyous contentment in the hic et nunc of his moment; but the other
Tolstoy , penetrated by that melancholy of the ancients
to which was added the later fear of the Christians,
knew well that this pride of strength was as nothing
before the menace of the years.” This other Tolstoy
was the one Turgenev disliked so in “The Cossacks.”
“ To contrast civilisation with fresh,. primeval nature, ”
he wrote, “ there was no need again to produce that
dull, unhealthy fellow always pre-occupied with himself. Why does not Tolstoy rid himself of that nightmare? ” Mr. Lloyd concludes : “ T h e cone has narrowed gradually up to its remote summit, but its
structure is essentially one and the same, and the
Tolstoy of ‘ Resurrection’ is essentially the Tolstoy of
‘ Childhood, Boyhood, and Youth.’ ” But this is
simply Herr Reinholdt’s thesis of “ an absolutely
straightforward continuity of development,” which was
contradicted by Waliszewski in “ Russian Literature.”
It was contradicted by Tolstoy himself in “ My Religion,” for he attributed his conversion to a mental
crisis. But this explanation is not satisfactory. “ The
lapses from that ‘ straightforward continuity of development ’ of which the German critic speaks,” says
Waliszewski, “began at an earlier, and have recurred
a t a much later date. W e could hardly conceive of a
line more capriciously broken. ” Unfortunately for Mr.
Lloyd, the biography of Tolstoy confirms this view;
and Waliszewski’s conclusion that “ in Tolstoy’s nature
there are, and always have been, several men whose
development runs on parallel lines,” is not only biographically but psychologically correct. Ribot, in his
“ Diseases of Personality,” says : “ ‘ Two souls,’ says
Goethe, ‘ dwell within my breast.’ Only two ! If
moralists, poets, novelists, dramatists have shown us
to satiety these two egos in conflict within the same
ego, common experience is still richer; it shows us
several, each one excluding the other a s it advances
to the front.” I commend this passage to the notice
of Mr. Lloyd, for his two Tolstoys and two Turgenevs
are simply fictions invented for the purpose of infuriating critics. “ The naïve, calm Slav ” and “the suspicious Turgenev, the man who suspected life and
death,” are not satisfactory explanations of a writer’s
temperament; and Mr. Lloyd’s attempt to trace these
dual personalities in the novels of Turgenev and Tolstoy
has no justification. Waliszewski said of a Russian
poet : “ H e has one capital fault-monotony.
But is
that a fault, in Russia? ” I t is an Englishman’s
privilege to be dull, but to add English dulness to

Russian monotony is an abuse of that privilege,
Waliszewski and Merejkowski, writing of their own
countrymen, are original and lively; but Mr. Lloyd
loves the ‘‘Slavonic mist” so much that he makes a fog
in London in his attempts to reproduce it. Aylmer
Of the philosophical
Maude was nothing to this!
value of this book, judge by this fact. Both writers
are supposed to have asked this question: “ W h a t i s
the meaning of life ?” The suspicious Turgenev said
there was no meaning, but in Tolstoy’s “ Resurrection” we have “ a message of hope and life.” To go
to Siberia with a prostitute is accepted by Mr. Lloyd
as an answer to the question eternally asked of Destiny.

Via

Mystfica. By Cyril M. Picciotto. (Heffer and
Sons. IS. 6d. net.)
This series of letters converted “ Dick ” from
Fabianism to a belief in the existence of a mystical
faculty, to a perception of the duality of life and of
invisible beauty, and to a consciousness of the sadness
of sunshine. As Mr. Picciotto says: “ You see, such
a lot of sheer fatuity is talked about mystics and
mysticism. We are all mystics nowadays. ” This
volume is dedicated “ T o my Mother and ‘ Dick ’ : an
offering of first-fruits. ” Mr. Picciotto writes from
Trinity College, Cambridge, and after discussing the
charms of the monastic life (and dreaming of his elevation to the Papal throne), he says in his epilogue : “ I
am ambitious enough to hope for success a t the Bar.”
The indelicacy of publishing to a brutal world the soul
flutterings of a prospective barrister should be apparent.
I say nothing about the present volume, because it
says nothing except that mysticism has no medium of
expression but music. O , all the Illuminati, why did
Mr. Picciotto write this book? The common chord
gives no reply, so I must answer my question in prose.
Because Mr. Picciotto has nothing to express that i s
of a mystical nature.

The Book of Love. An Anthology arranged by Arthur
Ransome. (T. C. and E. C . Jack. 6s. net and 10s. 6d.
net.)
There is nothing t o be said of this book a s a compilation. I t is a pantechnicon of poetry and prose : it contains everything. Essays by Emerson, Jeremy Taylor,
Bacon, Montaigne, the old French story “ Aucassin and
Nicolete,” Apuleius’ “ Cupid and Psyche ; ” and, in
addition to the customary songs of Shakespeare and
the Cavalier poets, Shelley’s “ Epipsychidion,” Spencer’s
“ Epithalamion,” Keats’ “ Isabella,” a number of poems
of the two Brownings, while modern poetry is represented by W. B. Yeats, Charles Dalmon, Sturge
Moore, Laurence Binyon, and W. H. Davies; 450
pages excellently printed, and well furnished. I t is,
indeed, a beautiful book ; and, one cannot help saying,
it is a marvel of cheapness. Its main feature is that it
contains complete works, not selected passages ; but
O ! there is such a lot of it.

Mental Symptoms of Brain Disease.

By Dr,
Bernard Hollander. (Rebman. 6s. net.)
To those who are troubled by the increase of certified insanity, this book should bring comfort.
If i t
could be shown that certain forms of insanity can be
referred to particular parts of the brain, and it could be
experimentally proved that they are capable of treatment and cure by surgical or other means, we should
have no reason for despair. Whether the toxin theory
be true or not, there is room for the localisation theory;
more particularly when it is recommended by instances
of successful operations. Dr. Hollander has collected’
a mass of evidence in support of it. H e has confined
himself to focal lesions, leaving general affections a n d
degeneration of the brain to be explained and treated by
other methods.
We a r e not medical experts, and it
would be impertinent for us to speak authoritatively on
this subject. We can only speak as reasonable men,
and say that no a priori demonstration will convince u s
that Dr. Hollander is wrong. W e must have as much
evidence a s he provides, and a s conclusive.
In one respect, the book is of more than ordinary
interest t o us. The apparent connection between homicidal mania and injury to, or disease of, the temporal
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lobes is one argument t h e more in favour of a restatement of the legal definition of responsibility. I t must
be twenty years since Dr. Maudsley protested that the
definition was scientifically inexact, and unjust t o the
criminal. Dr. Hollander shows that the mania is t o
be referred to a n abnormal condition of the base of the
temporal Iobes; whether caused by injury, by the
growth of a tumour, o r the spreading of inflammation
from the middle ear. T h e cases of operation, followed
by subsidence of the mania and the return to sanity,
justify the demand for a medical assessor in murder
trials.
T h e book is obviously not written for laymen, but
t h a t is n o reason why it should not be read by them,
if they a r e at all interested in the subject.
To the
pathologist, Dr. Hollander addresses himself ; “ satisfied,” as ‘he says, “ t o have indicated the line on which,
in his opinion, research might be undertaken with better
results than we have hitherto achieved.” A book so
cordially proffered should have a cordial reception.

Drama.
By

Ashley Dukes.
A Tug-of-war and a Discussion.
“Shakespeare and his Love.” A play by Frank Harris.
(Palmer. 2s. 6d. net.)
“The Dark Lady of the Sonnets.” A play by Bernard
Shaw. (English Review, January.)
“ The Madras
House.” A comedy by Granville Barker.
(Sidgwick and Jackson, paper IS. 6d. net.)
IN a polemical introduction Mr. F r a n k Harris defines
the issue with more ferocity than grace, t h u s : “ Mr.
Shaw h a s written a play on the subject which I
have been working on for these fifteen years, and from
what he has said thereon in the ‘Observer’ it looks as
if h e had annexed my theory bodily, so far as he can
understand it, a n d the characters to boot. After talking
about his play a n d Shakespeare’s passion, and using
words of mine again and again as if they were his own,
he acknowledges his indebtedness to me in this highminded and generous- way :-‘The
only English writer
who h a s really grasped this part of Shakespeare’s
story is F r a n k Harris; but F r a n k sympathises with
Shakespeare. I t is like seeing Semele reduced t o ashes
and sympathising with Jupiter. ’ T h i s is equivalent to
saying that all the other parts of Shakespeare’s story
have been grasped by someone else, presumably by Mr.
Shaw himself, and not by me. . .
This precious
utterance of Mr. S h a w shows further that, in his version
of the story, he is g o i n g to take the side of Mary Fitton
against Shakespeare; he will therefore defend o r at
least explain her various marriages, and her illegitimate
children by different fathers, none of whom happened to
be married to her. Mr. Shaw’s sole contribution to our
knowledge of Shakespeare is the coupling of him with
Dickens, which is very much the same thing as if one
tried to explain Titian by coupling him with Hogarth.
This, in my opinion, is Mr. Shaw’s only original observation on the subject, and its perfect originality I should
be the last to deny. I have not yet read o r seen Mr.
Shaw’s play; I only wish here to draw attention to the
fact that he h a s already annexed a good deal of my
work and put it forth as his own, giving me only the
most casual and grudging mention. From the larger
acknowledgment in the ‘ Observer,’ I naturally infer
that in this new play he has taken from me even more
than he could hope to pass off as his own.”
Thus began the tug-of-war with Shaw and Harris as
contestants, and the fates of Shakespeare and Mary
Fitton a s strands of the rope. Mr. Harris set to work
doggedly, clearly anticipating a genuine struggle, pull
devil, pull baker, to a finish. But he lacked guile and
guessed badly, reckoning without bis host. Shaw, of
course, refused to pull straight. H e swerved at the
start, grimaced, swaggered, pirouetted, leaped hither
and thither in a frenzy of persiflage, and at length let
go suddenly and betook himself, a r m s awhirl, to the
nearest cart-tail in order to deliver a homily upon the
need for a National Theatre ; leaving Mr. Harris to

.

execute a backward sprawl a n d hug his coil of rope for
consolation. T h a t is the history of “ T h e Dark Lady of
the Sonnets.” So far from taking the side of the D a r k
Lady, o r justifying her amours, Shaw almost abolishes
her. I n his play she barely exists; and then only as
a catastrophic effect in the conversation of Shakespeare
and Queen Elizabeth. Mark her entrance : “ T h e Dark
Lady comes stooping along the terrace behind them like
a running thrush. W h e n she sees how they a r e
employed, she rises angrily t o her full height, and
listens jealously. ” T h e lines are familiar; the situation
more familiar still. W i t h all his experience of Shaw,
did Mr. Harris’ suppose for a moment that his Mary
Fitton would be anything but a new version of Julia
Craven, Blanche Sartorious, Ann Whitefield, Gloria,
Hypathia and the rest? Omit the “ stooping” and the
“ running thrush” (archaisms and local colour),
and the
very phrasing can be paralleled a dozen times in “Plays,
Pleasant a n d Unpleasant.”
Or take the figure of
Shakespeare himself. He carries his tablets ready t o
hand, gathering phrases. H e lies, flatters, intrigues
most ingeniously; makes love to Elizabeth in a moment
b e c a u s e ” h e r lips have dropped music upon his heart,”
and yet turns pale when the Beefeater informs him that
the D a r k Lady is no better than s h e should be. That
instant pallor is Shaw’s only debt to Mr. Harris. W h y
he a snapper-up of such unconsidered trifles?
F o r the rest, this Shavian Shakespeare i s only the
Court buffoon turned poetaster. (Not poet, if we exclude the borrowed plumes of speech.) H e jingles
cadences of phrase for bells in the intervals of verbal
horse-play. “ I tell you,” he says, “there is n o word
yet coined and no melody yet sung that is extravagant
a n d majestical enough for the glory t h a t lovely words
can reveal. It is heresy to deny it : have you not been
taught t h a t “in the beginning was the W o r d ? that the
W o r d w a s with God? nay, that the W o r d was God? ”
Here is the old trick of self-explanation; the old
irresistible impulse for a witty sensation at any price.
Coming from this Shakespeare the sentiment, for all
its truth, rings false ; as false as the dying speech of
Dubedat in the “ Doctor’s Dilemma. ” A buffoon turned
poet aster

.

*

*

*

T h e love of melody for its own sake, so foreign t o
the whole Shavian philosophy, i s a reality to Mr. Frank
Harris. He cuts a sprightlier figure as playwright than
as controversialist.
T h e preface quoted above is
clumsily pugnacious, but t h e play itself delicately
written with a cadence of its own. More cannot be
said, for Mr. Harris has been the first to admit that it
is not in reality a very good play. Nevertheless, he
comes o u t of the harlequin struggle triumphantly, for his
Shakespeare could conceivably write the Sonnets, while
Shaw’s assuredly could not.
Whether his Mistress
Fitton could inspire them is another question, not to be
asked or answered lightly in cold blood. Shakespeare’s
scenes with her a r e the most convincing, a n d in them
Mr. Harris’ piety has not spoiled hi5 craft. There is
much patchwork in the rest, and the close of the fourth
act and the epilogue verge upon anti-climax. But one
portrait remains; and so far the play succeeds. I n his
introduction Mr. Harris records Shaw’s verdict upon it :
“You have represented Shakespeare a s sadder than he
was, I think ; but you have shown his genius, which
everyone else has omitted to do.” After “ T h e Dark
Lady of t h e Sonnets” this still holds good.
***

I t is a f a r cry from the neo-Shakespearean plays to
Mr. Barker’s “Madras House,” now published for the
first time. T h e gulf is most apparent in form, for Mr.
Barker has nothing to do with the phrase-makers, and
rarely handles words with the touch of a collector. H e
writes articles occasionally in the manner of a rambling
lecturer (and not articles alone, the devil’s advocate
would urge).
Even his long stage directions a r e
intimately conversational, with their “buts” and “ wells”
and “ifs,” and a “perhaps” (thrown in here a n d there
at the close of a sentence.
They form a diffused
soliloquy; the remainder fragments of what is, upon the
whole, a symmetrical a r t of dialogue. If, for example,
you have seen “ T h e Madras House” performed, and
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there is anything YOU desire to know about t h e Huxtable
family which one of its members has not already told
you (at first sight a n unlikely contingency), Mr. Barker
will inform you confidentially, as m a n to man, in p a g e
after page of neatly grouped italics. If you wish t o
share the joy of t h e first-night audience (denied to later
visitors) in learning that Constantine M a d r a s w a s himself in person the father of Miss Yates’ illegitimate
child, and that there actually was a plot a f t e r all, the
fourth act will give you the necessary minimum of particulars. Rut these are not the only reasons for reading
“ T h e Madras
House. ”

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.
THE AGE OF UNREASON.
Sir,-To me pondering deeply once came the thought that
time might be a wheel and that everything was to happen
again and again i n the same order in a n endless revolution of cycles. The fact that Plato (as I was told later) had
thought the same thing two thousand years before seemed
in itself to support this theory, and in the complexion of
things at the present day I see much to confirm it. I can
hear the clock of the ages striking twelve, and see the hour
hand about to begin its circuit all over again. Thought
is reverting to its primitive state, unknown to our thinkers,
who are persuaded of nothing so firmly as the originality of
their views. With the air of innovators and discoverers they
discuss questions which must have been examined and dismissed by neolithic man. They set themselves to consider
problems which must have vexed the brains of the lacustrine
village idiot, and ask us riddles to which the youthful cavemen could have supplied the answer. Even as the palaeolithic jest survives in the columns of “ Punch,” on the boards
of the London music-halls, and in the humour of Mr. Hilaire
Belloc, so the philosophical parallel to the conundrum
‘‘When is a door not a door,” is gravely propounded from
our professorial and editorial chairs.
I n mid-Victorian days the wheel had revolved so. far as
to bring before the public only those things that they
actually knew, though vaguely. When a man of science
boldly declared that the fittest must survive, everyone was
delighted at being told what he had never doubted. “ T h e
fittest must always survive-that is, those who are able to
survive will, and those who are not able won’t.” Here was
an amazing revelation ! “Whoever would have thought it ?”
the Victorians asked each other. They had certainly never
thought it in one sense, for they had always been aware of
it. The doctrine was hardly less startling than Newton’s
immortal discovery that things have a tendency to fall towards the earth unless violently propelled upwards. The first
monkey that fell off a tree may be more fairly credited
with a recognition .of this profound verity. Shakespeare,
by the by, states it plainly in these words: “My love is as
the very centre of the earth, drawing all things to it.”
(”Troilus and Cressida,” Act IV., Scene 2.)
The further revolution of the wheel has now brought us,
as I have said, to a consideration of problems which were
discussed and dismissed by our forefathers long before they
had sharpened flints. Our choicest spirits are, for instance,
much occupied t o d a y about the principles of government.
We hear a great deal about aristocracy and democracy. A
(German philosopher has written many ponderous volumes,
which have been laboriously translated into English by
his enthusiastic disciples, in order to show that it would be
the best thing possible for us to be governed by the very best
men. Now it may be safely asserted that this was the very
first proposition put to the very first .men who ever gathered
themselves together in a community, whether it was in the
recesses of a cave or on an island in a bog; and I am not
a whit less sure that to all of those primitive folk at once
presented itself that difficulty which the German philosopher
never arrived at, that is: how are we to determine who are
.the best? Further, before that conference broke up, the
legislators had solved the problem for ever in somewhat
these terms: If anyone is strong enough to make us obey
him, we shall jolly well have t o ; and till then, we shall
have to obey the man or men whom the greatest number
of us thinks the best. And there you have the inevitable
answer to those political problems which our sages tell us
are most intricate and profound. They have just got as far
as the question. Presently a genius will re-state the conclusions reached some few millions of years ago, and the
world will stand aghast before his almost supernatural
penetration.
To those of us who have not forgotten the answers to these
time-worn problems-who still remember that two plus two
is four-that when a door is not a door it is ajar-thle waste
?f time and energy by our new philosophers seems amazing. They set out to discover a country where you have

been times without number, and insist on taking you there
by the longest and most circuitous route, though you know
the shortest cut. Of course they always find at the goal
something entirely opposite to what they expected. A certain school of thinkers ( ?) will maintain with volley of words
and salvoes of eloquence that the individual should express
his own view and declare to be bound by that of the
majority. It will take one of these illuminati three years
on a n average to find out that this is exactly what our oldfashioned representative system enables him to do. The
Nietzschean and the aristocrat, after meandering through
leagues of Teutonic verbiage, land inevitably, to their childlike surprise, in the ballot box.
The modem philosopher is a sad example of arrested
development. He can travel along a line of thought to
a certain point and then collapses. The other day I heard
a gentleman of fascinating personality inveigh from the
platform against what he called the prevailing anarchy in
art. It was necessary, he argued, to adopt a standard.
I t presently appeared that this standard was to be his own:
and h e was unconscious of any absurdity when he described
those people who affirm that, at any rate, they know what
they like. His cultured audience laughed very much at this,
evidently happy that they at least did not know what they
liked. Lecturer and audience alike were blissfully unconscious of the impasse into which they must certainly and
presently come: who on earth or out of it is to decide on
the standard, unless it be by a consensus of opinion?
I t makes one a little impatient. What are we to think
of such nonsense as that recently talked by the “Sunday
Times” on the subject of heredity? The answer should be
plain as the proverbial pikestaff. If you believe that the
legislative ability (whatever that may have been) of the
first Dukes of Marlborough and Wellington has been transmitted to their descendants, why not believe that their military capacity was transmitted also, and why not entrust the
command of our armies in war to t h epresent holders of
the titles? Again, on what grounds do you suppose that
the virtues of the first dukes have been communicated only
to the eldest males born in wedlock of each generation of
their descendants ? Any housemaid could demolish the
arguments of the “Sunday Times,” and it seems absurd
that a man of Mr. Randall’s capacity should have to go
to the trouble of demonstrating the fallacies of the Jaegerclad eugenists.
No one can listen to the utterances of our public men
without perceiving that the human brain is reverting to its
primitive or rudimentary forms. Immaturity of the reasoning faculty, or, indeed, its complete absence-is now recognised as wisdom. I do not object to a man’s saying that
h e is in two places at once, or that children may be begotten
by a purely intellectual process. These conceptions proceed from a disordered, but not necessarily immature,
intellect. But when an anti-Suffragist says that women
should not have the vote because they are different from
men, when, of course, that is the reason why they should
bave it, I suspect that the speaker must have butted his
head hard against the coal-scuttle when an infant.
This intellectual atrophy is one of the many symptoms
that society affords of a n imminent mental and emotional
collapse. Our state presents a terrible contrast to that of
the late ’nineties; melodrama of the most imbecile type is
enthroned in the West End, and the suburban theatres
where I have seen Ibsen and Sudermann acted to crowded
houses are nearly all converted into music;halls. In the
“Evening Times’’ we have a distinct reversion to the hideous
broad-sheet of the early 19th century. The book world is
divided between the partisans of pornography and puritanism of the Queechy and Ebenezer type. When I read
the evidence before the Divorce Commission, I seemed to
hear the wheel of time spinning round at a frightful rate.
We have got behind primitive man to the blue-faced baboon
bludgeoning his wife with a bough.
I propose to take
lessons in tree-climbing.
EDMUND
B. d’AUVERGNE.

*

*

*

AN AMERICAN APPEAL.
Sir,-The following appeal, written by Mr. Upton Sinclair,
has been sent, to President Taft on behalf of Mr. F. D.
Warren, the editor of the American Socialist “Appeal to
Reason.” The letter itself provides a summary of the circumstances, and further details can be had on application
to Mr. Sinclair.
T O PRESIDENT TAFT.
I write to request your attention to the case of Fred D.
Warren, editor of the ‘‘Appeal to Reason,” whose case has
just been decided by the United States Court of Appeals.
The decision being adverse, Mr. Warren finds himself under
sentence of $1,500 fine and six months in jail. I think that,
if you would familiarise yourself with all the circumstances
of the case, you would realise that it is an incredible travesty
upon justice, and a flagrant case of the persecution of a
man for his political opinions.
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T h e charge. against Warren was the sending of a defamatory postal card through the mail. I t was obvious that this
postal card was sent from no personal motive, but from a
political one. T h e Supreme Court of the United States had
just declared that it was no crime to kidnap three Socialist
labour leaders, who were under indictment for crime, and
to carry them into another State ; also, that the men so kidnapped had no legal redress.
Warren accordingly offered $1,000 reward to anyone who
would kidnap a Republican politician, ex-Governor Taylor
of Kentucky, who was then living in the State of Indiana,
who was under indictment for murder, and for whose apprehension in Kentucky a reward of $1OO,OOO had been offered.
Warren’s object in offering the reward was to ascertain
whether there was any difference in the enforcement of the
law as between Socialist working men and Republican politicians. For the offence of sending such a postal card
through the mail, he is now under sentence, as stated.
I will not attempt a review of the case, as you can obtain
a l l the facts from authoritative sources. I will simply call
y o u r attention to three points, which, to my mind, stamp
t h e case as a most flagrant example of political persecution.
First, Warren presented at his trial several hundred postal
cards which had been mailed by sheriffs of various States,
.offering rewards for the apprehension and delivery of fugitives from justice, under exactly the same circumstances
as his own offer. Second, his case was postponed for several
terms, until it could be arranged with the Governor of
Kentucky that ex-Governor Taylor should be pardoned for
a crime f o r which he had not even been tried. Third, at the
“
ex-Governor Taylor (having been opportunely pardoned). was asked the question, was he under indictment for
a n y crime; and h e answered, “No.”
When Warren’s counsel attempted to ask the question,
h a d he been under indictment for any crime at the time
when the defamatory postal card was mailed, said counsel
was not permitted to ask this question, nor to make this
vital fact known to the jury. I would also call your attention to the striking fact that the decision of the Court of
Appeals has been withheld for more than six months, and
is now delivered at a most opportune time-namely,
two
weeks after election.
If I were thinking only of the interests of the Socialist
movement, with which I am identified, I would welcome this
W a r r e n case I n the two years during which it has been
h a n g i n g fire, it has more than doubled the circulation of
t h e “Appeal,” which is to-day over 475,000, and will be
o v e r a million if Warren spends his six months i n jail. I n
addition to that, it has given us our candidate for President
i n 1912, for whom we shall poll a million or two votes.
B u t I am not only a Socialist, I a m also an American, and
I cannot believe that you, who are under oath to maintain
a Republican form of government in this country, can perm i t so wicked an instance of persecution for political
.opinions to be set down as a precedent in our affairs.
I t lies within your power to grant an immediate pardon,
a n d thus to administer a rebuke to too subservient corporation judges, and to demonstrate to a large and growing party
-that it is your intention to hold even the scales of justice,
a n d to protect them in their rights of political propaganda.
If you fail to do this, there can be but one result: the men
who are to-day devoting their efforts to effecting social
-transformations through legal and constitutional methods,
-will be driven to thinking of extra-legal and extra-constitu“tional methods, a n d the revolution which is inevitable i n
t h i s country within the present decade will be a revolution
of violence instead *of a political revolution, as we members
of the Socialist party desire.
UPTON SINCLAIR.
Edge Moor, Del., December I .

*

*

*

TOLSTOY’S RELIGION.
Sir,-Do
some men write articles in order to darken
counsel with their words? Or d o they simply not understand
what they read ?
Mr. Randall tells his readers that Matthew Arnold
‘“warned Tolstoy to leave theology alone”! Yet the only
time Matthew Arnold wrote about Tolstoy, it was not theo’logy but religion that he dwelt on, and he said that what
Tolstoy had written concerning it showed ‘(the same extra.ordinary penetration, the same perfect sincerity, which are
exhibited in the author’s novels,” and that it was “of high
importance and value.” H e even wound u p by saying:
“ Whatever he may d o in the future, the work which he has
a l r e a d y done, and his work on religion as well as his work
o n imaginative literature, is more than sufficient to signalise
h i m as one of the most marking, interesting, and sympathyinspiring men of our time.”
Mr. Randall goes on to state that Merezhkóvsky’s book
a b o u t Tolstoy is “ignored” by me, and he makes this statem e n t in face of the fact that on page 449 of the current
edition of Vol. I. of my “Life of Tolstoy,” I say of the
work in question: “ I t contains some acute remarks o n

Tolstoy as a writer, but for all that relates to Tolstoy a s a
man, it is worse than useless. Merezhkóvsky did not know
Tolstoy personally. H e relied on the works of Behrs and
Anna Seuron, and even that scrappy information he used
unfairly. His talk about scents and fine linen, and in
general his whole characterisation of Tolstoy, is spiteful,
and to those who know the man attacked, it is simply
ridiculous. ”
That I did not say more about Merezhkóvsky was due to
the fact that after making Tolstoy’s personal acquaintance
he made amends for his former utterances, and took occasion publicly to admit that the friends of Tolstoy “were the
friends of freedom, and his enemies its foes.”
I n spite of the above warning, Mr. Randall ekes out his
disparagement of Tolstoy’s religious opinions by dishing up
once more the absurd tale about Tolstoy’s underclothing
being scented-a piece of mendacious tittle-tattle which a
reputable writer ought to be ashamed to reproduce. Madame
Anna Seuron (an Austrian governess, dismissed from Tolstoy’s family for drinking too much wine and boxing the
ears of the Countess Mary when the latter was almost grown
up) wrote a booklet about Tolstoy. When taken to task
for the flagrant mendacity of her statements, she excused
herself by explaining that it was the fault of the editor, who
had touched up the book to make it sell. Her statements
are too ridiculous to be taken seriously; but at the time
when Merezhkóvsky was denouncing Tolstoy for his heresies.
and himself posing as a defender of Orthodox Christianity,
he made play-with what mud h e could extract from Anna.
Seuron’s pasquinade, and in Russia no one bothered to
reply-partly because his game was so transparent and contemptible, and partly because the press censor was alert
to what was going on, and was ready to act as a shield to
Merezhkóvsky
T o judge of Mr. Randall’s arguments-if
by a stretch of
courtesy they may be so called-the reader need only turn
to the essays Tolstoy wrote o n “Reason a n d Religion,”
“Religion
and Moraliy,” “ W h a t is Religion ?” and his
“ Reply to the Synod’s Decree of
Excommunication” (all
contained in “Essays and Letters”), and he will see for himself whether Tolstoy wrote sense o r nonsense.
I t is true that Tolstoy’s writings o n religion in the early
’eighties were open to certain criticisms which Matthew
Arnold put with excellent judgment, moderation and
courtesy ; but Tolstoy’s later essays (mentioned above) were
written in a broader and maturer spirit, and deserve very
careful consideration.
Kropótkin lately wrote me that : “Tolstoy’s greatness is
precisely in having come to the conclusions concerning life
which he came to,” and he amplified this in a letter to the
“Times,” by saying: “ F o r the last two years I have been
studying almost passionately the inner drama of Tolstoy’s
life,” and he adds that Tolstoy has “devoted the last thirty
years of his life to working out a universal rationalistic
religion divested of all the mystical elements of modern
Christianity-a
religion which he says would be equally
acceptable to the Christian, the Buddhist, the Hebrew, the
Mussulman, the follower of Lao-Tsze, and also to the Freethinker, and to every ethical philosopher-and
to passionately proclaiming in his latest writings the supreme, decisive
right of reason in religious matters.”
I n other works, Kropótkin understands and values what
Mr. Randall misunderstands a n d depreciates. Pro captu
lectoris habent sua fata libelli; the books are the same,
whether read by Kropótkin and Matthew Arnold or by Mr.
Randall-only the heads of the readers are different !
AYLMER
MAUDE.

*

*
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THE SIDNEY STREET ‘‘ BATTLE.”
Sir,--We are in the twentieth century: the calendars tell
us so. And the English are a nation of humourists-of
the
pork-butcher brand.
These reflections are the outcome of
the Houndsditch murder case.
T h e whole business, from beginning to end, seems to be
a sample of police muddling, in which three of the muddlers
met their death. T h e latest phase, the so-called siege of the
“anarchists”’ (vide “Daily News,” of course) “fort,” is open
to analysis b all the world. And what do we find?
“ From
information received” the police go to Sidney
Street on Monday evening, and instead of carrying out the
arrest in the usual smart C.I.D. manner, they clear out all
the other inhabitants of the block “noiselessly,” and wait in
the snow a l l the night till dawn, when they arouse the
quarry by either throwing stones, a brick, or firing a revolver
-accounts differ. It was a n open invitation to the hunted
men to get on with the deadly farce; and of course they
d i d : for it was obvious to them that the morale of the
police being what it is, to walk out of the building with
their hand- up would riot have saved them from being shot
by a volley. A little acquaintance with the history of “dangerous criminal s” shows that dozens have been arrested quite
simply and without all the pother and farce of 1,500police,
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27 Scots Guards carefully reclining on clean boards in the
street, the field artillery, and Mr. Winston Churchill.
The other feature is the Press treatment of the case. The
newspapers have given their advertisers full value. The
thing works in a circle.
A newspaper gets hold of a
hysterical scare, which frightens every nervous householder
into bad health, with a consequent recourse to pink pills
and the nerve tonic which are advertised in the poor man’s
favourite literature.
I must protest, too, against the use of the word “anarchist” i n the matter. There is not the slightest foundation
for calling them anarchists, and these men seem to be preEvery
cisely the sort that even Nihilists do not want.
foreigner who carries a weapon and does not possess a good
old British name like Levy, or Cassel, or Eckstein, or
Milner must necessarily be an anarchist and a desperado.
J. CHAPPELL.

*

*

*,

popular varieties which are at present, and have been for the
past three hundred years, in vogue in Europe; it is immune
from the faintest suspicion of fundamental heresies.
E. ROGERS.

*

*

*

SIR JOHN REES’ “ M O D E R N INDIA.”
Sir,--THE NEW AGE has always been so good
a friend of Indian reform, and has striven so hard
to dissipate the misrepresentations with which that
has been enveloped by such champions of “vested
interests ’’ as Sir John Rees, that I could hardly
believe my eyes as I read. It is true that Lord Morley
decorated Sir John Rees: but did not Caligula make his
horse a consul? I n either case, one does not expect to find
THE NEW AGE in that galley.
H. E. A. COTTON,L.C.C.,
Editor of “ India.”

*

+

*

A LEAF OF ENGLISH HISTORY,

Sir,-Has no one a good word to print for the burglars of
Sidney Street (“Anarchists” be sugared !) ? It is very certain
that if the good word is not printed, that word is going
round. “Suppose they had been soldiers of the British
Army?” They shot straight and they died game. If one
admires that sort of thing when, say, its force is directed
against a doppers’ commando fighting for their own country,
why be a lying coward and cry “Beasts of Prey!” when it
is directed against the Scots Greys, a thousand police, and
our ineffable Home Secretary? Of all Englishmen, this
public man seems doomed to be ridiculous. As if no other
pose might have been snapshotted, reflect upon that picture
of him, nose sharp and forward behind a barrier, watching
two brave fools burning to death; remember his damaged
silk hat among the casualties, and see if the finger of coincidence does not point to the deserts of a desperadissimo statesman whose last and foolish phrase is now before the .people.
That stage patter about “beasts of prey choked to death by
British blood” fills me personally with wrath, though I
know it ought only to provoke laughter. But I hate so much
Britishing by this theatrical colleague of blazing hell and
the hangman. Besides, he has too much power altogether
for such a sanguinary mountebank. While the mob was
busy “cheering deliriously as the flames engulphed the
doomed assassins,” and no one gave the order for the hose,
away in Ireland they were filing Mr. Churchill’s refusal to
reprieve a man, William Scanlan, who had been three times
through the flames of a trial for shooting a woman, but was
secured at last for the gallows, though admittedly the prosecution could adduce no motive for the crime, and the evidence was purely British, namely, circumstantial, “ based
on common sense,” as the Lord Chief Justice would put it.
Since June, 1909, that man has been legally and systematically tortured. The auto da fe of Sidney Street was only a
dramatisation of the usual, but little understood, private
torture of criminals. It was only possible in England because mob has got into office-a passing phase, one must
believe, in the public life of all nations.
Otherwise we
should have to suppose that Mr. Churchill and the Harmsworth journals, not to descend to the ‘:Telegraph” and the
“Express,” were symbols of our rapid decivilisation. “ Rattling back to barbarism” is a phrase whose very existence
ought to be a warning and a stimulus to those who desire
the next step forward to humanisation. Public funerals to
policemen, and any other spectacles which serve to emphasise crime are steps to decivilisation. As an antidote to
the baleful and fascinating criminology of the Houndsditch
aliens, do let us pay some sort of tribute to their splendid
coolness and courage at the last stand. There were really
frightfully brave-for foreigners !
BEATRICEHASTINGS.

*

*

*

PORTUGAL.
His
Sir,-Permit me also to congratulate S. Verdad.
observations on Portuguese affairs, though scant, were eminently acute, and justified by events. First the keen prognostication : The threatened revolution in Portugal
The more
inspires me merely with languid interest.
talk as a rule, the less fighting.
There has been quite
a lot of revolutionary talk in Portugal recently.” A few
weeks later the government abruptly changes from a Monarchy to a Republic. We then learn that Mr. Verdad’s
prognostications referred to a “ real” revolution, a n “intellectual” revolution, not a mere change from Tweedledum
to Tweedledee, and the question at issue from being: Does
an abrupt change from monarchy to republic (with the
usual accompaniments) constitute a revolution ?” becomes :
‘‘Is administration by the Republic different from, or better
than, the monarchical administration ?” And congratulations
pour in.
The official outlook of THENEW AGE on foreign affairs
is noteworthy. Its political philosophy, diplomacy and
terminology are in n o way distinguishable from those

...

. ..

Sir,-As a student of Egyptology, and as a person who
has a very keen appreciation of satire, I desire to bear
witness to the justice of the remarks of the author of “ A
Leaf of English History,” in support of his exquisite article.
Not the least arduous part of a student’s work in Oriental
archaeology is the distinction of the essential facts from the
enormous quantity of theorising in which every eminent
archaeologist envelopes them.
And until he has achieved this by careful examination of
the materials themselves, and close comparison of the views
of the various authorities, and has learned the precise value
to be attached to each man’s theorising, it is practically
impossible €or him to arrive at an even approximately stable
working basis.
When, however, he has done this, and has put himself in
a position to criticise to some extent the critics, nothing
surprises him more than to note the weight and complicity
of the theories as compared with the feebleness and simplicityof the facts upon which they are built. The instances
quoted by the author of “ A Leaf from English History”
might be multiplied ad infinitum from the works of all
Oriental archaologists. “ Higher critics” of the Old Testament are especially reckless, and their fecundity in the
production of theories is remarkable, seeming to vary inversely as the strength of the evidence.
So far as Egyptology is concerned, it may at least be said
for Dr. Budge that he only commits himself on unimportant
p i n t s , while that he renders good service by reducing the
wild imaginings of other archaeologists on points that matter.
For an example of such wholesome labour I would refer
those interested to the preface to the sixth volume of his
“History of Egypt,” wherein he so effectually disposes of
Dr. Winckler’s theory of a North Arabian kingdom of Musri,
and certain dependents of that theory, fathered by Prof.
Cheyne.
The uninitiated will doubtless be astonished at the flimsy
character of the materials on which the theory is based,
and at the fact that one doctor should have to correct another upon so simple a matter as the transliteration of two
Hebrew words (see p. xix.), but the student knows only too
well the vapory quality of most archaeological theorising,
and makes allowance accordingly.
Dr. Budge writes at the conclusion of the preface : “ T h e
effect upon the lay mind of wild theories thus put forward
by irresponsible critics is not hard to foresee, and it is
certain that they will not tend to advance the true interests
either of Assyriology or of the ‘ higher criticism’ of the Old
Testament” (p, xxx.).
The article, “ A Leaf from English History,” is absurdly
true in greater o r less degree of all archaeological writings
to-day, and work of a similar nature cannot fail to have a
very necessary rationalising effect upon that quite spacial
and most industrious sphere, the world of Oriental
archaeology.
HAROLDFISHER.
*

Y

*

Sir,-The writer of the above article confesses that the
facts available to Egyptologists are comparatively few in
number, yet he does not hesitate to declare off-hand that
certain conclusions of the learned Professors of Egyptology
are manifestly wrong. Manifestly to whom? What à priori
reasoning can possibly carry any weight against conclusions
based on facts, if only on a few facts? I should be glad
to know on what assumptions your contributor relies in his
curt dismissal of the theories of modern scholars.
S. K. STOBART.

*

*

*

MR. FRANCIS GRIERSON AND BULWER LYTTON.
Sir,-Has anyone noticed the similarity of the styles of
Lord Lytton and Mr. Grierson? Take this extract from
Chapter XXIII. of “ Godolphin” :
“The time we now speak of was the most brilliant the
English world, during the last half century, has known.
--
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Lord Byron was in his brief and dazzling zenith; De Staël
was in London; the Peace had turned the attention of rich
idlers to social enjoyment and to letters. There was a n
excitement, and a brilliancy, and a spirituality, about our
circles, which we do not recognise now. Never had a young
and ambitious woman-a
beauty and a genius-a
finer
moment for the commencement of her power. It was Constance?~early and bold resolution to push to the utmosteven to exaggeration-a power existing in all polished states,
but now mostly in this-the power of fashion! This mysterious and subtle engine she was eminently skilled to move
according to her will. Her intuitive penetration into
character, her tact, and her grace, were exactly the talents
Fashion most demands; and they were at present devoted
only to that sphere. The rudeness that she mingled, at
times, with the bewitching softness and ease of manner she
could command a t others, increased the effect of her power.
It is much to intimidate as well as to win,” etc.
I was much struck, on comparing this with one of Mr.
Grierson’s sketches of brilliant French women, at the sameness of the vision of these two writers. But whereas Lytton’s
vision was tinged with cynicism, Mr. Grieron evidently
believes that the only true criticism is praise.
W. H. RENDLE.

*

*

thinkable proposition to apply to a modern state.” It would
seem that YOU find this an axiom, but I must confess that
it does not seem so to me. You cite the example of a referendum on the subject of war: of course there are circumstances in the affairs of every nation where immediate
decision and action are necessary. Such responsibilities the
representatives of the democracy would have to meet, but
sooner o r later they must go to the people for sanction of
their actions; and it seems to me e m i n e n t proper that
they should go for such sanction in advance, wherever the
question is of such nature that time for consultation a n d ’
deliberation may be taken. Such, it seems to me, are the
questions now before the British people, particularly the
question of Tariff Reform; and I cannot see upon what
possible basis you argue that such a reference to popular
decision would be undemocratic.
May it not be that, the idea of the Referendum having
been sprung upon you rather suddenly, you have been led
to confuse the referendum per se with the particular kind of
Referendum which is now offered to you in England? That
is to say, a trick devised by the aristocracy as a means of
putting off a little longer their yielding to the people. The
referendum has been applied in many States in this country,
especially in the more Radical States of the far West. It
seems to have worked satisfactorily. Of course, the plan
being in its infancy, there have been some complications,
and some unwise measures ; but the method is being worked
out, and is apparently proving a most efficient instrument
of popular control. The essential features of the Referendum as applied in these Western States is that a certain.
percentage of the voters have the right to compel the submission of a referendum on any question. This, of course,
is a vastly different proposition from the one advanced by
Mr. Balfour, that there shall be a referendum whenever the
House of Lords is unwilling to sanction the measures.
adopted by the House of Commons.

*

T H E PATH TO DEMOCRACY.
Sir,-I have always thought Mr. Cecil Chesterton’s exposition of Socialism to be among the sanest and most helpful
contributions to the subject in our time. His is a Socialism
against which, it seems, to me his brother and Hilaire Belloc
will tilt in vain for ever. But it is curious, nevertheless,
that both Cecil and Gilbert base, the one his advocacy of,
and the other his opposition to, Socialism, on beer.
The whole crux of the argument in the Chesterton,
brothers appears to turn on the working man’s half-pint, and
I am beginning to think this strenuous concern with alcohol
a little bit overdone. Especially when we arrive at such a
positively insane conclusion as that the Labour Party had
no right to support the Licensing Bill. This is o n eo f Mr.
Cecil’s points in the first of his new series of articles, and
it is surely worthy to take a place beside the wildest of his
brother’s contortions. Here was a measure which sought
t ot a k e the monopoly of a certain trade out of the hands of
private owners (whose use of that monopoly was admittedly
one of the biggest curses which the system of capitalism
has yet given us), and at a bold stroke make the State the
master of the brewers. A fairly good attempt at Socialism
in one industry, I should have thought! Yet, because the
very terrorism which this trade can exert succeeded in
frightening the working classes into the belief that their
daily drink was about to be whisked away or made prohibitively dear, Mr. Chesterton takes that outcry to be the
voice of God.”
If it comes to that, the property owners’ campaign of
the election before last very nearly succeeded in persuading
the working classes that the Budget would deprive them of
work and wages. The most Socialistic piece of finance in
all our history was the prelude to the Liberal Party losing
over a hundred seats. Again the “voice of God,” I suppose.
But at this rate it is going to be a thundering long time
before we get any Socialism.
The “voice of God” won’t do. We can see the works As
long as the masses can be got to shout for brewers and
armaments property-owners have a soft job, When Socialists can be found to interpret Jingoism and Bungism in
terms of Divine wisdom, the job is not only soft, it is inspired and impregnable. Surely Socialists of the calibre
of Mr. Cecil Chesterton have worthier work in front of them
than running behind brewers’ drays and gun-wagons, and
BERT. R. CARTER.
calling them the chariots of God.

*

*

UPTON SINCLAIR.
*

Y

*

TO SOCIALISTS AND OTHERS.

Sir,--I live in a rather out-of-the-way village, from which
I occasionally make expeditions and give lectures on
Socialism for any Socialist organisation which invites me.
I have been enabled to do this comfortably because I have
had a. young comrade working with me as lay-reader and
organist. When I am absent on lecturing trips he looks
after things generally.
I have to raise his salary for the year 1911, and I appeal
to all comrades to send me contributions for this purpose.
If I cannot raise the money, and he has to go, we shall be
without an organist, for there is no one else who comes to
our church able to play, and, what is worse, I shall be
seriously hindered in lecturing for Socialism.
So comrades, please do your best to help. We are gaining converts here one by one, and are also doing something
to brighten people’s lives. I shall be greatly encouraged
if I receive many responses, and if more than enough ’money
for this year is sent I will save it for next. The result of
this appeal I will send to T H E NEWAGE.
EDWARD
G. MAXTED(Vicar of Tilty).
Tilty Vicarage, Dunmow, Essex.

BROTHERHOOD :
A Magazine designed to help, through truer thought,
the healthy reconstruction of souls and bodies and the
peaceful evolution of a juster? and happier social order..

*

Edited by J. BRUCE WALLACE.

T H E REFERENDUM.
Sir,-I have read your vigorous editorial denunciation of
the .Referendum, and I find myself a good deal perplexed
by it. Over in this country we have been accustomed to
hear and think of the Referendum as being the very essence
of democracy. You d o not give reasons for your belief, but
content yourself with the statement of the assumption that
democratic government necessarily means representative
government, and that “government by the people is an un-
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Three Books by Francis Grierson.

SUNDAY EVENING LECTURES,
Queen’s (Minor) Hall, Langham Place, London, W.
(Under the auspices of the Secular Society, Ltd.)

JANUARY 15th, Mr. G. W. FOOTE,

JUST OUT.

NEW E D I T I O N ,

“

MYSTICISM.
A N D OTHER ESSAYS.
2s. 6d net.

.

CHRIST.”

Vocal and Instrumental Music at 7 p.m. ; Lectures at 7.30.
Questions and Discussion invited
Front Seats, 1s. Back Seats, 6d. A few free seats.

HAMMERSMITH ETHICAL SOCIETY,
HAMPSHIRE HOUSE, HOG LANE, KING ST.
SUNDAYS, at 7 p.m.

Jan. 15-Mrs. COBDEN SANDERSON, “Christianity and
the Poor Law.”
Jan. 22-HENRY ROSE (Author of Maeterlinck’s Symbolism ”), (‘The BIue Bird.”
Jan. 29-H. GOLDING, “Bergson and his Philosophy.”
“

THISvolume is full of thoughts and meditations of the very highest order. I n this book
Mr. Grierson has concentrated his thought on
the profound and simple questions of life and
conscience, and his vision is infinitely more
touching and more vast. W h a t unique and
decisive things in “ Parsifalitis,” for example ;
what strange clairvoyance in “Beauty and
Morals in Nature,” in the essay on “Tolstoy,”
in “Authority and Individualism,” in the
“New
Criticism,” etc.

-MAURICE MAETERLINCK.

THE VALLEY OF SHADOWS.
6s. net.

.. .

TOLD
with wonderful charm
. enthralling a s any romance
truth, though
often stranger than fiction, is almost always
duller ; Mr. Grierson has accomplished the
rare feat of making it more interesting.
There are chapters in the book-“The Camp
Meeting ” is an example of one kind, “ The
Log House” is another-that haunt one afterward like remembered music, or like passages
in the prose of Walter Pater.--“ PUNCH.”

.. ..

THE CELTIC TEMPERAMENT.
A N D OTHER ESSAYS.

2s. 6d. net.
I FIND the “ Celtic Temperament ” charming
and full of wisdom. T h e essay that has
happened to strike me most is the one on
“ Hebraic Inspiration.”
T h e pages of “ Reflections ” also have found their mark in nie.
-PROF. WILLIAM
JAMES.
.IN P R E P A R A T I 0 N .

PARISIAN PORTRAITS.
A volume of Essays on Modern French Writers.
C O N S T A B L E A N D COMPANY, L I M I T E D .
AND AT ALL BOOKSELLERS.

QUESTIONS A N D D I S C U S S I O N .

DO YOU ASPIRE
TO B E C O M E

AN AUTHOR

OR JOURNALIST?

If you do, then we can tell you how to make the best use of
your talents ; how to avoid the heartache of returned MSS.; how
to “ get there ” by the shortest route.
Naturally, it takes some time to find your proper groove, the
“channel most suited to your particular bent, but if you have
ability we say unhesitatingly “ i t can be done.” You want to
serve a short Apprenticeship ” under our guidance. We say
short advisedly, because the very Newness of Discovered Genius
finds a ready market if directed into the proper channel.
It may be that you have a special aptitude for essay-writing :
perhaps you are a correspondent whose letters confer the greatest
pIeasure on the recipient; in either case there is the possibility
of turning your gift to the very best account. Do so-get advice
from those who can advise from experience. Let us advise you.
Send a note to-day to the
“

LITERARY CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE,
Room 48, 9, Arundel St., Strand, London, W.C.

MISCELLANEOUS ADVERTISEMENTS,

