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NOTES OF THE WEEK.
So desperately is Mr. Lloyd George in need of good
amens for his Insurance Bill that he has hailed the foregone conclusion of the Kilmarnock by-election as a
notable and significant victory. Telegraphing to the
successful grandson of the only Mr. Gladstone English
history is likely to recognise, Mr. Lloyd George
announced that the verdict of the Kilmarnock electors
would “encourage the Government to proceed resolutely
with its programme of rational social reform for the
amelioration of the condition of the people.’’ This note
was obediently echoed by the “Nation,” which, most
assured when it is most wrong, declared that a s the
result of the election the Government ‘‘ has, of course,
secured clear marching orders for the Insurance Bill.”
Apart from the absurdity of settling the merits of a
momentous measure like the Insurance Bill by the throw
of a by-election, and particularly of a by-election in
which the dice were heavily loaded, the conclusion to
be drawn from the arithmetic of the election is anything
but favourable to Mr. Lloyd George. Both the Tory
and Labour candidates, as the “ Daily News’ “ own
special reporter complained, were at one in their attack
upon- the Bill, and their combined votes easily outnumber the votes given to the Government’s nominee.
If the opinion of the country is assumed to have been
expressed at Kilmarnock last week, the decision is
obviously against the Insurance Bill and not for it. The
chosen Caesar has spoken.

*

*

*

But, of course, it is absurd to regard the by-election
at Kilmarnock as proving anything one way or the
other. To place any value on its chance arithmetic is
as superstitious as were the confidence tricks of the
ancient augurs who pretended to read judgment in the
flight of birds. Only a politician absolutely drunk with
the party system, or one despairingly catching at straws,
would pretend that the Kilmarnock by-election has more
significance than the growing and now almost unanimous
host of critics of the Bill, professional a s well as lay.
The latest recruits are to be found in Mr. Lloyd
George’s own party, yea, almost in the very-holy of
holies of his party, the “ Daily News” itself. When
we find so ,devout a Radical as Mr. R. L. Outhwaite
assuring the world that “ the Insurance Bill is regarded
by Liberals without enthusiasm,” and offering apologies
and excuses for its introduction by Mr. Lloyd George,
who has been, it seems, “ confronted with W h i g
intrigue,” the single voice raised in defence of the Bill,
the voice o f the Rev. J. Frome Wilkinson in the ‘‘Con-
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temporary Review,” sounds very lonely indeed. Not
Mr. Outhwaite alone, but other stalwarts whose names
have usually graced Mr. Lloyd George’s triumphal car,
have also had their eyes opened, chiefly, we believe, by
MR. Lloyd George himself. His election letter to Mr.
Gladstone’s grandson claiming that the Insurance Bill
gave the workmen 17 millions a year, proved a little
too much if anything at all. I t was incompatible with
three facts, one of which was innocently advertised both
by the Lord Advocate and by Mr. Lloyd George,-the
fact that the employers’ contribution would, of course,
be a charge on their industry, in other words, would
be added to prices. And the remaining facts are that
a t least half the Government’s own contribution will be
paid by workmen indirectly in taxes, and eleven of the
17 millions will be paid directly by them in weekly contributions by deduction from wages. A gift-horse of
17 millions towards which you have yourself contributed
1 3 o r 14 or 15 millions cannot complain if it is looked
in the mouth. And, in fact, several of the stalwarts to
whom we have referred have done so, with the result
already stated : “ the Insurance Bill is regarded by
Liberals without enthusiasm.”

*

*

*

From another point of view, however, Mr. Lloyd
George is justified in regarding the Kilmarnock election
as significant, for it is an indication of how people will
vote whatever they may think and say. The device
carved over Mr. Bernard Shaw’s mantelpiece : “ They
say. W h a t say they? Let them say,” m a y very well
be taken a s the motto of the politician, with this addition : “ so long a s they vote right.” W e have seen
during the last four months a gathering body of opinion
condemning the Insurance Bill root and branch and
twig. Not an economist, not a publicist, not a social
student, not a sociologist now supports it. The Conservative Party, with the negligible exception of Mr.
Astor’s political protege, from acclaiming it with
Hosannahs, has swung to the extreme of condemning it
almost with bell, book and candle. Even in its own
familiar home, where it was brought up and dandled on
the knee, in, the Liberal Party itself, the Bill is
“ regarded without enthusiasm.”
Yet for all this, Mr.
Lloyd George, we fear, can still reckon on votes.
Opinions may all be on one side, but the votes will all
be on the other, and to politicians who live by votes and
not by opinions, this is all that is worth considering.
Worst of all, ,the Labour Party finds itself involved in
this fundamental lie of our political life. Its opinion
also in regard to the Bill is on one side, while there is
every prospect of its vote being on t h eother, Writing
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in the “Christian Commonwealth ” Mr. Snowden
endeavours in anticipation to atone for the fact that he
will vote for the Insurance Bill by a n excessive condemnation in words. ‘‘ € € the Bill should be passed in
its present form,” he writes, “ o r as amended by the
Chancellor, it would be one of the greatest calamities
which ever befell the working class- ” Strong language,
is it not, and rather incongruous with the vote for the
Bill that Mr. Snowden and his colleagues will give?
Mr. Keir Hardie, for once, is more cautious. His long
and conclusive criticism of the Insurance Bill addressed
to the Labour candidate of Kilmarnock concluded with
these words : (the Bill is a) “ very slipshod scheme
which we have been and are trying to have--amended !”
Only the italics and the shriek-mark are ours. T h e
rest is Mr. Lloyd George’s.

*

*

*

If the tactics of the critics of the Bill a r e difficult
for a plain man to understand, the tactics of its authors
and abettors a r e hard to be endured without resentment.
We have already seen that Mr. Lloyd George, while
complaining of misrepresentation, was himself the first
to misrepresent his Bill, a n d is apparently disposed to
misrepresent A up to the last; but this misrepresentation is as nothing in comparison with the threats he
permits Mr. McKenna and the Chief W h i p to utter o n
his behalf. At Monmouth, o n Monday, Mr. McKenna
asked, “ I f the Bill were rejected did they think they
would find another Chancetior with more ability and
energy willing to devote so much time to social reform
as Mr. Lloyd George?” And in Kilmarnock the Chief
W h i p went one better, and hinted that if the Insurance
Bill were defeated there would be a n end of any Government attempt at social reform. - W o r d s fail to express
o u r bewilderment at silly threats of this kind. T h e fact
that they a r e as idle as the wind, everybody being aware
that Mr. Lloyd George is not indispensable though
social reform is, brings into relief the belated theory
the Government still holds of its function. T h e sovereign people si to sit with shut eyes and open mouths
and to accept whatever legislation it suits Mr. Lloyd
George to administer o n pain of being not only refused
his marvellous administrations b u t denied any social
amelioration whatever.
As good shepherds of the
English people as ever were found o n the Welsh hills
are to be had if Mr. Lloyd George will only r e s i g nh i s
lucrative ofice in dudgeon with us. He may come or
he may go, b u t social reform must go o n for ever.
+

Y

+

Under the title of “Political Bribery,” the “Spectator” last week denounced the Bill as shameless touting for votes. Mr. Lloyd George has only himself tu
thank for this charge, for he undoubtedly dangled the
Bill in front of the K i l m a r n o c kelectors most of whom
are hypothetical beneficiaries
O n the other hand,
explanations of a very different kind a r e now being put
forward for Mr. Lloyd George’s limpet-like attachment
to a Bill convicted of mischief T h e suggestion t h a t
the King himself has privately nominated Mr. Lloyd
George for the reversion o f , the Premiership, and is
anxious that h e should not lose face, as t h e Americans
say, by a defeat, may be set aside as not quite idle
gossip. There is more evidence, o n the surface at any
rate, that Mr. Outhwaite’s guess is nearer the truth,
and that Mr. Lloyd George has been dished by the
W h i g s in the Cabinet. Mr. Outhwaite informs u s that
it is a n open secret that the great Budget, as drafted
by Mr. Lloyd George, would have followed t h e lines of
his more famous namesake and taxed ground values o n
the owners’ valuation. By this means, it is suggested,
ample funds would have been secured to finance not
only Old Age Pensions, but the present Insurance
scheme as well. As a matter of fact, Mr. Lloyd George
did say in his Preface to the B u d g e t published In
November, 1909, that his Budget would “raise money
for financing far-reaching schemes to provide against
the evils that befal a workman and his family when
sickness attacks the breadwinner o r when he is ternporarily out of a job.” And this promise, as we know,
has not b e e nfulfilled All t h a t dan be said, however,
is that if Mr. Lloyd George has been compelled by his

W h i gcolleagues to break faith with himself a s well as
with the public, t h e fault is neither theirs nor ours. A
stronger Chancellor, who really believed that the taxation of land values was the right and proper tax, would
have resigned rather than drop it, more especially after
he had made public promises which only such taxation
could enable him to discharge. But Mr. Lloyd George
is apparently in the position of o n e of George Eliot’s
characters : “ He invested his vanity in his shallowness
and mistakes, and must needs now desire their prosperity.” From every point of view, in short, the Insurance Bill appears to be unfortunate. Ending, not
amending, is its fitting fate.

*

*

*

Whatever value the Cabinet may set upon their prog r a m m e of ameliorative legislation, it is plain that the
workmen., for whom it is presumably designed, indulge
no hopes of it, There is not the least doubt that if
some substantial measures of real reform were in progress in Parliament the workmen would be content to
wait their issue. T h a t they are not content to sit idle
while Parliament is legislating proves to o u r mind that
they a r e under no illusion as t o the value of Mr. Lloyd
George’s “far-reaching schemes. ” As w e have said, in
fact, many times already, the outstanding grievance of
t h e working classes is low wages, and nothing that does
not promise, at least, to raise wages will ever again
inspire them with political enthusiasm.
Professor
Bowley has recently estimated the wages bill and its
distribution a m o n g the eight million manual workers of
the United Kingdom. His estimates show that close
upon a million grown men, many of them, of course,
married and with a family to keep, receive less than a
pound a week in total wages when working full time.
Five million earn between twenty and thirty-five shillings
a week; a n d only two miIIion exceed this amount. As
if this state were not bad enough, the purchasing price
of the wages received has steadily declined during the
last six years. Relatively to gold, prices have gone up
and are still rising. Coal. butter, milk, cheese, sugar,
bacon, fresh meat, beer, and tobacco-all
the articles,
in fact, of the poor man’s economy-have mounted in
price, and show no signs of descending. W h a t remedy
is the Insurance Bill against a condition of things such
as this? As a matter of fact, it is no remedy at all;
a n d we have to face the certain prospect of attempts
with violence o n the part of the eight millions to provide
a remedy which the Cabinet denies.

*

*

*

The railway upheaval is scarcely calmed-and then
only temporarily-when t h e country is threatened with a
n e w and even worse strike, t h a t of the coal-miners.
A railway strike destroys the distributing power of
industry, but a coal strike destroys the productive power
itself. Nobody yet has clearly stated the common
grievances of the miners, but it is certain from the
unanimity of north and south and east and west that
the grievances a r e widespread. W h e t h e r they are of
such a kind as arbitration c a n satisfy remains to be
seen.
Unfortunately, however, the temper in which
arbitration is approached by the representatives of the
shareholders (there are practically n o employers, in the
old sense, in these big industries) makes any prospect of
settlement by common consent‘ almost impossible.
These pseudo-employers a r e still under t h e impression
t h a t their employees a r e in some way o r other their
slaves. They address them a s if they were refractory
servants who should be thankful for being permitted
to work for wages at all. Listen, for example, o
t Sir
William Goulding, chairman of the Great Southern
Railway in Ireland, addressing the men who have
recently been on honourable strike. They a r e to await
their turn for reinstatement, they are to apologise for
their e s c a p a d e and they a r e t o promise never to be
naughty any more. Mr. Stephen Reynolds’ startling
account in the “English Review” of how officers maintain discipline in the Navy might very well be written
of many civil employers “ O n the knee” is plainly the
tone, if not the formula, of most of their addresses to
their men. Now w e venture to say that this tone of
address is not only obsolete, it is dangerous. Mr-
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Reynolds assures us that even in the Navy “lowerdeck grievances are tending to become explosive. ” In
civil life they are already explosive, and chance words
o f the bullying description to men who hold industry
in their hands and have only to drop their tools to ruin
England are lighted matches thrown by incendiaries.
*

*

*

Mr. Herbert Samuel, the Postmaster-General, may
consider himself more fortunate than deserving if his
speech to the representatives of 70,000 postal servants
has not added exacerbating insult to injury. W e are
not suggesting that efficiency should not be maintained
in public and in private service, but we do suggest that
what is called discipline is very often not conducive
to efficiency a t all. The demand of the postal servants
for a new Select Committee of Inquiry was as moderate
and a s just a s could be expected of a body of men and
women whose real wages have not risen at anything
like the rate of prices. Yet Mr. Samuel had not only
failed t o anticipate this moderate demand, but he took
occasion to follow the evil example of Mr. Asquith and
to alternately lecture the men on their duty and threaten
them for their present appeal. “If,” he said (in anticipation of a strike that nobody save himself suggested),
if a postal strike should occur . . . the PostmasterGeneral would take such measures as would render a
recurrence of such an event impossible.” And he went
on to complain, just l i k e Mr. Lloyd George, that he,
of all men, should be singled out for complaint when, as
everybody knew, he was devoted to the interests of the
service, etc., etc. W h o cares what hours Mr. Samuel
spends in his paid duties if they are fruitless; and what
measures can a Postmaster-General devise to dragoon
70,000 men? The complaint is feeble, and the threat
is forcible-feeble. The committee must be appointed
even a t the risk of proving Mr. Herbert Samuel to be
incompetent.
***

A profounder impression, however, is intended to be
made on the public by the well-advertised threat of Lord
Furness a t Newcastle to close his colliery if wages of
miners were raised. There are no profits now, he pitifully remarks, and the smallest addition to the wages
bill would involve the company in loss. In the name of
political economy, where then does the difference
between the cost of production and the selling price of
the product go? In 1907 the total wages bill including
superintendence of the collieries of the United Kingdom
amounted to 60 millions, while the revenue for the same
period was 123 millions. Down what gulfs was the
difference of 63 millions dropped that Lord Furness,
worthy man, did not secure a penny of it? W e hesitate
to say that a brand new peer of the realm is misinformed
about his own business, but the question must really be
pressed where the surplus values of our wage-paid
industries go. Allowing for every farthing actually
spent on labour, brain as well as hand, there appears t o
be a surplus profit on the railways of 47 millions a year
and in the coal mines of 63 millions a year. Yet if we
are to believe Lord Furness the capitalists are not a
penny better off for it. In fact, they run their business
on so fine a margin that a few pounds more expense per
week will ruin them. The same tale, we know, was told
by the Shipping Federation. But then it was appropriately told to the Marines.
***

There is a simple test of the reality of these cornplaints of distressed capital : it is for the Government to
offer to take over the railway system and the coal
industry. The proposal, of course, would be regarded
as monstrous. Yet on the supposition that Lord Furness
can make no profit by his mines, and railway shareholders can scarcely pick a living wage out of their
capital, they should hail the suggestion with delight.
The alternative of closing down coal mines is certainly
as little to be entertained a s Sir William Goulding’s
threat to run no trains on his line.
Industry, like
government, must be carried o n ; and if private
capitalists can no longer afford, poor things, to do it,
the business must be done by the public through the
State. One thing, a t any rate, capitalists may make u p

their mind to : the battle for higher wages will continue
if the result is to lay industry in ruins. Man was not
made for the industrial system, the industrial system
was made for man. And if the present form is a misfit,
as Professor Bowley’s statistics prove it is, the remedy
is not to attempt to accommodate men to it, but to
accommodate it to men. I t may very well be that profiteering industry after a certain level of intelligence is
attained is impossible. In that case, the remedy is not
to decline in intelligence, but to abolish profiteering.
In the great standardised mechanical industries the
system is ripe for supersession.

*

*

*

The “Labour Leader ” publishes, three weeks after
our own, a forecast of the recommendations of the Railway Commission still sitting. T h e Commission was
announced on August 19, it began its work on
August 30, and it was promised that an immediate
report should be made. Nevertheless, if the Report is
published by the end of October nobody will be surprised. The probable recommendations of the Commission have been fortified during the last week by the
evidence of Mr. Butterworth, the General Manager of
the much-maligned North-Eastern Railway, as well a s
by the evidence of the men’s union officials. Mr. Butterworth quite naturally scoffed a t the opinion of Lord
Claud Hamilton on the effect of recognition on the
North-Eastern. Lord Claud was evidently a prejudiced
witness and rather proud of the fact ; but his statement
that “ chaos and disaster ” followed recognition on
Mr. Butterworth’s line happened to be susceptible of
disproof. Fewer strikes of any importance have taken
place on the North-Eastern Railway than on any of the
big lines. The “ chaos and disaster ” are a picturesque
myth. Mr. Thomas’ evidence contained the statistics of
wages which the companies have been so reluctant to
produce. The challenged statement made by Mr. Bell
in one of his “ up-to-date ” moments to the effect that
over 100,000 railway men receive £1 a week or less,
turns out to be strictly accurate. Thirty per cent. of the
men on the English and Welsh lines, 45 per cent. of the
Scots railwaymen, and 74 per cent. of the men on the
Irish lines are in receipt of wages of less than a £1 a
week. The total number is 100,910.
*

*

*

The recommendation of recognition which the
“Labour Leader” agrees with u s the Commission will
make, must, however, be carefully watched. “ So
important a labour leader ” a s Mr. Philip Snowden has
won the praise of the “’Times ” for denouncing the
Irish railway strike (an honourable if ill-starred episode
of the labour campaign), and will deserve its gratitude
still more for his views on the obligations of recognition.
“ Have the men,” he writes in the “Christian Commonwealth,” “ any notion of what recognition means? I t
means that the union officiais make terms with the
employers and commit the workmen to agreements that
must in honour be observed. Recognition means submission by the men to discipline and authority. If the
men get recognition, all this nonsense about the sympathetic strike will have to be Dut aside. Recognition
is for the purpose of avoiding strikes by negotiations
between responsible parties. ” I t would be difficult t o
pack into a few words so much sense from the shareholders’ point of view and so much nonsense from the
men’s point of view. Recognition is not now to be
granted as a favour, carrying with it an obligation. I t
has been won a t the point of the strike. Yet Mr.
Snowden pretends, with the directors, that it is to be
freely given in exchange for obligations honourably
entered into. Nothing of the kind. The weapon the
unions will have won in recognition is not for the purpose of avoiding strikes, but for the purpose of raising
wages; and unless it is made instrumental to that end,
it will be a s useless to the men a s it will be useful to
the directors. On no other terms than its free use as a
means of raising wages is recognition of the smallest
value.
As the Fabian secretary truly said on the
scandalous occasion when his Society pressed the men
to accept Mr. Lloyd George’s Conciliation scheme of
1907 without recognition : “ Fine words butter no
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parsnips. ” Neither do they. Recognition without the
right to strike suddenly is as useless as Conciliation
without Recognition has proved to be. If the result of
forcing Recognition on the companies is merely to
prevent strikes,” the companies will again have scored
a victory over trade unionism.
“

***

I t is painful, we admit, to have to defend methods
of barbarism such as the strike in industrial life, but
circumstances leave the most sincere humanist no alternative. For years there has been a phenomenal annual
increase in the production of wealth in this country, so
that a t this moment a couple of hundred thousand
people are rich beyond the dreams of avarice. But the
faster our factories produce goods, the more inventive
the brains of our designers and engineers, the smaller
in proportion is the amount paid in wages. W e need
not repeat the familiar story. But the conclusion that
has been reached is a resolution, not yet loudly uttered,
but deeply felt, that wages must and shall be raised.
There is almost the fanaticism of a holy war forming
in the minds of the working classes, and a t any moment
some great event, such as a war, may bring the ferment
to a head and precipitate society into chaos. I t is
simply preposterous to attribute the causes of this unrest
to agitators. Agitators, if our sober words can be
believed, are a t their wits’ end to know how to delay,
not to precipitate, the cataclysm.
They, as history
records, are always the first to be sacrificed in any
popular rising, for to the blind mob of wage-earners
their leaders may say what Demosthenes said to the
Athenians : “ I t is easier and safer to be a hireling
serving your enemies than a statesman attached to you.”
Nevertheless, of such statesmen there will always be,
thanks to the just nature of men, an ample supply. If
by the violence of the strike alone the public and employers can be taught that slavery in fact is even more
intolerable than slavery in name, by such violence they
shall be taught, though its directors suffer first. I t is
a hard and an ignorant Pharaoh that hardens his heart
and must be intimidated by plagues before he will permit
his slaves to be free servants.
Y

+

*

It must be confessed that recent political actions do
not encourage the hope that reason alone will prevail.
Reason, in fact, seems to be the last weapon to be
employed by political disputants.
The Government,
having set a bad example by ramming through Parliament a Bill of tremendous significance without the
change of a comma, the “Die Hards” were the first to
follow the lead of Mr. Asquith and the once discredited
Passive Resisters. Their methods, suitable to a company of whites in a savage community, were perfected
by close resemblance with the methods of the Barnum
and Bailey Suffragettes; and these methods, again, are
to be raised to the dignity of a quasi-rebellion by the
dementia of that legal luminary (all lawyers are suppressed Anarchists) Sir Edward Carson and his band
of merry men. W h a t time these parts of the social
organism are rehearsing Aesop’s fable of the “ Belly
and its Members,” the Government itself is infatuately
denying in its acts the sovereignty of reason. Not only
is the scheme of Home Rule to be sprung upon the
world without being first assured of the support and
concurrence of the divergent but not incompatible forces
of England and Ireland, but the addresses of Mr.
Asquith and Mr. Herbert Samuel to the army of workmen who constitute a good half of t h e nation are calculated to stir them to strife against the commonwealth
and the bull-headed decision of Mr. Lloyd George to
plant his Insurance Bill on us against our universal
desire completes the demonstration that the Cabinet is
itself on strike against the spirit of a nation. When all
these signs co-exist, it is hypocrisy to expect that the
workman alone will seek reason and ensue it while his
“betters” openly ignore it. Either responsible people
will attempt to restore some unity, or society will split
in sections about our ears. Not the mote in the men’s
eyes is the real offence, but the beam in the eyes of our
governing classes.

The death sentence on Charles Ellsom, found guilty
of murder at the Old Bailey by a jury under the direction of Mr. Justice Avory, has been quashed on appeal
to the Court of Criminal Appeal, and Mr. Ellsom has
been set free. The fact that this is the first instance
of the quashing of a death sentence by this court has
naturally attracted a good deal of attention; and the
conclusion generally reached under the circumstances
of the reversal is that the Court of Criminal Appeal
should have power to order a new trial. The journals
that are now clamouring for this commonsense amendment have not, unfortunately, distinguished themselves
in the past by any such suggestion. When the Dickman case was under appeal, and new and important
facts had come to light in the meanwhile, we ourselves
urged that the Act should be amended to admit of it.
The same amendment was urged by various people
during the Crippen and the Morrison appeals. In each
of these cases the appeal was rendered invalid in our
judgment by the cast-iron character of its necessary
decision. Compelled to maintain that the verdict of the
lower court was either black or white, it is not until
the Appeal Court has answered white for the lower
court’s black that papers like the “ Times ” see the
necessity for the suggested amendment. Even now
the dominating interest is less justice than law, less
mercy than blood sacrifice. T h e “ Times ” remarks :
“ The
Court of Criminal Appeal was certainly not
established for the purpose of providing judicial loopholes of escape for men who ought to be convicted.”
But neither was it established to close such loopholes
of escape for men who ought never to be convicted.
While we are on the subject of crime, we may as well
remark that the practice of employing bloodhounds to
hunt down escaped convicts is even more detestable
than the crimes of which convicts are guilty. The manhunt, vicariously enjoyed by the readers of the halfpenny
papers last week, will be miraculous if it does not, by
adding interest, add impulse to crime.

*

*

*

If intellectual muddleheadedness were not the badge
of all their tribe, it would be strange that the very same
journals that cried Tally-ho with puritan approval to
the hunting of a shot-wounded man with bloodhounds,
should be simultaneously engaged at the instigation of
the Reverend F. B. Chadband and a bunch of Nonconformist bishops in protesting, on the score of brutality,
against the exhibition of a glove contest between the
holder and the challenger of the world’s heavy-weight
boxing championship. Boxing for stakes is no business
of ours, but, for the honour of the Press, at least one
non-sporting journal shall state the general opinion of
men unenslaved by Nonconformity, that the treatment
accorded by the Press and the pulpit to Messrs. James
White, Johnson and Wells has been shabby in the extreme. From the moment that the representative of
England’s bad conscience, the Reverend J. B. Stiggins,
thumped his pulpit against the exhibition, we knew that
the contest was doomed. I t was in vain that the combatants consented to exchange Queensberry Rules for
upon the promises of the proprietors of Earl’s Court, the
dozens of glove fights, often between black and white
men, are held weekly in England without protest. It
was equally in vain that they and their backers relied
upon the promises of the proprietors of Earls Court, the
common and undisputed law relating to similar boxing,
the influence of the Press and the opinion of experts and
the great sporting public. One and all proved, when
tried, to be broken reeds. I t was a very natural outburst on the part of Mr. James White, and the manliest
word uttered during the whole of the tabernacle talk,
when in response to a request from the Press for his
final comments, he remarked : “ I have no word to say
to the English Press. They are not worth it.” Contrast this spirited (and therefore spiritual) speech with
the insufferable hypocrisy of the concluding comments
of the Reverend J. B. Aforesaid on the men he had
successfully done his worst to injure : “ I am sorry for
Mr. White. and grieve to t h i n k that he may lose money
by it. . . . Ithought Wells was a sweet, nice man. I
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wasalso pleased with Johnson. He had a good smile.”
Ass! Mr. Corri assures us t h a t “ boxers are the
mildest men in the w o r l d and the champions always
have wonderful control of themselves. ” Fortunately.

Foreign Affairs.
By S. Verdad.
As I warned readers of this journal about t h e Tripoli
business several weeks ago, they were doubtless prepared for what h a s happened.
Even with all my
experience of the London Press, however, there w a s one
thing for which I w a s not prepared-viz., the incompetence and superficiality of most of the comments passed
upon Italy’s action.
*

*

Y

So long ago as June last, even before the Agadir
coup, the Marquis di S a n Giuliano, speaking in the
Italian Chamber as Foreign Minister, warned Turkey of
t h e consequences of a pin-pricking policy towards
Italian subjects; and much more attention would have
been paid by the Press and the public to t h e disputes
between the Porte and t h e Italian Government if
Germany’s dramatic move had not suddenly concentrated the minds of statesmen upon a totally different
problem.
***

I t h a s been known for at least ten years that Italy
looked upon Tripoli as her prey. By a Note written,
I think, in or about 1901 England practically pledged
herself to non-interference if Italy annexed Tripoli;
France had no objection, and neither Russia nor Austria
could be said to have any particular interests in this
portion of Northern Africa. But Germany objected,
partIy because she wanted Tripoli for herself and expected to g e t it a t some indefinite date, and partly
because she wished to please her other ally, Austria,
by restraining Italy’s forward policy a n d restricting
Italy’s power.

*

*

*

Early last month, however, the Italian representatives
a t Constantinople informed their Government that the
fall of the Turkish Cabinet w a s imminent, and that, in
view of the difficulties attaching to the formation of a
new Ministry, a period of military dictatorship was by
no means improbable. I t was this intimation which led
t h e Giolitti Ministry to act. A t present the Turkish
a r m y is to come extent held in check, especially in the
cities, by a n ill-organised public opinion; but with
Mahmud Shefket Pasha, t h e W a r Minister, at t h e head
of a miIitary dictatorship, it would indeed have been a
difficult matter to prevent Turkey from entering upon
such a policy might
a spirited foreign policy, aIt
in the end have meant the r
he Ottoman Empire.
***

Seeing that the fall of H a k k i Pasha was so near,
Italy allowed merely twenty-four hours for the Porte
to make u p its mind, having just previously extracted
a grudging promise of non-intervention from Germany.
T h e landing of troops at Prevenza and the bombardment of one or two Tripolitan coast towns are pieces of
recent news.
Of course, as soon as Italy made her intentions
known, the Turkish representatives at t h e great capitals
sought the intervention of foreign governments.
France, however, declined to interfere, a n d so did
England. This moves our Radical Press to indignation;
b u t w h y ? Both France and England have some justification for reproaching the Porte with ingratitude. Both
countries were not in a position to g o to w a r at the
time of the Bosnian crisis, but their interference secured
a substantial indemnity for Turkey. And Turkey repaid
them by opposing French financial and commercial interests in the Ottoman Empire, and by opposing British
political interests in connection with the Bagdad Railway and the Persian Gulf. I n short, Turkey saw that,
In 1908, the military preponderance in Europe lay with
Germany. In spite of the benefits conferred upon her by
G r e a t Britain, and France, therefore, she went over to
t h e German side. H e r ‘mistake lay in not recognising

that in 1909 and 1910 the military preponderance on
which she was relying w a s gradually shifting from
Germany to the triple entente. T h e French army,
while not so powerful as the German army in numbers,
w a s much better organised and much more efficient;
Russia w a s pulling herself together; and t h e British
Navy was still predominant.
‘ T h i s phenomenon, by no means a curious one in.
international affairs, was not realised by Turkey until
France scored her recent diplomatic victory over Germany in connection with Morocco-a victory which she
scored because s h e w a s more powerful than Germany
in army, navy, and finance. An anti-German campaign
was at once started by the Constantinople Press; but it
w a s too late for the Turkish Government to act. She
had definitely shown a hostile attitude towards the
triple entente for three years, and this could not be
wiped off the slate all at once. Hence it was in vain
t h a t she appealed to the triple entente for help against
Italy.
This appeal was nevertheless taken u p by the Radical
Press here in the interests of peace, brotherhood, and
so on. T h e Armenian massacres, the Albanian massacres, all the hard words uttered since Gladstone’s
time, were forgotten. Turkey was an innocent child
set upon by robbers, and the “Daily News” waxed
indignant in its demands for coercive measures against
I t a l yon the part of this country. T h e delightful suggestion w a s p u t forward that England should join
Germany in coercing Italy. Surely this is fatuous.
H o w can a country which forms part of the triple
entente join a country which forms part of the triple
alliance with the object of bringing pressure to bear
on a third country, which also forms part of the triple
alliance? T h e thing is impossible. But England may,
indeed, join with Germany and one or two other Powers,
such as France and Russia, in giving “advice” to both
parties, and not merely to one of them. In fact, this is
already being done; for the Powers interested are in
communication with the object of preventing hostilities
from spreading to the Balkans, if this is possible.
Turkey’s threat to invade Greece and “compensate”
herself there for the loss of Tripoli is taken very
seriously indeed in diplomatic circles.
A word on the Canadian elections. T h e result of the
campaign o u g h t to convince the most sceptical Radical
that the movement towards international brotherhood
and “ saviourhood,” to use Mr. Henderson’s expression,
is purely superficial, and that such an agitation cannot
be based on principles which have the smallest claim
to soundness.
I t is not merely that the ‘French
Canadians intensely dislike their neighbours across the
border. Even the English-speaking residents of Canada
have no love for t h e American, and not even the common
language, upon which so much stress i s laid by the
brotherhood-mongers, is effective in bringing about a
feeling of cordiality.
I have no hesitation in saying
that at the present time the English people have more
in common with the French people than with the Americans. We distrust the Americans, and they despise us.
As for the Anglo-American Arbitration Treaty, it is a
farce. N o diplomatist in his senses expects it to be of
the slightest value in assisting the peace movement.
Neither Italy nor Turkey, when talking about Tripoli,
nor France and Germany, when negotiating over
Morocco, showed much inclination to have recourse to
T h e Hague Tribunal.
While there is no doubt that corruption is rife in
Canadian politics, and that graft is nearly a s common
a s it is in t h e United States, it cannot be denied that
many votes were cast for Mr. Borden’s party merely
because Reciprocity w a s looked upon as the first step
towards annexation by the United S t a t e s This feeling
is what one of our Radical papers referred to a s a
“primitive racial instinct.” I do not quarrel with the
definition; for o u r primitive instincts are always with
us. I can only hope that this very instinct, now that
it has been seen at work, will give the materialists
something to think about. Mr. Norman Angell’s disciples, for example, will see that finance is not everything.
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Pages from a Book of Swells.
By T. H. S.

Escott.

The Great Political Panjandrum Himself.
THERE
used to be a story about a rich and disagreeable
old aunt who played the part of the fault-finding fairygodmother to the family circle, hearing one day that
an i d o l , a n unlucky nephew, after a long series of
failures, had received his testamer from the clerk of
the schools, amiably remarked : “ W h a t you tell me
concerning Arthur does not change my opinion as to
his character o r abilities; it simply convinces me that
the examiners are amenable to a fee.” Some wiseacres
at the last British Association meeting lifted up their
voices against examinations a s a test of personal merit
They
o r fitness for entrance upon a profession.
suggested nothing in their place, and sensible people
generally agree that, if there is to be any test at all,
the existing probationary ordeal of book-learning must
be allowed to remain. I t a t least infallibly and effectually pricks the windbag and, supplemented with other
conditions, helps the young man who is beginning life
pretty accurately to take his own measure. After all,
too, this sort ofthing resolves itself into a single combat
which, as well as can be done by any other engagement of the kind, proves to the uttermost the mettle,
the resourcefulness, ingenuity, and presence of mind
of the candidate; the process, also, thus submitted to
from t h e threshold of his start in life is only one in a
long series, under non-academic names, waiting him
a t successive stages of his subsequent course. Nothing
is more notorious than that thoughtful and, in their
way, the best-read lads ar enot necessarily those who do
best in these duels with the gowned and hooded posers.
The most successful examinee does not necessarily
know most, but, having his intellectual muscles in the
most perfect training, can wheel himself round most
quickly and adroitly in the competition of thrust and
parry with his opponent. This, therefore, rather than
any intellectual o r literary commendation, is the true
case for examinations. I t proved so most signally and
practically as regards young Jonathan Foursquare, of
St. Joseph’s, during those strenuous years which saw
him overcome each successive challenge among the
questions, setting dons with feathers ever more and
more exultantly flying in the inquisitorial tilt and
tourney., Of course he won every possible honour, and
carried off more ‘prizes than had ever before fallen to
the lot of undergraduate-not,
as his college trainer
said, because Foursquare had better brains than
Flutterby, o r has assimilated more authors than
Grindrod, but because, whatever he is doing o r seriously
thinking of at the time, bis power of concentration
makes it part of himself. The line he takes in his work
may not, added the teacher in conversation with
another favourite pupil, be the best for you, as it
probably would not have been the best for me. But it
carries him through to the point he wants to make or
to reach, as the case may be. The adaptation of the
best means to the desired end is with most the
laboriously learned lesson of maturity, With Foursquare it is an instinct of youth. Of course at the
college dialectical society, as at the University Union,
Foursquare carried everything before him.
Those
square shoulders, the face with the powerful beak and
the deep-set eyes had but to show themselves for all
opposition to skedaddle in full flight.
When he had swept the board so clean that not an
honorific crumb was left for a contemporary to pick
up, the applauding academics, a t a farewell entertainment given to him i n Hall with the master’s special
benediction, and, indeed, on his own initiative, asked
Foursquare what he was going to do. “ I shall be heard
of,’’ was the reply, as short as it was sententious, “on
the Home, perhaps, too, o n the Northern Circuit; but,”
hemodestly added, “as yet my arrangements are to a
certain extent necessarily provisional.” The idea of anything on which Foursquare had set his mind admitting
of the slightest doubt with regard to its accomplishment

must, of course, be a joke, the only conclusion to be
drawn being that the hero, for some reason, wished to
keep his future to himself. There were probably some
who regarded him a s so generically different from everyday aspirants to legal honours that they would not
have been surprised, o n his first appearance in court, to
see him wearing a silk gown. Foursquare’s genius
showed itself in the real delight with which he stooped
to the humblest drudgeries of his calling. Never had
attorney-general so thorough and patient, as well as
a t the same time so brilliant, a “devil.” He had now
been a t the Bar only some ten years; he had scarcely
reached the age at which most clever young men, whose
“call ” is a recent memory, have put aside the newspaper work with which they have occupied themselves
till something should turn up, and, a s a help to briefs,
are on the look-out for a wife in an attorney’s eligible
daughter. He had, however, with the help of his
friend the Attorney-General, entered Parliament and
been entrusted with certain small ministerial commissions in and out of the House. These, of course, had
been admirably discharged. But for some reason or
other the Panjandrum, whose judgment of men was them
considered infallible, at most echoed Foursquare’s
praises in a minor key of his own. “ Too forensic,” was
his terse verdict on the future of the paragon, then
frequently singled o u t by Parliamentary gossip as a
future First Lord of the Treasury. I t was a notable
,instance of a characteristically mistaken estimate made
by the venerable Mr. Toplady Turnquick, arising
probably from two causes-first,
a n old-fashioned or
even antediluvian distrust of those who, with other
veterans, he called “gentlemen of the long robe ”;
secondly, from something uncongenial to his own
chastened tastes in that well-grounded assurance by
Foursquare of his own entire competence for any future
task he might care to fulfil. Mr. Turnquick passed
away. Then came a scramble for the succession to
his post. Half-a-dozen leaders of the party followed
each other, all knocked over as ninepins, beaten or
resigning in as many months. In this manner it became
clear that Foursquare was the inevitable, indeed the
only, man.
Meanwhile there had appeared on the scene a Mrs.
Foursquare, whom her husband had idolised before
marriage, in whom he saw a great lady afterwards,
and who as a fact looked a t the matrimonial relation
from the old Roman point of view, ubi tu Caius, ego
Caia. The Downing Street dinner list, a s designed by
the Panjandrum, was perioodically revised by the Panjandrum’s lady, a s they said, in a manner not always
calculated to act as the social cement of the party.
Mrs. Foursquare had been the much admired queen of
a little intellectual and highly fashionable court. The
personal ,preferences she had thus acquired she now,
in the day of her power, naturally wished to express
in action. She was not, indeed, a réligieuse any more
than the real Foursquare was an ecclesiastical partisan.
But she knew that Church sympathies, judiciously
worked, often form a most useful social leverage.
With all becoming deference to her distinguished lord,
she mildly let him understand that she expected to have
something to do with the Bishop. One mitre after
another had to be disposed of. Devoted to his old
college, Foursquare asked nothing more than, whenever
it proved feasible, he should put in a St. Joseph’s man.
Still the Minister made no episcopal suggestion to the
Sovereign which had not previously been ratified by,
and often originated with, the Panjandrum’s wife.
There were also other appointments purely secular on
which that lady thought she ought to have something to
say. Gradually complaints poured in of systematic
neglect of personal claims that i t would not have been
more just than politic to gratify. The chief himself,
being beyond dispute the ablest man o n his side, kept
his Cabinet and party together, but only on the condition-not,
of course, openly, but practically--of
following the lead of colleagues whose determination to
g o any lengths had placed them on the crest of the
entirely new wave of conviction o r feeling for the first
time then rolling over the country.

On theNative Franchise.
B y Richmond Haigh.

II.
I t has been a conceit of freehold landowners,” said
Blount, dropping the paper, “that the surface and all
rights above and below it, ‘ down to hell and up to
heaven,’ in legal phrase, belonged to them absolutely.
I t will be interesting to find someone asserting his right
to prohibit aeroplanes entering his property. “
“ I n the meanwhile,” said Grainger, “we might get
on to the nigger question again. The thing has worried
me into nightmares since our last talk. I think you
chaps, and most other folk, treat the matter far too
complaisantly. It seems serious enough to me.”
“ A s far as ‘ most other folk ’ are concerned,” said
Biddicombe, “ I fancy it is because they begin to
flounder as soon a s they tackle the question seriously,
and as this worries them and makes them feel small and
helpless they prefer to leave it alone.
“Anyhow, we can’t have Blount spoiling our sleep
in this way.
Come on, old chap, our nerves want
soothing. ”
Blount lit his pipe. “You wish to know my reasons
for being against throwing the franchise open to
natives. Very well; but they are not so easily given.
My convictions and ideas are the result of a life’s
experience amongst natives, and for anyone else to see
things exactly as they appear to me it would be necessary that they have at least an equal experience. I very
seldom speak on these matters because I know how
easy it is to convey a wrong impression when one tries
to sum up in few words the result of twenty-five years’
thought and study. I t is the difference between a picture and the real thing.”
“ Fire away, old boy,” quoth Biddicombe.
“ Pity our
simplicity and be as explicit a s you can.”
“No!” said Blount. “ I t is not a question of simplicity, either. You may have a wonderfully quick and
sympathetic grasp of one’s meaning and yet, from
words only, you cannot feel things and know them.
However, pass the whisky.
“ Suppose,” he continued, “ we look a bit into native
character and ethics and make comparisons as we g o
along with those of the whites. How would you, in few
words, describe native character ? ”
Blount looked to Grainger, who was prompt enough
with his reply : ‘‘ Lazy, untrustworthy, cunning,
immoral and savage-more savage than brave--in fact,
only brave when all the chances are in his favour.”
“And you, Bid? ”
“ My experience,”
said Biddicombe, ‘‘is very small,
but a s far a s it goes I should say: brave, good-tempered, cowardly, sensible, foolish, hardworking, happy
and lazy.”
“And, of course, you are right, old chap, and you
could extend it a good deal.” ’
Grainger grinned. “You mean there is no difference
on the whole between the nigger and the white, I suppose; but I do not agree, and, surely, with our thousands
of years’ civilisation ahead of him you won’t try to
maintain that things are equal. H e is semi-barbarian.
W e are civilised.”
“ Hooray for
civilisation ! ” chirruped Biddicombe.
“Things may not be equal, but I rather think you will
find the difference, in essentials, to be that he is semibarbarian and we are semi-civilised. ”
“Well, Grainger,” said Blount, “ I think you might
have found one or two qualities for the credit side. I
do not quite accept your judgment as given in sober
earnest. Rut, anyhow, I know there are many who
have that opinion of the native. Let us take the items :
‘ Lazy.’ You lay great stress on lazy, I notice.”
“Yes !” interrupted Grainger; “and if you can satisfy
me that the native is industrious-as a nation, of course,
not taking exceptional cases-I’ll give in on the other
points right away.”
Grainger replenished his glass and sat back comfortably smoking.
“Ah ! ” said Blount, “now you have brought in
another word. Lazy-industrious.
They are extremes,
“

you see. Still, I don’t mind which you take; just give
me your definition of either of them.”
Grainger spoke. ‘‘ Biddicombe, the book-case is just
behind you; let us have the dictionary, old chap, and get
the correct meaning of lazy.”
Biddicombe swung his chair round ‘and, stretching
over, reached the book down and threw it to Grainger,
who caught it.
“H’m, la--laz--here we are, ‘ Lazy : disinclined to
exertion ; averse to labour. ’ ”
Blount laughed. “ Thanks ! Beautifully exemplified
by the two of you in discovering it.”
“Well hit.”
“ A hit ! “ cried Biddicombe.
“Now,” said Blount, “ I have to show if possible that
the black is no more disinclined to exertion or averse
to labour than is the white. An easy task ! Using your
word ‘ lazy,’ Grainger, tell us in what way the white
man is superior to the native.”
“ Well,
i t seems plain enough,” said Grainger.
“ Every white man in the country is working, and working right through from year to year, while a very small
percentage of natives work a t all,‘ and most of those
for only a few months in the year.”
“ Shall we instance farming ?” asked Blount.
“ Agriculture; and compare the labour of whites and blacks? ”
Biddicombe smiled and Grainger frowned.
“ But,” continued Blount, “ I would not argue in that
way. Why does every white man work right through
the year, of at all? Is he fond of work? Is it for
pleasure ? ”
“ N o ! ” said Grainger. “ I t is for his living ; but the
fact remains he works all the time and it is good for
the country.”
“Supposing the white man had all he required for
living comfortably a t home, or that by working three
months in the year he could obtain all that he wanted,
would he, for fear, perhaps, of being termed lazy, o r
because he loved his spade o r his office books, persist in
working all the while? ”
“Probably not,” said Grainger. “But still the fact
remains that the white does work all the time and push
things along, and the nigger does not.”
“ What would you say of the ,,white man who, havingall he required and able to live comfortably, yet rose a t
unpleasant hours, and went, day after day, down the
mine t o his drills and phthisis, or humped his back over
musty office books? ’’“ Might say he was a fool,” said Grainger.
“ And yet
in the interests of progress and science my point remains
good. Things are so.”
“You would think him a fool, I daresay,” continued
Blount, “because where he might be living naturally,
healthily and happily, he would be choosing an unhealthy, trying, and unnatural life.”
“Well, go on,” said Grainger.
‘“Then, it seems, you are giving the native the choice
of being called ‘ lazy ’ or a bad kind of fool; also it
appears that the white is no more willing to work than
t h e black, but that he has arranged things so badly
that he must sweat all his life to provide his wants ! “
“The country, ” began Grainger.
“My dear fellow ! ” Blount broke in, “that is quite
another story, and not nearly such an interesting one
as ‘ the people.’ I might have taken the other line of
argument o n ‘ lazy,’ and proved to you that natives,
even in their own countries, are by no means the sleepy,
sluggish lot they are painted; but, as a point of character, I think you wilI agree that the white man can boast
of no superiority. Shall w e go o n ? W h a t was your
next adjeetive? ”
“ Untrustworthy !
Cunning ! ” cried Biddicombe,
and “ My dear Grainger ! You complained just now ’that
we did not take things seriously, but here you are absolutely joking. Why, the result of all the civilisation
you were boasting of-you may take sport, business, or
society-might
almost be summed up in these two
charming characteristics.
And you would pit any
simple savage against us. You must give us credit for
something, old chap ? ”
“To an unfortu“ Right again, Biddy,” said Blount.
nate extent it is true that natives become untrustworthy and cunning when they have much to do with
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whites, but even with these you must know that it is
a thousand to one chance o n white every time.
“ A hundred times have I taken raw natives from
kraals and sent them long distances with money--often
more than £100 at a time--paying them half-a-crown
a day, and saying, ‘ Go carefully, now, there is a lot of
money in that bag,’ and waited in absolute confidence
for the receipt. Would you care t o engage any white
man in town here o n such an errand? If you had to
risk it what a state of doubt and fidgets you would be
in until you had news.
“No, Grainger ! W i t h ‘ lazy ’ we a g r e e that things
are about equal-although the native seems to have a
finer appreciation of the fitness of things; but a s to
untrustworthiness and cunning,’ the white man
swamps the native in every direction. You must see
that it is so.”
Grainger sucked at his pipe thoughtfully. There was
a r a p a t the door. “ A h !” he said, “here is old Johnnie
for a fourth ; let us have a game.’’

The Fortune-Hunters.
B y W. R. Titterton.
STREPHON
came t o London to make his fortune; for
the streets of London, a s every countryman knows,
are paved with gold; o r rather not exactly paved with
gold, but the gold lies a few feet deep under the drainpipes, to be had for the digging, only one must g e t
permission to dig from the authorities; or rather the
gold floats in the air and gives a n alluring glitter to
drab, useless things, and may be had by any flourisher
of a n air-tight butterfly net that lets the law slip
through. So Strephon came to London.
H e found it ringed in a high wall, and this struck
him as peculiar, because he had always imagined the
walls of London were long since down. And all round
the walls were staring posters two yards high, bearing
the legend, “ London, Ltd. : New Issue of Shares.” He
rang the bell a t the main gateway. A porter shoved
his head out of a pigeon-hole and asked his business.
“I’ve come to make my fortune,” said Strephon.
“ Yes, sir, third door on the right,” said the porter.
The iron g a t e swung open and closed behind him.
Strephon walked in, and found himself in a long
corridor, electric lighted. T h e third floor on the right
bore the inscription :
MANAGING
DIRECTOR.
PRIVATE.
and a little pigeon-hole in the right-hand top corner
was labelled “ Inquiries.”
“I
thought it should be ‘ Enquiries,’ ” murmured
Strephon, who was country-bred, “ b u t one never
knows.”
H e knocked with his heart on the shutter, told the
Jack-in-the-box what he wanted, and subsided, o n the
wave of the uniformed attendant, into a n upholstered
room smelling of newness and oozing with efficiency.
A mild young man with a luminous eye and a nervous
manner and a grey-haired, spectacled fellow with a
puckered mouth were sitting reading dailies at two sides
of the central table. Uncertain which was the great man,
he made his bow comprehend the two of them; they
smiled and bowed in return, and the attendant intoned,
“ If you’ll wait a moment the director will see you,” and
vanished through a padded door.
Strephon took a third side of the table and trifled
with the “Times.” I t gave him a sensation of coming
greatness. Until now he had never handled anything
better than a ha’p’ny sheet. T h e others eyed him suspiciously.
W e r e they here on a similar errand?
He
smiled to himself; he did not think much of their
chances.
A bell rang; the padded door opened and disclosed
the attendant holding it so, for two extraordinary
people in clothes much too large for them, with largebrimmed soft felt hats stuck slantwise on their heads.
The two walked out with a jaunty air.
“Bully! ” cried one, rubbing his hands. And the
other shouted : “ I guess we’re booked for Pahrradise.”

W h e n the outer door had shut behind them you could
still hear them chirruping and purring in the corner.
Probably Americans ! Strephon idly speculated, as he
w a s ushered with his t w o companions t h r o u g h the
padded door, along a carpeted passage, through
another padded door and into the Presence.
“Mr. Apollo, Mr. Esculapius, and Mr. Strephon !”
chanted t h e attendant, and left them to their fate.
T h e room was highly lighted. F o r a moment they
stood blinking in the dazzle. Then a hearty voice
asked, “ W o n ’ t you sit down, gentlemen? ” and the
haze resolved itself into a stout man, face towards
them, lolling in a n easy-chair behind a huge, square
desk and smoking a long cigar. O n the desk were a
box of cigars, a square, labelled bottle, a syphon of
soda-water, and a glass half filled.
A punctuated gesture from t h e cigar dropped them
neatly in three chairs occurring casually in various parts
of the miles-deep carpet.
Strephon was breathing deeply, and a little buzzing
noise was in his ears. Making one’s fortune seemed
so terribly easy.
T h e great man looked at them out of his big red face
with a black, twinkling eye.
“DO you smoke? Help yourself, then,” he condescended graciously, opened the box, a n d pushed it
half a n inch across the table.
Strephon got up awkwardly, fetched the box, served
the others, helped himself, a n d put the box back.
“ Now, we’re comfortable,” said my lord, after the
biting off of bitter ends and the flickering of matches.
“ May I ask what’s your business? ”
T h e three looked at each other, waited, and then
burst out in stuttering chorus : “We’ve come to
make-”
and then stopped dead.
T h e managing director put back his head and
laughed like a gigantic duck.
“Of course, of course ! Same oId errand. We’re all
on t h a t stunt nowadays. And so you shall, boys, if I can
help you. Let’s put you through it. It’s plain none
of you are financiers, or you wouldn’t want to b e told
how to make money. But what c a n you do? W h a t
have you done? W h o a r e y o u ? Did a n y of you ever
commit a murder ? ”
There was a sorrowful silence.
“ N o ? Well, it can’t he helped, though there’s room
€or a murder story just now, and I could g e t you a
hundred a week o n the halls. W h a t ? Oh, no, they
wouldn’t hang you. I’d organise the petition. I can
save any murderer I care to, and I only hang one from
time to time to keep the interest up. And I suppose
none of you were ever in prison? Pity ! I could d o
with a convict. A notoriousIy immoral person might
make a small fortune, though the sensation wouldn’t
last. No takers? O r have any of you been in a public
service o r monasterya n d a r e prepared t o exposeit? N o ?
Have any of you been in anything and a r e prepared to
expose i t ? N o ? Perhaps it’s as well ; exposures
a r e a bit off colour just now. T h a t ticks off the common
o r garden paths to fortune. Now let us g e t at the
plums. I want a man who can dance o n his head without using his hands. I want a man who can twirl
round on one toe twenty-five times without touching
earth with the other. I want a man who can bark
like a dog, roar like a lion, mew like a cat, quack like
a duck, crow like a cock, and slander t h e movements
of these intelligent animals to the death. I want a man
with a silly style of walking and a peculiar way of
wearing his hat. I want a man who can smile in Scotch.
I want a man who can dance a clog-dance and balance
three billiard-balls on his nose. I want a man who
can make a piano sound like a concertina, a fiddle,
the bagpipes, a cuckoo, a Prime Minister, t h e Niagara
Falls, a bottle of Bass-in
fact, like anything bar a
piano. I want a man to dress up a s a woman and say
vulgar things in a corrugated voice. I want a man
with a n international reputation, o r a peer or a costermonger who can make a blooming fool of himself for
fifteen minutes without the audience throwing stones
a t him. I want a champion white pugilist. I want
a man n o t quite good enough t o be champion to go on
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the halls. And so on, and so on. You see the line :
Something t o amuse the public; something to tickle the
great B.P. Now, where do you come i n ? There’s a
dozen fortunes waiting for you. Which will you have? ”
The soda-water sizzled on a fresh dose from the
square bottle. The three candidates puffed desperately
at their cigars.
“ Come, gentlemen ! hurry up,” urged the director
taking the tiniest of watches out of his hemi-spherical
waistcoat and consulting it severely. “ I needn’t remind
you time is money, though it goes on tick. Ha, ha!”
He turned to Strephon.
You, sir, what can you do ? ”
Strephon rose to his feet and faced the director
proudly.
“ I can grow crops,” he said. “ I understand the
rearing of flocks and herds. ”
“ W h a t next ? ”
“ Farming is off ,” quoth the director.
“ I can make fine tables and chairs. I can design
clothes and Carpets, wall-papers and houses. I can
make a church with a joyous tapering spire. I can
make the windows glow in it. I can build town-halls and
theatres, workshops and houses. I could change all
the ugly clothes you wear and the ugly things that
surround you to fine ones with a wave of my two-foot
rule. ”
“ Oh, that’s an old trick,” said the managing director.
“ Lafayette did it years ago. And a s for carpentering and
building, there’s not much more than a shilling an hour
in that. But can you make tables and chairs out of
cardboard boxes in quick time to slow music, and then
balance them all on the tip of your nose? N o ? Well,
then, I’m afraid you won’t do.”
Strephon gave a queer little croak in his throat and
turned to go.
“ Stop
a minute,” said the managing director
eagerly. “ Do that again.’?
Strephon stared.
“ Do what ? ” he asked.
(‘That croak.”
Strephon laughed and did it.
Ripping ! ” said the director. “ No man need despair
who’s got a croak in his throat like that. I engage you
a t three thousand pounds a week.
“ I f you’ll wait a moment till I’ve finished off these
fellows, you can have your contract signed. W h a t are
you, sir? ”
“ I am a poet,” said the mild young man with the
luminous eye.
“Good ! Then write a comic song on the spot for
the Croaky Carpenter to sing. If it’s good I’ll give you
five bob for i t . ”
The poet smiled. “ I can do better than that. I can
write rhymed advertisements, I can organise limerick
competitions,‘ I can construct acrostics, I can write
patriotic odes.”
“ With chorus? ”
With chorus.”
“Which of the Colonies d o you regard as most
immeasurably superior to the Mother Country? ”
.‘‘All of them.”
“Good boy ! You’ve a chance. Ten pounds a week.”
‘‘ Only ten pounds a week? ”
“Yes, and a damn good price too for a drug. Talking of drugs”-he turned to Mr. Esculapius--“ I believe
you are a doctor? ”
“ I am.”
“Well, what can you do? ”
“ I can cure the sick.”
“ A s per advertisement--oh get on ! ”
“ I can cure them by a look and a laying-on of
hands. ”
“ That
sounds blasphemous,” said the managing
director sternly.
“Oh, but they aren’t really cured.”
“That’s better.
How you frightened m e ! When
do they find out they aren’t cured? ”
“ Never !”
“ W h a t ! !”
‘‘Most of them aren’t really ill, and none of them
knows what it feels like to be really well. All you’ve
“

“

“

to do is to assure them they are perfectly cured and
charge them ten guineas.”
“ Not so dusty !
Can you mesmerise?”
“Yes. I can mesmerise you.”
“ Do it !” said
the managing director, suddenly,
shoving his head over the table, with his beady, black
eyes protruding.
Esculapius stared back hard at him and made a few
rapid passes with his hands. The director’s jaw dropped
and his eyes turned up.
“You wish to engage me,” said Esculapius in a low,
distinct voice, “for 50 years a t £100,000 a week?”
“ I do,” replied the director in a whisper, drew out a
blank sheet of foolscap and took from his pocket his
fountain pen.
[It seems to me a good many public entertainers in
print and buskin have this art of mesmerism, or
heaven knows how they get their contracts signed!]
Esculapius refused to allow Strephon and Apollo to
work their contracts through while the managing
director was in the mesmeric state. He would not
consent, he said, to such a prostitution of his art.
Their threats to give him away he laughed at. A
business man would never believe he had been hoodwinked so completely.
The director came to with the duplicate copy of
Esculapius’ contract before him. He stared a t it.
“Did I say a s much as all that? Well, what I say I
stick to. Now we come to your little contracts,
gentlemen. ”
I t was plain from his tone that he considered Esculapius the best man of the party in virtue of t h e price
he was paying him. This was too much for Apollo.
H e burst out with a tale of the fraud. The director
laughed.
“ I s that so? Well, if he did m e in like that he’s
worth his money.”
Strephon and the poet sighed. There was evidently
no reward for virtue in this wicked world.

La

Recherche du Frisson.

By Ernest A. Boyd.
A s we wended our way down the Rue Chaptol I
experienced an anticipatory shudder. The quiet dimlylit street, with its dark shadows and almost entire
absence of traffic, seemed appropriately lonely and fearsome. Maleine had insisted that I should visit the
Grand Guignol. Nowhere else in Paris, he assured me,
would I experience the unique thrills which are the
speciality of the Théâtre des Supplices. I decided, at
any rate, that the management had well chosen the
scene of their emotional exploits. W e were the only
people approaching the theatre for the moment, and
apparently the number of those who preceded us had not
been legion, for our arrival in the vestibule was hailed
with obvious relief by the attendants, who seemed disposed to take us seriously. This unusual demeanour
in those whose attentions are generally reserved for
stallholders was in itself a spectacle which I felt I ought
not to have missed. We entered a rather comfortable
little theatre, peculiar in the sombre hue of the interior.
The dark woodwork and shabby brown tone of the
hangings created a suggestively gloomy atmosphere.
Maleine, who professes unlimited admiration for the
French theatre, had been descanting upon the grievous
state to which the English stage has been reduced.
“ W e have no drama,” he resumed, “worthy of the
name. On the one hand, you have the commercial
theatre, with its actor-manager melodramas and musical
comedies; on the other, the so-called theatre of ideas,
in which every canon of dramatic literature is sacrificed
to the triumph of dialectics.” I t was not quite clear
whether he wished to suggest that in Paris things were
any better than in London. My recollection of various
Whatever
recent successes led me to doubt it.
superiority these pieces could boast struck me as due
to the acting rather than to the authors. He talked
airily of De Curel, Brieux, and Hervieu although, as
I pointed out, a t best they were no better than Shaw,
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Galsworthy, and Barker. Leaving the general for the
particular, he proceeded to enlarge upon the achieveMirbeau, Capus,
ments of the Grand Guignol.
Courteline, Zamacoïs, and others were hurled at me
with a view to impressing me with a due sense of respect
for the literary and intellectual qualifications of the
theatre in which we sat. He waxed eloquent over Jean
Jullien’s “ L a Mineure,” in which a very special phase
of prostitution had been handled with a courage and
vigour impossible in a highly respectable country like
our own. Another play, “ L e Chirurgien de Service,”
had produced a great sensation in Parisian medical
circles, and led to certain reforms in the administration
of the Assistance Publique. At least, I gathered that
after the Grand Guignol production the Assistance had
“ spoken”
of changing certain obsolete and inhuman
regulations.
Coming back to the subject of “ L a
Mineure,” I was about to hazard a feeble reference to
the “Maiden Tribute to Modern Babylon,” when the
curtain rose.
In the semi-darkness two men were seen preparing
the guillotine flor an ,execution. One of the workmen
expIained the mechanism by means of which a wooden
block fell down and intercepted the fall of the blade
upon the neck of the victim, and when he had cautioned
the other against pressing the wrong spring which
brought down the knife without the block, they both
made their exit. Then came the rather inexpIicable
entrance of various idlers to view La Veuve, including
the stereotyped Englishman in a check cap and his
wife, attired in the traditionally hideous fashion of the
Amongst these
Englishwoman of French comedy.
visitors were a man and a woman who seemed fascinated
by the guillotine. The woman, representing a particularly morbid type of lower class Parisian, insisted on
his putting his head through the opening underneath
the blade. She proceeded t orave in the most disgustingly stupid fashion of the different abnormal conditions
under which they had kissed, delighting in the prospect
of adding to her macabrous experiences by kissing her
lover with his head on the guillotine. Carried away by
t h e woman’s unhealthy enthusiasm, he does as she
wishes; the spring is pressed, and the wooden block
comes down imprisoning his head within a circle. She
is just about to experience this new emotion, when one
of the workmen returns.
The woman is his wife!
(Frisson number one!), and the man caught helplessly
beneath the fearsome (obviously leaden!) blade is her
lover. W e are expected to believe that the outraged
husband will press the other spring and thus vindicate
his honour; at least, he hints as much to his victim. H e
trifles, however, with the project-presumably
that our
excitement may become more tense-insults
the lover
by calling him names and pulling his nose. Finally the
dramatic moment arrives. He presses the spring, and
down comes the gleaming blade with a rush. W e hold
our breaths (or ought to) in horror; a sickening thud
(Frisson number two !); we open our eyes expecting to
see this head severed from the body. But no; we had
forgotten that the wooden block intervenes.
The
moment for the great thrill is past, the man is unharmed, and nobody seems to have been properly moved.
The piece then trails off vaguely. I fancy the erring
wife returns to the embraces of her legitimate spouse.
The applause is weak and spasmodic. Everyone seems
to be asking-Is that all?
We refer to our programmes and decide that possibly
“ L a Grande Mort,” the next item, will be up to the
desired standard of horror.
I t is described as a
“’drame en 2 actes ”-with
the “ r ” rolled it sounds
more alarming than the innocuous “ p i k e ” which
designates “ L a Veuve.” The first act shows the
interior of a bungalow somewhere in India. Two
doctors are the occupants, one pale, neurasthenic and
exhausted by the heat, the other the typical strong,
silent Englishman. The plague is approaching, and the
weaker man, already at the last gasp, is filled with wild
dread and terror. His friend tries to bring him to
reason, if not t o a sense of duty, and eventually sits
down at the table to analysesome plague matter. The
test tube suddenly breaks with a sharp report (Frisson
number three!), cuts his finger, and, for all we know,

gives him the disease. The other man, in his mad
desire for self-preservation, is horror-struck at the
entrance of the plague into the house. The injured
man, having applied an antiseptic, is again seated at
the table. Fear vitalises the weaker man for a moment,
he seizes a revolver, and creeping up behind his companion shoots him, with the wild gesture and ghastly
expression of a maniac. Curtain-mild
sensation
(Frisson number four !). From the second act it appears that the dead body has been successfully concealed, and some bogus story of suicide accepted.
Another doctor, however, arrives on the scene, who
suspects the truth and accuses the madman of having
killed his friend. A lot of talk and raving ensues,
during which cries are heard outside. The voices grow
louder and louder, and all at once a figures rushes wildly
into the room, pursued by soldiers. I t is a plaguestricken native. He makes straight for the man who
has done so much to save his own skin, and clings to
his leg. T h e latter writhes and kicks in fury, but the
native will not relax his hold. We saw him brutally
This is his
flogged by this man in the first act.
revenge. The soldiers line up, present arms, and fire,
in spite of the wild entreaties of the doctor. The two
bodies fall riddled with bullets, the coward still locked
in the deadly embrace of his enemy. Applause somewhat heartier this time. Melodrama is so stirring!
But I hear murmurs of “C’est idiot ; c’est bête.” I
looked blankly a t Maleine, who was silent. He did not
even apologise, but made mysterious allusions to a
piece which was to come on later, “La Petite Maison
d’Auteil.” This was to be the clou of the whole entertainment. If I had thrills, so to speak, prepare to
thrill them now.
The curtain rose once more upon a darkened stage.
The subdued light is apparently the mainstay of the
Guignol’s reputation. A man and a woman are talking
about blood and murder. He suddenly interrupts this
cheerful conversation by seizing her arm and stabbing
it with some sharp instrument. She shrieks (Frisson
number five!). Soothed by the sight of the red drops
of blood, he continues his morbid ravings. I n this
room the woman had murdered a man some time back.
Would she consent to react the whole business? Her
reluctance is overcome by the sight of banknotes. He
seats himself in the same chair as the murdered man,
and she ropes him to it, as she did her victim the night
of the crime. When he is quite powerless and she is
about to g o into details, a step is heard outside.
(Mouvement !) Enter another crime monomaniac. We
immediately guess his relationship with the female. He
is naturally jealous of the man in the chair, but, finding
him absolutely in his power, he can afford to suppress
any indecent manifestation of suspicion.
H e turns
lightly’ to the discussion of physical torture. Pain in
others, it seems, is a source of exquisite emotion to
him. He emphasises this predilection by pulling the
hair of the bound man until the latter groans in agony.
Now his blood is up ; he is really out to enjoy himself
thoroughly. H e desists for a moment t o put the query :
Did you ever see a man burnt alive with a lighted
cigarette? No ? Really charming. Whereupon he
places the glowing end of his cigarette against t h e
other’s cheek. Warming to his work, he continues
to burn the eyes, nose, lips and the entire face of his
victim, calling forth shrieks of pain from the unfortunate wretch. When the latter’s face is one burning
sore and he is writhing in convulsions of pain, his
tormentor feels that the mornent has come when he
can appreciate the embraces of his mistress. They
seize one another passionately, and before the horrible
staring eyes of the tortured man their lips meet. Immense sensation, and final frisson amongst the
audience ! Maleine is triumphant. Here indeed was
the thrill h e had promised me. “You mean to say
you didn’t shudder? ” he asked incredulously. “ My
dear Maleine,” I replied, “ I asked for reality, and you
gave me abnormality. I asked you for a thrill, and
you gave me melodrama. I think I prefer the banality
of our own Drury Lane or the puerility of the Gaiety
to this collection of morbid, mentally diseased foold or
criminals. ”
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Unedited Opinions.
Some Errors of Modern Writers.
You concluded our last conversation by remarking that
there were wolves among artists. How would you distinguish them ?
Alas, it sometimes happens that when the critic does
distinguish them, neither they nor the sheep whose
clothing they assume admit it. The journalist posing a s
’artist is a natural attempt a t deception; but what shall
be said of the artist who wilfully disguises himself a s a
‘journalist? W h a t inducement, think you, has he to
don this protective resemblance to his inferior?
I should think that he discovers it pays best. Art
being a drug in the popular m a r k e t - Hush, will you remember that we are now speaking of
artists, to whom under no circumstances can money be
an inducement to betray their a r t ? There have been
mercenary artists, to whom money is a necessity. But
even they have not permitted their a r t to be determined
by a so-called payment. Artists who desire to be well
paid for their work are to be distinguished from writers
who work in order to be well paid.
Is it popularity, then?
N o , I would not say it is even popularity. Fame is
the legitimate reward of the artist, and I would only
condemn the desire for immediate success when it
militates against future fame. True, it usually does, and
especially in a generation whose popular judgment is of
alow standard. But the example of the Greeks proves
that it is not always so. Do you know, I am inclined
to credit our modern writers with honest heresies.
You mean that they are honestly mistaken and not
corrupt ?
I speak of some of them only. Some scores we can
dismiss a s not worth a moment’s consideration. But
there are a few whose defects arise from almost meritorious errors. They are victims to be pitied rather than
traitors to be despised. For all that, however, critics
must be severe with them.
To what errors do you refer?
I should say that one of the root errors is the
common assumption that the subject matter of art is
unlimited. You will find, I fancy, that most of our
conscientious writers (saving the new school) cling
closely to this false doctrine. With our modern ideas
of liberty, universality and democracy, it is difficult for
artists to remember that these ideas are not for them.
They resent a s a restraint upon them the limitations
which former artists deliberately put upon themselves ;
with the consequence that the most uncouth materials
are found in modern works.
I understand their contention to be that treatment
alone matters ; the subject is negligible.
That is very mistaken from several points of view.
Silk purses, I am told, cannot be made of sows’ ears.
T h e most skilful weavers cannot make fine materials of
inferior substances. Imitations, yes, on which extraordinary ingenuity may be spent ; but your expert buyer
can tell shoddy from vicuna. Why, I ask, with the
infinite variety of materials to select from, should the
artist deliberately choose the least enduring and the
least promising ?
Again, he would say, the art lies in what he puts in,
not in what he takes out. H e gives beauty where beauty
did not before exist. That, in fact, is his genius, to
throw a veil of beauty over what is mean and commonplace.
Words, words! Beauty is not a veil to be put on
and taken off; nor c a n it be revealed where it does
not already exist. The Amsterdam craftsmen who cut a
diamond to glitter with a thousand lights merely exercise their art in revealing beauty that before was hidden.
They would not attempt t o cut pitch ! Every craftsman
knows that every material he handles is capable of revealing its own peculiar beauty, but no other. I t is his
delight to bring its native beauty to blossom, as it were.
By staining and polishing the grain of walnut may be
brought out. By inlay and contrast with pearl o r ivory,
the beauty of rosewood, let u s say, is best revealed.

Brass shows to best advantage when smoothly polished
o r lightly hammered. Oak is most beautiful plain; and
so on. And a s each of the selected materials of the
craftsman has its own virtue and beauty, and resists
the attempt to impose another beauty on it, so, I fancy,
will the materials of the creative artist be found to have
their virtues and resistances.
Exactly, but are you not repeating their own contention that it is the treatment alone that matters? Quite
probably they would accept your test and maintain that
they have so treated their materials a s to reveal their
native beauty.
But are all materials susceptible, even under the most
sympathetic treatment, of revealing any beauty whatsoever? If even we admit (what I should deny) that every
material contains beauty, is cot this beauty relative?
Your craftsman, for example, would not use deal if he
could obtain satinwood for a jewel case. The opulence
of the artist is shown, in fact, by his choice of rich and
rare materials a s well as by his treatment of them-. You
may carve to wonder on a cherry-stone, but the result is
grotesque and suggests a slavish mind. Similarly, with
all the world open to him, the writer who laboriously
extracts (or, a s I prefer to say, superimposes) beauty
from the mean is or appears to be imprisoned or maimed
in his imagination.
But d o you really think that there are human facts
that have no beauty in them?
Certainly. So d o you, so would anybody if I could
bring myself to name some of them. Why, even your
most shameless writers who noisily profess to take all
human activity for their material, do, nevertheIess, stop
short of a certain plane of facts. W h y ? Unless their
theory is wrong, they should not. But, of course, their
theory is wrong. Like other writers, they, too, make
only a selection, thereby tacitly admitting that some
facts, a t least, are outside their possible use.
Our discussion is really then confined to the more o r
less of the subject matter of art. Modern writers, you
say, are inclined to the more, while you are inclined to
the less.
I should have to object, I fear, to a distinction which
seems so favourable to the modern school. When I
referred to the error of assuming the subject matter of
art to be unlimited, I had in mind trespasses below
what I a m inclined to regard as the inferior limit‘.
There is always plenty of room at the top! In elevation art knows no limits. The question is how low art
can safely descend.
And you realise that modern art has descended too
far ?
Precisely. Whistler once remarked to Oscar Wilde :
You’ve been down in the area again, Oscar ! I would
remark t o modern artists: Why descend to the area
a t all, still less stay there so long; least of all pretend
that there is more beauty there than up above? Friends,
come u p higher, and leave the scribblers t o decorate
the raw plaster of the scullery walls.
Which, being interpreted-1
mean, have you any
subjects in mind which are peculiar to the area?
Well, I should say that disease ought never to be
treated by the artist; likewise vulgar murders,, rapes,
adulteries, kitchen squabbles, the doings and sayings
of vulgar and repellent persons, t h e sexual affairs of
nonentities, the trivial, the base, the sordid, the m a n .
Is not your besom a Puritan?
W h a t of that? Besides, you might as well, on a
former analogy, accuse the craftsman of puritanism. who
takes cedar in preference to cork., The rejection is
not primarily on moral grounds, but on aesthetic
grounds. These things simply cannot be made beautiful. They can only be made grotesque;. and to show
them as they are is to display ugliness and thereby t o
add to it.
You would eliminate, then, all this class of facts from
among the materials of the artist?
Assuredly. The Iiterary artist should no more employ
his pen on them than a painter would put mud and
rubbish on his palette. Selection is the genius of the
artist, and his art is revealed by it. The denial of this
truth is a major error.
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Views and Reviews.:
THErepublication of these three books is significant of
the growing depravity of the public taste.
Mr.
Seccombe’s book is seventeen years old; Mr. Vincent’s
is fourteen ; while Mr. Trowbridge’s biographical bilgewater has been pumped up four times in the last three
years. A weary reader can only wish that the wages of
sin were simply death; for to clap the Newgate
Calendar between covers is to add a new terror to the
extreme penalty of the law, and to punish cultured
people for the offence of the criminal. The public interest in crime is perennial. In the old days, the broadsheet found a ready sale; now, the public Press provides quotidian scandal. But in neither case is there
any pretence of artistic or historical purpose. I t was
left to Mr. Seccombe to suggest that “the wholesale
elimination of the utter villain from history could hardly
be regarded save in the light of an aesthetic calamity.”
I t was left to Mr. Trowbridge to assert that from the
coulisses d’histoire characters may be seen a s they
really a r e ; an assertion that leads inevitably to the
cloaca from which, according to Swift, biographers used
to fish their material. Morality has much to answer
for, but the greatest of its offences is this reaction
against Smiles’ ‘’ Self Help.” The postulation of the
seven deadly virtues a s necessary conditions of worldly
success gave perverse writers their opportunity of praising the seven lively vices as the concomitants if not the
causes, of greatness; with the consequence that we are
supposed to understand how Catherine became The
Great when we have watched her lovers creeping under
the coverlet. The muse of history is ravished in the
name of truth; and morality finds its mate in
perversity.
That the vices are as dull a s the virtues is an axiom.
They can only be made interesting by the insanity of
dialectics o r the curious inquisitions of science. S o
when Mr. Seccornbe claims that the vices of his twelve
bad men “have defied the insidious influence of research,” he has condemned his book a s a dull one; for
the intrinsic interest of depravity is nil. Moreover, from
the strictly biographical point of view, one is inclined to
doubt the accuracy of a biography of unredeemed turpitude. “ By a judicious selection of facts, you can prove
anything,” said Cardinal Newman; and it is possible
that biographers less prejudiced in favour of villainy
might have arrived a t conclusions more in harmony with
common knowledge of human nature. Certain it is
that, in spite of Mr. Seccombe’s boast that it would be
premature to attempt the whitewashing of these
characters, for one of the women it has been done.
Among Mr. Arthur Vincent’s twelve bad women is
Elizabeth Chudleigh, the notorious Duchess of Kingston. After the lapse of eleven years, she appears as
one of Mr. Trowbridge’s seven splendid sinners; and
the whitewashing was completed two years later in a
two-volume biography by Charles Pearce of ‘‘ The
Amazing Duchess.” W e are entitled to suspect that, in
the hand of biographers not committed to this thesis, the
blackest of these villains might become speckled.
I t should be clearly understood that these are not
studies in the psychology of criminals. They illustrate
no theory of human nature o r society, philosophical,
psychological or physiological. They are in most cases
broadsheets prepared with the accuracy and care of
modern biographers. We are asked to be interested in
the true history of Wainewright the poisoner, Ned Kelly
the bushranger, Jonathan Wild the thief-taker, and
Fighting Fitzgerald the highwayman. The declared
purpose is to restore some of the original vigour to the
term “a bad man,” by associating it with such persons-;
but apostacy lurks behind this unnecessary zeal. Mr.
Seccombe quotes Schiller to the effect that “ an honest
man may be made. of windle-straws, but to make a
rogue you must have grist.” But he dare not maintain

* “Twelve Bad ‘Men.” Edited by Thomas Seccombe.
(Unwin. 5s, net.) “Twelve Bad Women.? Edited by
Arthur Vincent. (Unwin.
5s. net.) “Seven. Splendid
Sinners.” By W. R. H. Trowbridge. (Unwin. 7s. 6d. net.)

the thesis. “ Hypocrisy is the homage that vice pays
to virtue,” said La Rochefoucauld; and Mr. Seccombe
ducks to the pulpit. “ In case any serious reader,” he
says, “ after a perusal of the book, should entertain anydoubts as to its precise ethical drift, we are free to
maintain with the utmost sincerity that, since ‘ George
Barnwell ’ has been denied to the London prentices, no
narratives of life and adventure have appeared more
commendably moral in tendency than these; and they
are frankly and freely suggested as a source whence
earnest and improving divines may point their morals
and enliven their pulpits. ” A Pauline passage, protesting that t h em o t i v e was edification. Whether we are
to be edified by the life or death of these famous
criminals, Mr. Seccombe does not say.
I t cannot be said that these studies have given a new
meaning to the phrase, “ a bad man ”; and the inclusion of Judge Jeffreys shows that: it is used in a
grandmotherly sense. H e does not seem to have been a
bad lawyer : “ I t is notable,” says his biographer, “ to
remember how little of what Jeffreys established was
afterwards upset.” Bully he was, and boon companion
of the very barristers he bullied. In a brutal age, he
was brutal; in an ambitious age, he was ambitious;
and Mr. Leslie Stephen said that if ever he were to
amuse himself with whitewashing historical characters,
he would be tempted to begin with the infamous
Jeffreys. The writer of this very study begins with the
question : “ I n what sense was Jeffreys a bad man? ”
The question is never answered explicitIy. He is seen
to have been a good servant of the king: a man of
ability accompanied by faults of temper, aggravated by
heavy drinking and internal disease. But I do not want
to begin whitewashing Jeffreys. I want to emphasise
the fact that without some definition of the title, we
are asked to admire the mere wickedness of men and
women, or, like the conventional moralist, to rejoice at
the bad end to which they came. I t is Smiles’ “ Self
Help ” without the Smiles.
Mr. Trowbridge’s work certainly savours less of old
Newgate : Elizabeth Chudleigh being the only convicted English criminal, and her crime was only bigamy.
The Countess de Lamotte is the only French criminal:
the rest are court favourites and an empress. The interest of all of them, except Elizabeth Chudleigh, is
political o r psychological. For example, the only lovers
of Catherine the Great that really possess any interest
are Poniatowski and Potemkin : the first an instrument
of English foreign policy, the second the virtual
Emperor of Russia. But we find Mr. Trowbridge evading any study of England’s policy in Russia, o r of the
internal development of Russia ; and so limiting himself
to the external facts of Catherine’s liaisons. In the case
of the Duchess de Polignac, the sex question does not
arise. The use made of her friendship with Marie
Antoinette by a political party is her only interest for an
historian; and a mere recital of the presents she received, and the patronage she bestowed, cannot be regarded as a proof of sin. This pretended flouting of
morality is puerile, and it cannot be made a basis of
biography. I t compels a pre-occupation with the functions of the body: it forces a writer to make history
like a haberdasher, and to read the fate of empires in
the furtive inspection of under-linen. Only a rake
prefers to see a play from the coulisses; but not the
nearest view of a naked harridan will explain the rise
and fall of nations.
So I protest against the republication of these
studies: the style and matter prove conclusively
that they are written ad captandum vulgus. There is
nothing piquant in historical adultery : sexual intercourse is only sexual intercourse, whether it be called
fornication, adultery, or conjugal rights. It i s only
necessary to our knowledge when the fate of something
else turps
n we must be interested in
the consequences
in the act. Crime of whatever sort,
tious, is not worth reading
about except a s it illustrates some truth. As none of
these writers’ dare be anything but accurate, we have
nothing to learn from them.
A. E. R.,
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An Introduction

to “Seems So.”*

By Stephen Reynolds.

MORE often than not, when I have told people that I
was writing a book in collaboration with two fisherman,
they have smiled indulgently as if I were telling a n
amiable untruth, and have said : “You mean, of course,
that you are writing it.’’ They found it hard to believe
that any working-men, thumb-fingered with a pen and
dubious over spelling, could really have a hand in the
writing of a book. They made the very general mistake of supposing that those who lack the means of
ready expression have nothing in their minds to express.
Nevertheless, the book is a true collaboration,
although one of us has done all t h e pen-work, and
although, for simplicity’s sake, the greater‘ part of it
has been printed serially under my naine only. Even
where I have written in the first person-“
I this
. . . ,” “I that . . . ”-it is still a collaboration but
those passages represent contributions to the common
stock which were more particularly mine; just as we
invented the Perring family in order to express naturally, in their proper dialect and atmosphere, the
contributions which were more particularly my collaborators’; for opinions out of their atmosphere are
like sentences without the context.
Every page,
however, has been debated and passed by the three of
us. Our usual method has been first to pick up a
subject that interested us, perhaps a subject we had
been talking about for a long while, then to discuss I t
and argue over it, ashore and afloat, in company
and by ourselves, till we came to our joint
conclusion.
Then on a rough day, in a set-to
discussion, I would take down notes, which frequently
amounted in length to more than half the finished
article, From t h e notes I would make a rough draft,
which, after more discussion, would be re-written, and
again, after revision, typewritten.
W e would go
through the printer’s proofs together, and finally, after
reading the matter in print, we have once more revised
it for book publication. Collaboration could not very
well be more thorough. I n writing books-unless,
to
be sure, they a r e copy-books-the
mere act of writing
with a pen and spelling conventionally is not the chief
part.
It is the words themselves, the feeling, the
ideas which count. If I had a secretary, and never
touched a pen myself nor banged away at a typewriter,
I shouldn’t be expected to say that my secretary wrote
my books. Similarly, my own share in “Seems So” is
precisely this: I am one of three collaborators and
secretary to the three.
Indeed, I should like t o own in the frankest possible
manner that even if I had written the book alone,
without troubling my/ collaborators a t all, their share
in it would still have been considerable. For if, as
seems probable, I have urged them on to weigh u p
what they really d o think and feel and to get it into
words, and have brought before them facts and theories
which otherwise they might not have come across, it
is quite certain that they have opened to me a new
world of ideas and feelings, the world of the so-called
masses-that
great seething pot of human lives, only
less huge than the volcanic earth itself, on the lid of
which a comparativeIy few articulate people-writers,
politicians, publicists, organisers-perform their antics,
more heedful of their antics than of what’s beneath
(so long as the lid doesn’t blow o f f ) ,and liable, moreover, to have their fingers badly burnt if they poke
about inside.
Thus the three of us have done together, as well as
we could, what neither of u s separately could have done
at all--which, surely, is the essence of collaboration.
While I was plunging into their work, and haIf in joke,
half in earnest, the fishing and boating firm of “ Woolley
and Reynolds ” was coming into being for certain
purposes of useful co-operation, it was but natural that

* To be published shortly by Messrs. Macmillan : “ Seems
So: A Working-class View of Politics.” By Stephen Reynolds and Bob and Tom Woolley.

a literary firm of “ Reynolds and Woolley ” should also
grow into being for certain other purposes of collaboration. Three men, working together,. playing together,
watching together, and, above all, going t o sea together
in small b o a t s able t o argue and cuss at each other
as if there were murder in the air without being any
the less friends-they
get t o know each other’s minds
pretty well. Though each of u s could have enlarged on
some points in some directions, here i s what we are
agreed upon. But it doesn’t say much for the reality
of party politics that three men--one an enthusiastic
Tariff Reformer, another a F r e e Trader, and the third
a political dark horse whose way of voting nobody
knows-should
find themselves so extensively in
agreement on so many political subjects.
Evidently
there’s a link broken somewhere between politics and
people.
Devonshire men are great at phrase-making; they
possess for the purpose, and still use, a splendidly
flexible, humorous dialect, only the bare bones of which
can be got into writing. When they wish to make a
statement which they are ready t o grant is, after all, a
matter of opinion or point of view, they first of all
make the statement as emphatically as possible, and
then admit the possibility of doubt by adding S e e m s so !
or Looks so! Somewhat in the same way a public
speaker ventures t o think his convictions. And hence
the title of this book. W e have aimed a t expressing a
point of view-the working-man’s. Especially have we
tried to express the working-man’s feeling about things,
because we recognise, as Herbert Spencer pointed out
so long ago, that it is a man’s feelings rather than his
opinions, his emotions rather than his intellectual ideas,
which make him what he is, and ultimately govern his
actions; because, in short, the opinions a man swallows
out of the general mass of opinion are those which his
feelings render palatable to him. To this day, working
people seem to be better aware than the educated of that
fact. They always reckon up a man finally by what
Only incidentally, and mainly in
his feeling is.
P a r t II., have we attempted directly to compare
different points of view, t o trace their causes, and to
estimate their rightness. Our aim was rather to contrast them. Nor, in the dialogues, have we tried to
search out t h e very best arguments which could be
produced by the exceptional men on either side. Our
concern was more with the arguments commonly used.
Although, of course, we fully believe what we say,
we don’t so much wish t o assert that “this i s right,
that is wrong,” as that, “whether right or wrong, those
a r e feelings, these are the opinions, which will have t o
be reckoned with sooner o r later.” Same of the subjects have already become slightly out of date, but the
point of view has not. The repetitions are of things
often repeated in workaday life.
One or two points may well be dealt with in advance,
even a t the risk of being said t o have anticipated criticism. (Why shouldn’t one anticipate criticism if by so
clearing the ground one can come any quicker to the
main point ?) The question is sure to be asked : “ How
far is ‘Seems So’ representative of the working-classes
as a whole, o r only of a few W e s t Country fishermen?”
To which we may equally well retort : “ H o w can any
man know intimately the working-classes all over the
country and work with them everywhere a t all their
occupations ?” Life isn’t long enough, nor man strong
enough. The alternative lies not between knowing a
few people and knowing all to an equal degree, but
between scratching the surface of the whole of a field
and digging a portion of it spadedeep in order to gain
some idea of the under-soil throughout. Workingclass society is quite as exclusive as Society with a
big “S” in face of those who don’t belong t o it by
birth o r occupation, as I know to m y cost when I go to
a place where I have no working-class friends or introductions, and find myself out in the cold. The notion
that inspectors, investigating persons, and such like
should ever get into close touch with it, should ever
become freemen of it, is as absurd to us-the inspected
and investigated--as
that we should be welcomed in
to dinner at the Carlton Hotel, say, any evening we
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chose to turn up in herring-stinking jerseys and seaboots. They’d look askance at us. They’d shrink
into their shells till the police had chucked us out.
They wouldn’t say to us, “Come along in, you. N o
doubt you’ve excellent intentions. Hell about your
the hors-d’œuvre?--and we’ll
rig ! Sit down-what’s
tell you all about our finances and our little domestic
troubles.” Neither do we say it, on our part, to anybody who chooses to come to us.
Their education
itself is a bar to their understanding properly the little
they do see and hear. T o those who cannot understand
one does not reveal oneself, except, maybe, a t one’s
own time in one’s own way.
Besides that, two of us are working-men, always
have been and expect to continue so. Books by writers
who have ceased to be working-men are not rare; some
of them are admirable; but it is very seldom that the
actual working-man, as such, has found anything like
direct literary expression without obtaining first a
literary education, and becoming by that the less a
typical working man. Except through deputies, mostly
self-appointed, he has had to remain unheard. As a
rule there is no one so out of sympathy with workingclass life as the man who has just climbed above it;
there are certainly no such sharks in their dealings with
working people. The devotion of the Labour members
to their own idea of working-class welfare, and the
divorce of most of them from working-class feeling,
is me of the most disheartening spectacles in modern
politics.
It cannot be denied, of course, that a variety of
opinions is held by working people in various parts of
the country. They are confronted, according to occupation and so forth, by a variety of subjects to form
opinions on. But the trend of those opinions, the
method of forming them, the point of view, and, more
important still, the underlying feeling-that is much the
same everywhere. Living in a seaside place, and therefore meeting very frequently with working people from
a distance and from the great towns, we find them more
in touch with us-more “like the likes of a fellow’s self”
-than people of other classes who have lived in the
neighbourhood all their lives. Railways, the penny postage, and domestic service have combined to knit working
people together, in acquaintanceship and feeling if not
in circumstances. Town and country, and counties far
apart, intermarry. A large percentage of city dwellers
spent the impressionable days of their childhood in
small towns and villages. Children scatter far and
wide, yet keep in contact with their families and return
home for holidays. Superficially they acquire new
habits, though it is astonishing how quickly they can
shed them again. Much less easily do they acquire new
habits of mind. They remain of their own people. As
Captain Marlow says so often of the outcast, Jim, in
Joseph Conrad’s deeply psychological tale, “ Lord
Jim” : “ H e was one of us. He is one of us.” Which
is a thing one knows or doesn’t know, feels or fails to
feel, without set proof. In a country where, being poor,
one may not even sleep under the sky without money
in one’s pocket, the economic difference tells most in
the long run. Between master and man, ruler and
ruled, top-dog and under-dog; the man who has something to start on and something to fall back on, and
the man who has neither; the man who looks forward
to a competency at the end of his working days, and
the man who can only look forward to a bare subsistence a t best; the man to whom failure means bankruptcy and diminished ease, and the man to whom it
means starvation for himself and for his wife and
children; between the man of one tradition and of
another, of one education and of another, of one
domestic habit and of another, of one class-feeling and
of another class-feeling-that
is ‘where the line of
cleavage runs through town and country alike. Compared with that wide cleavage, the political cleft is
narrow and artificial. I t serves to obscure the issue
and is used for that purpose. Whatever else he may
be, a working-man is first and foremost a workingman. One recognises it, feels it, without further
inquiry. He betrays it as indefinably and as certainly

a s a man betrays himself who has been accustomed to
authority. I t is the common opinion and point of view,
the underlying feeling of working-men in general that
we have tried to set forth.
Several times we have been asked : “Why be so
down o n the likes o’ they? Most of them mean very
well and are very decent people. Do you hate the
likes o’ they?” On the contrary, we have many good
friends among the likes O’ they, and often great
pleasure in their company. But it is impossible to
attack a system-the class system o r any other--without attacking those who carry it out and are made what
they are by it : those who, collectively, are the system.
Dives may have been a kindly old boy, and Lazarus a
lazy sponger; but the point of the parable remains just
the same. Class antagonism i s a very powerful force,
growing rather than diminishing, acting in all sorts
of unsuspected ways, cropping up i nall sorts of unexpected places. Let things go, wrong, make a false
step, and in a moment it flashes o u t : “Ignorant
“ Bloody
gen’leman !”
I t was there,
fellow !”
beneath, all the time. Each side wrongs the other; but
neither side seems fully to realise how unconsciously
most of the wrong is done, how much it is a matter of
upbringing and atmosphere, of different impulses and
standards, of esprit de corps. In consequence men are
called robbers and oppressors, thieves and mobs, and
have to be treated as such, who, nevertheless, according
t o their lights, are quite honest and well-meaning. A
man’s best may be very bad for someone. Perhaps the
remarkable growth in self-consciousness , which appears
to be taking place all round, will shake men’s sense of
their own rectitude and wilI enable the cross-account-for it is a cross-account-to be settled up. The fight
lies realIy not between conflicting interests, but between different habits of mind. If anything specially
and needlessly offensive be found in ‘‘ Seems So” it had
better be put down entirely to me. Probably ’tis mine.
W e have also been told, “You say all this, but you
don’t propose any remedy. What are your remedies ?”
In the first place, it was not our aim to propose
remedies. And in the second place, if by remedies more
new legislation is meant, then we haven’t any to propose. Parliament makes little laws quite fast enough
without being urged thereto. It’s the line of least
resistance, and an excellent thing, no doubt, for lawyers
and officials. Pope’s hackneyed couplet, though not
all-sufficient, is still much to the point :--

For forms of government let fools contest;
Whate’er is best administer’d is best.

The parallel between the body politic and the body
personal is singularly close. As soon as something is
seen to be wrong those who realise it call upon Parliament for more laws, instead of doing each what lies in
his power to, right the wrong; just as the doctor is
called upon for more drugs as a substitute for healthy
living-in both cases with very similar results. I t is,
it seems to us, the vice of modern Press-run politics
that the glare cast on the symptoms obscures the
disease. And the controlling influence of the mind is
better recognised in medicine than in politics, which
equally depend on mind and feeling. In that direction,
I think it will be found that we have suggested not so
much remedies as lines of remedial action, of living
more healthily, of bringing the body politic into a
healthier state, less in need of legislative drugs.
I t seems, however, as if a re-valuation of different
sorts of work will have eventually t o be made; and it
is difficult to see how the evils of the industrial system
can be cured without tackling thoroughly the problem
of the limited liability, unlimited dividend-paying company. By borrowing a t interest the capital of investors
who take no active part whatever in the work itself,
the company system has overloaded production and
commerce with usury, the evils of which are much the
same now as in the days when Moses commanded, “If
thou lend money to any of my peoplethat is poor by
thee, thou shall not be to him as an usurer, neither
shalt thou lay upon him usury.”
But it occurs t o us, from a consideration of the
middleman-ridden fish-trade, that a great deal of the
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trouble between capital and labour is really caused by
the reckless multiplication of non-productive middlemen, brought about both by modern competition and
by new commercial facilities. Called into being as often
as not to serve a temporary purpose, the middleman
occupies a far more durable position a t the centre of
exchange-midway
between production and consumption, supply and demand-for regulating prices to his
own advantage, for speculating to his own profit, and
for continuing to live on production whether he is still
useful or not. The creation of unnecessary middlemen,
in order to gain a temporary advantage on the markets
or in competition, is like running lead into seven-league
boots in order to kick a rival. I t is on a par with that
piling up of armaments, which leaves nations pretty
well where they were relatively, and collectively much
poorer-a process very exactly repeated in, for instance,
the advertising world.
Social reform, so called, and financial reform have
been purposely confused. W h a t we ask €or is not that
kind of social reform which is forced on people from
without by means of punitive laws, but the economic
opportunity for working people to develop in their own
way, on their own lines; though, without doubt, a
genuine social reform from within-a reform in people’s
habits of mind--is necessary t o successful economic
reform.
It has to be acknowledged that among the worst of
the working-man’s political enemies is himself. Not
that he is greatly to be blamed. He has the defects of
his qualities. He baulks himself. See how easily at any
election he can be divided into two o r more parties,
each of which neutralises the other; and the men who
pull the wires retain the power! See what a bad time
he gives his leaders, though all the while he may be
very attached to them. If working people are to hold
their own, to win their fight, they wilI have to overcome their unnecessary suspiciousness and their shrinking from collective responsibility (both very excusablethe outcome of hard experience), and they will have to
develop certain social qualities essential to sound
political fighting. And I do not, I cannot--I wish I
could-see how they are to develop those social qualities
without losing or spoiling others which are still more
valuable to the race-their
courage to live, their
fertility their happy-go-luckiness, their recklessness
even.
W e seem, indeed, to have come t o a stage where
the welfare of society and the welfare of the race are
by no means identical, and we have often to choose
between the two. Blake, for instance, says with profound truth : “Prudence is a rich, ugly old maid,
waited upon by incapacity.”
Society demands more
prudence. The good of the race demands less. Recklessness still has its uses. Society demands a dampingdown of individual life. Not so the race. The race
demands more and more life, and it cares nothing
whether that lifefulness dovetails into any industrial or
political system whatever. I t is of no use offering men
art, comfort, scope for their miIder inclinations if, a s a
condition, outlet for their passions and for their ambitions is denied them. Their passions and ambitions will
burst it all up. I t is of no use offering them freedom
from destitution if, as a condition, they must knuckle
under to a scheme of industrial conscription like the
Webb Minority Report; or offering them national insurance if the result is to make the master more powerfully
a master, and the man more impotently a workman
than ever. Life is a gamble, and men will have it SO;
€or their instinct tells them that getting into a rut leads
to madness, stagnation to death. One prediction may
pretty confidently be made : any society whose welfare
involves racial harm will go to pieces; and any reform
which involves the slowing down of life will be
destroyed by life itself, because the foundation on which
the whole stands is simply the impulse to live.
There, or thereabouts, lies our quarrel with Socialism. Useful a s a leaven, it carries a s a system its own
destruction within it. Were it practicable, it would be
unnecessary. I t is possible to honour the Socialists o n

account of their good intentions; but at the same time,
the worst tyranny to beware of is that of intellectuals
ordering other people’s lives. They are so well-intentioned, so merely logical, so cruel.
I t may, perhaps, be pointed out that many of the
Seems So ” find a philosoempirical conclusions in
phical basis in the work of Henri Bergson; notably the
protest, implicit throughout, against the over-intellectualisation of human affairs ; the validity and importance
assumed throughout for feelingsj instincts, and intuitional methods of arriving a t conclusions ; the’
attempt, unfortunately very sketchy, to base economics
on, and to express it in terms of, life itself. And the
comparison made between reasoning a thing out and
weighing it up. I confess, with more than admiration
for the great French philosopher, that when I read his
works after the greater part of “ Seems So ” had been
written, it was like running safely into harbour from a
confused sea with one’s little catch of fish, or taking
one’s catch into the market and finding it fetched a
better price than one had dared to expect. I t seems to
have escaped the notice of M. Bergson’s critics that he
provides for democracy such a defence as its purely
intellectualist supporters have never been able to put
forward.
“

REVIEWS.
Captivity. By Roy Horniman. (Methuen, 6s.)
Here is a novel which gives us real pleasure to review.
The first few pages need to be surmounted by a critical
reader; and probably they had to be driven at by the
writer before he gained the passionate heights from
which he rarely afterwards descends. W e pass over
the plot in saying that Hugh Lestrange, an orphan,
and heir to his uncle’s estate, is the only person on
whom legal justice can fasten as having any motive
for killing Lestrange of Cleeve Court. A verdict of
Guilty is given, and Hugh, only nineteen, recently an
undergraduate, happy, clever, a little reckless but of
the fine temperament, goes down to fifteen years in
prison. The aunt who has reared him holds him to her
breast. “ ‘ Hugh, listen to me. ’ The boy looked a t her
in a dazed way and moaned, wringing his hands helplessly. ‘ Hugh, you are not to despair. W e are going
to save you.’ ” All through the dreary business of
gathering signatures to t h e petition this woman keeps
up her courage. ‘‘Oxford signed as one man. The
University declined to believe in his guilt, and in this
it began to have supporters. The petititon was met with
a courteous refusal to reconsider the sentence. . . .
Those in high places were in a dilemma; they wished
to save the boy of Winchester and Oxford, and their
conventional brutality was recoiling on their town heads.
Perhaps some inkling of the truth that society cannot
commit murder with impunity began to take possession of orthodox brains.” The detail of these pages
is live detail, such as cannot be guessed at o r imagined,
can scarcely, perhaps, be fully comprehended save by
those who have through some means been brought into
contact with the actual thing. Hugh has been a cheerful pagan. Sitting in the cell he spurns the chaplain.
“ H e was too young not to rage incessantly, to protest
and to disbelieve that the thing could ever really
happen.” But as the days drag by or fly, he pulls
himself together and becomes even a little theatrical
in his efforts to justify his breeding. “ I n spite of himself, his brain constructed the last scene. Again and
again he started from sleep, the cell already filled with
shadowy figures, closing with the awful solemnity of
puppets round him.” He is reprieved, “caught in the
grip of a machinery which deals with all psychological
varieties in a uniform manner. Dull, helpless rage was
the atmosphere in which he lived. . . . He resented
furiously the chaplain’s apparent lack of interest as
to the wrong of his conviction.’’ Miss Lestrange, when
she was admitted, saw “ a shaven clown with pale face
and hollow eyes and bent knees, a travesty of the boy
she had known. . . . The only comfort given her was
that in a short time his degradation wouId be complete,
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that he would submit.” A shock arrests the growing
canker of melancholy. “ O n e day he heard that there
was a man in the prison the sands of whose life were
running out. . . . H e walked with this man along the
way of pain. H e could not rid himself of this close,
invisible companionship. ” T h e condemned is brought
into chapel. H u g h had known the terror, the humiliation, the fury. “ Perhaps more insulting than all was
the ceremonial of a church that has never lifted its voice
in the cause of criminals. . . . T h e bishops were ever
in the forefront of those who resisted the plea for mitigation of the tortures of the condemned.” This is
not rhetoric, a s anyone knows who has tried to save
a man from the gallows; it is to be insulted to ask
a clergyman’s signature. “ T h e service was over. . . .
Suddenly there came a piteous groan of horror, a n abject
‘ I tell ye I carnt go back there.
appeal for mercy.
I’ll stop ’ere, I tell yer. Let me stop ’ere.”’ To H u g h
it is the culmination of his sufferings. For one moment
he is again a self-respecting being.
His terribly
“ comic ” attempt to help the man ends in his being
himself dragged like a wild beast to his cell. A mental
break-down puts him into hospital, and there he begins
to know his fellow prisoners. T h e lighter life, if such
can be called lighter that is based o n misery, is shown
with sympathy and delicate taste. Recovering, H u g h
becomes friends, through the eyes, with a young man
whose departure leaves him lonely as death to the day
of release.
Amidst all, the kind aunt dies, and in
recording this Mr. Horniman deserve praise for his
simple, controlled writing. “ I t is sometimes very difficult to even an imaginative nature to realise such a n
event when he has not been present a t the actual scene,
and never was Miss Lestrange dead to Hugh.”
T h e day of release comes. Hugh’s visitor receives
him, and for some time is uncertain whether Hugh’s
mentality has not deteriorated, though he knows t h a t
the man has striven. “If the lawyer left him, H u g h
remained immovable on the spot, apparently incapable
of an independent thought in regard to his movements.”
But this is only induced dependence, and gradually
Hugh recovers his natural way. A romantic meeting
with his prison friend introduces an excellent study of
the type which, weakly criminal, is only to be saved
by happy fortune. Hugh, travelling with Harry Lytton,
encounters and loves a woman of birth, the common
type of morbidly adventurous female, raging in cold
fury for vulgar experience. H e discovers the trick of
her, and then comes the perilous part of the story.
H u g h meets a girl. W e shuddered when he came upon
her in the woods of Cleeve Court. But there was no
need. Stella is a thoroughly nice girl.
Mr. Horniman is very happy in his analytic style, and
it seems a s though certain faults of writing should be
attributed to the subject and period. An age of commercialism and machinery off ers small matter acceptable
to the Muses’ rhythm. But scattered through the book
are many fine paragraphs, and the highest tone of ideas
prevails.
“ I t is strange that humanity cannot see how much
more subtle is the task of living with joy than with
pain.”
“ T h a t moment of exotic brotherliness in which men
see each other as creatures who might be gods if they
were not drunk with woman.”
“ The philosophy
of intellect, which is to cherish the
beautiful and destroy the ugly.”

The France of Joan of Arc. By Lieut-Col. Haggard.
(Paul. 16s. net.)
T h e writing of scandalous memoirs is not the best
training for a n historian : it destroys the sense of perspective, and comprehensiveness is sacrificed to the
vividly detailed incident and the scandalous anecdote.
Colonel H a g g a r d was determined to shock us, so he
wastes two chapters on the battles of Honfleur and
Agincourt, only to tell us that Henry V. murdered his
prisoners, for Colonel Haggard’s speculation, ‘‘ W h a t
became of all the armour?” cannot be regarded
seriously. Another chapter is devoted to Gilles d e Retz,
a devil-worshipper who sacrificed children to his deity.
Only one chapter in the book is devoted to “ T h e Awful

Condition of France;” and the value of Colonel Haggard’s book may be judged from the fact that the preceding chapter deals with “ T h e Greatness of Henry
V.,” who reigned over France during the same period.
T h e eighteen chapters devoted to France are schoolboy
history enlivened by scandal; the eight chapters dealing
with Joan throw n o new light on her character o r her
circumstances, and a r e not always true to fact. He
gives her two sisters instead of one; he suggests that
the horrors of life in Domremy were the inspiration of
her mission, although Mr. L a n g h a s shown that there
were no horrors, or, if there were, there is no evidence
t o prove that she thought of them before t h e voices spoke
to her. Then they spoke of “ t h e pity that there was
in France,” not in Domremy. H e states that she was
aware of the Merlin prophecy before she heard the
voices; although Mr. L a n g has shown that we have
no evidence to prove that she knew of the prophecy
before she announced her mission, four o r five years
after the first intimation of her destiny. H e relates the
story of Joan’s miraculous recognition of the disguised
Dauphin, although De Gaucourt, who was present, says
nothing of miraculous recognition or of the Dauphin
being disguised. H e says that she broke the sword of
St. Catherine over the back of a leaguer lass, although
Mr. L a n g has shown the story to be a fable. H e says
that at the time of her capture she had become less
womanly, less saintly, and cut and slashed like a
common trooper; although Mr. L a n g says that “ t h e
Maid always bore her standard into action, that she
might strike n o man with the sword; she never slew any
man.” H e tells us t h a t s h e was “endowed with riches,
ennobled,” but does not tell u s that her family also
received title of nobility; and that, to quote Mr. L a n g
again, “ t h e Royal gratitude gave rank without lands
o r fear.”
“ S h e told her judges,” says Mr. Lang,
“ t h a t she never asked anything from the King except
for military purposes, ‘ good arms, good horses, and
the payment of her household.’ S h e had no jewels hut
two rings of base metal. S h e gave what she could to
the poor. W h e n captured, she had 12,000 livres of
the King’s money, ‘ no great treasure for waging war,’
as she said.” T h e suggestion that she made money is
simple nonsense. L a Trémoïlle., not Joan, “enjoyed the
favour of the King,” and Charles could not even ransom
her; “ t h e money w a s needed for La Trémoïlle.” He
argues that Joan having become a courtier, “her
pristine purity of mind could not remain a t its original
standard,” although there is not a scrap of evidence to
support the assertion. He suggests that Joan was deceived by ber voices, although from the first they had
prophesied that she would ‘‘last a year o r little more,”
and, in Easter week, had told her t h a t she would be
captured before Midsummer day.
“So they spoke
almost every day,” said the maid. H e minimises t h e
difficulties of raising the Siege of Orleans; he hurries
over in a few pages “ h e r feat of marching to Reims and
taking the towns on the road-a
feat which, in the
following years, Burgundy advised the D u k e of Bedford
not to attempt to imitate; it w a s too difficult and
perilous.” He calls her work “ a miracle,” a n d suggests
that it was not difficult; he calls the Maid of France
“ a heaven-sent woman,” and says that “ she w a s simply
a good a n d extraordinary girl, with a great force of
character, one who saw visions, and who succeeded for
a time because she firmly believed in them herself.”
This is not a very valuable contribution to psychology,
or to history. Colonel Haggard is not quite at his ease
with La Pucelle.

The Danube. By Walter Jerrold.

(Methuen.

10s.

6d.

net.!

W i t h the aid of folk-lore, history, poetry and personal
reminiscence, Mr. Jerrold has made a n interesting book
about the Danube. T h e folk-lore suggests that Mr.
Jerrold, at a respectful distance, followed the Devil
down the Danube from Donaueschingen to the Black
Sea. Historically the river has interest for English
people. I t was in a castle on the banks of the Danube
t h a t Richard Coeur d e Lion was discovered by Blondel,
if the story is t r u e ; on the banks of the Danube was
fought the Battle of Blenheim; and St. George slew
the dragon, if a legendary person can be said to have
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slain a mythical beast, in the neighbourhood of the same
river. T h a t the Danube is less familiar than the great
Rhine is a justification for this book; and, as Mr.
Jerrold quotes everybody, including Lady Mary Wortley
Montagu, it is to be hoped that w e shall not be deluged
with appreciations or depreciations of the great river.
T h e book has thirty illustrations, twelve in coIour,
which a r e excellent additions t o Mr. Jerrold’s descriptions of scenery.

Told in the Dormitory. By R. G. Jennings. (Lothian,

Melbourne. 3s. 6d.)
Tales of bushrangers, anarchists, spies, and less
startling people. The sort of yarns boys love, cleanly
written, with the code of good cricket scrupulously
maintained.

Barbary Sheep. By Robert Hichens. (Methuen.
A shilling reprint of Mr. Hichens’ novel.
Metternich.

IS.)

By G . A. C. Sandeman. (Illustrated.)
(Methuen. 10s. 6d. net.)
Metternich was, all things considered, the third
greatest statesman of the nineteenth century.
Setting
Napoleon aside, the first, of course, was Disraeli, the
second Bismarck. There are psychologists who would
place Gortschakoff on a level with Metternich, but this
is a place to which he is hardly entitled. Mr. Sandeman
does not profess to go very minutely into historical
details, b u t he has given u s a n adequate account of
Metternich’s life, and there is a sufficient amount of
diplomatic narrative in the book to make it of much
interest to students of foreign affairs.
Although Metternich may be entitled to the third place
in the list of nineteenth century statesmen, however, he
follows the first two a t some considerable distance. H e
w a s undoubtedly a clever man, a n able negotiator, an
admirable diplomatist-witness Mr. Sandeman’s account
of how even Napoleon was adroitly tricked. Metternich, too, knew how to live.
Both physically and
intellectually he made it his business t o g e t the best that
life had to offer. T h e number of his love affairs was
extraordinarily large; and his mansion in Vienna appears
to have been renowned for its “ pictures, busts, bronzes,
astronomical clocks, and all kinds of instruments,” not
to mention the “Venus” by Canova and the library
with its 15,000 volumes. But Metternich, nevertheless,
is associated with no constructive policy.
Disraeli’s
Tory Democracy is still a living force in England; Bismarck’s almost similar policy in Germany is more than
ever the subject of acrimonious debate. But with 1848
the celebrated “ Metternich system” collapsed, and its
originator found it advantageous to take up his residence
in England.
Mr. Sandeman has fortunately provided u s with
plenty of material for judging exactly what this
“system ” was. Boiled down, it amounted to this :
Metternich was a Tory, but not a Tory Democrat; a
Junker, but not Bismarck’s ideal Junker. His “ system ”
consisted in staving off the evil day by repression o r
blandishments o r trickery or intrigue. He either could
not or would not examine into the causes of the unrest
that agitated Europe even after the fall of Napoleon.
This unrest was economic as well as social, and a truly
great statesman would have made himself master of
every detail of every one of its phases. Metternich did
not. And, with all his ingenuity, he was not sufficiently
subtle--not so subtle as Machiavelli would have been.
To refer openly to Italy a s a geographical expression was
not precisely calculated to soothe the feelings of a proud
people; and, indeed, if Metternich had been sufficiently
well acquainted with his neighbours across the Adriatic
he would not have said it. Had his long life been prolonged but a little longer he would have seen the conipletion of Italian unity. T h e great Austrian statesman,
in short, had not the gift of foresight. To most of his
remedies we may apply the remark which Mr. Sandeman
applies justly to the famous Carlsbad decrees : “ A s
a far-seeing and statesmanlike measure they were
deplorable; as a practical, temporary, patriotic, poIitical
experiment they were entirely successful ” (p. 163).

Yet Metternich’s life is highIy interesting and instructive, and Mr. Sandeman, with that awful being
the “general reader “ in his mind’s eye, has omitted
none of the dramatic incidents. H e lived from 1773
to 1859, and up to 1848there was no important movement in European politics in which he had not a hand.
Statesmen who reckoned without Austria during this
period usually regretted it. It is interesting for us to
note how a man of brilliant talents staved off a revolution in Austria for a quarter of a century; and it is
no less interesting for u s to see how essential a constructive policy is. Our admiration should not and
cannot be withheld from the men of talent, but w e
cannot do without the genius.
Revolutions

of Civilisation. By W. M. Flinders
Petrie. (Harper’s Library of Living Thought. 2s. 6d.
net.)
A difficult subject this to deal with in less than a
hundred and fifty small pages, especially when about half
the available space is occupied with illustrations. But
Professor Flinders Petrie confines himself to bare facts,
succinctly treated, and the fifty-seven illustrations have
been carefully chosen. Most of us will now subscribe
to the view that civilisation is a n intermittent
phenomenon, though, in spite of the author’s ingenious
arguments, we may not all be willing to agree that
sculpture is the definite test. Professor Petrie, however, does not deal entirely with sculpture, and the
artist will find much to interest him here. The book
w a s worth writing if only for Chapter VI., “ T h e Natural
View of Civilisation.” In these few pages Professor
Petrie has ,surely convinced the most sceptical of the
extreme importance of the culture of the East.

The Ancient Egyptians. By G. Elliot Smith.
Chemical Phenomena in Life. By Frederick Czapek.
(Harper. 2s. 6d. net each.)
These two volumes certainly deserve their place in
the “Library of Living Thought,” inasmuch as the
theories which they contain are mostly founded upon
quite recent discoveries. F o r instance, Professor Smith
is building upon t h e 1908 researches of Reisner in
m a i n t a i n g that t h e use of metals was invented in
Upper Egypt. The Lower Egyptians were quickly
subdued by their better armed neighbours, and the
whole of Egypt was united in one nation, which by
expeditions into Syria introduced metal implements
among the Arabs. These in turn vanquished the
Armenoids, and the two together conquered the
Sumerians. T h u s the use of metals became universal
in the W e s t of Asia, and the first great immigration
introduced it into Europe. Another stream carne westward from Egypt by way of Mauretania through the
Iberian Peninsula KO Gaul and Britain and up the
Frisian coast to Scandinavia. In Britain it met a
weak wave of the Asiatic stream; this junction also
took place in Central Italy and in Crete, where its
influences were naturaIly strongest.
T h e book is
written in a n interesting style. Professor Czapek’s
volume has hardly so much interest for the general
reader.
It deals clearly with protoplasm and its
integral parts, and also contains a n introduction to
Immurochemistry, as well as a very interesting chapter
on chemical heredity.

Our Fighting Sea Men. By Lionel Yexley.

(Paul.

6s. net.)

This is not a children’s book. I t is disconnectedly
written in journalese by the editor of “ T h e Fleet ”
to put before the public the reasons of the unrest in the
British Navy.
T h e author wishes to show the
“Achilles heel ” to the “average Britain ” ( !) with
“ a n y sense of nationhood.” The discontent is not
caused, h e says, by Socialism, which, “as far a s the
Navy is concerned, is only a poor scarecrow with an
empty turnip for a head,” but by the survival of flogging and by the brutality of the officers. To remedy
this he advocates facilitated promotion from the lower
deck. T h e book consists of 320 pages-at least a third
is repetition-dealing for the most part with historical
martinets and mutinies, and an appendix, which ends
by inviting the reader to fill the spaces in to taste,
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clearly and in ink, in the old, old saw that “One
Englishman is worth two --, three --, and a dozen
of any other
--!”
--

The Comedy and Tragedy of the Second
Empire. By Edward Legge. (Harpers. 7s. 6d.
net.)

In this book the Second Empire stands on one Legge,
and looks ridiculous. I t is a mere jumble of journalese ;
and all the revelations that are nearly made are postponed till after the death of the Empress Eugénie. As
a study of the character and qualities of Napoleon the
Little, it is not to be compared with Mr. Simpson’s
book. Mr. Legge lacks historical perspective : he has
no thesis to prove, and the book is formless. We have
windy descriptions of the “ brilliance ” of the Court ;
we are allowed to look at Colonel Stoffel’s despatches;
an attempt is made to obtain our sympathy for a political humbug by hints a t the conquests he made--among
the ladies; and we are treated to much sentimentality
in defence of the Empress Eugénie. The book concludes with a long description of the marriage of the
Bonaparte pretender, with a list of the guests and the
wedding presents, and a biographical dictionary of the
Bonaparte family.
Dormant. By E. Nesbit. (Methuen. 6s.)
It seems a jest to put names of different authors on
these novels. In style, subjects, treatment and all that
goes to making a book, they are all a s like as spuds.
“ A s in the evening of a warm summer’s day, a swarm
of insects were flying round.” That is not a quotation
from Mrs. Nesbit. I t is Sainte-Beuve describing certain mediocre and minor writers. Mrs. Nesbit’s book is
about finding the “dead body of a beautiful girl” and
restoring it to life by some quackery; but the “triumph
of true love” is the real business in hand. “ He clasped
her in his arms and once more the world spun in a wild
splendour. ”

Letters from

Abroad.

By Huntly Carter.

T H E DRAMA OF PERSECUTION.
Moscow, September 18.
SPRINKLED
on the main Cracow to Warsaw line are
summer colonies to which self-exiled city dwellers fly
for release from the overpowering sense of Russian
oppression. There is very little to choose between
these places. One may appear rather patronising,
another supercilious, another reverential, another
deferential, another familiar, and so on. I t all depends
how you take them, or rather how they take you-for
a very humble or a highly superior person, as the case
may be.

*

*

*

Milanowek took me very well. I t was cordial in the
extreme. As a matter of fact it sent to Warsaw for me
and waited impatiently for the train to cover the intervening hour’s distance and deliver me safely into its
embracing arms. Then the elementary signs of the
language of greeting exchanged, i t bid me look round
and note what its attractions were all about.
*

*

*

They introduced themselves a s : A swarm of naked
pine-bungalows sprawling full length in the scintillating
summer sun. These press restlessly into the caressing
yellow sand, beguiled to sleep by the swaying tapestry
of pines that masks the frontierless plain and the
festival of moving skies. Item. A limitless plain forming a palette upon which vast skies place an inconceivable range of colours. The colours are mainly used to
produce great sunset effects as preludes to silent and
subtle nights.

*

*

*

Milanowek knows how to stage-manage its extraordinary effects. I remember sitting on the verandah of
the cosy bungalow of Mr. Holewinski, one of the
organisers of the Allied Artists Association. The con-

versation rolled round a variety of subjects ranging
from art to economics. The law of association was
active. The sight of a sheepskin coat from Zakopane
led me to a discussion of Polish peasant industries, and
the high percentage of artistic achievement in spite of
wretched poverty and uneducation. The conclusion
was that art, like poverty, the poor have always with
them.
***

Upon the sheepskin coat we were wafted to Warsaw
Art Gallery. But a peculiar mood possessed us, and we
could not concentrate upon certain works, like the
painter who is unable to see a square subject when he is
in a round mood. The mad rush of warriors in Jan
Matejko’s enormous canvas, the patriotism of Jozef
Brandt and Wyspianski’s colour portrait, fell flat ;
while Kedzierski’s fine subtlety of colour, Wyczolkowski’s
tremendous decorative and very daring portrait, and the
delicate line, sense of design, and rich colour harmonies
of the Polish Beardsley, Woytkewiaz, failed to produce
mental apoplexy.

*

*

*

The mood was indeed determined by the moving background. With the sun slipping behind the network of
pines in a sea of blood, and the night advancing on
wings tinged with fire, it was impossible to think deeply
on any subjects save those which Polish pleinairistes
affect. The dark pine forests gashed with the reds and
blues of day and night; the snow-capped mountains
leaping in crystal air, and terraced lakes swooning
beneath the wealth of sun and stars.

*

*

*

These subjects and another of far greater import,
which Jozef Cholmonski has made his own. As we sat
talking, his peasant types came carving themselves out
of the blood-red mist that flamed across the illimitable space. There was no mistaking the type or its
tragic significance. There was a hint of terribIe suppression to the point of self-annihilation in every line.
The sullen droop of the body as though drawn to the
earth by invisible forces, the lowering look, the ugly
shoot of the lower lip, the downward trend of the lower
curves, as of a rhythm drawn to attenuation beneath
the surface, had the from-earth-to-earth direction of
human clay upon which Nature had wantonly squandered
life.
***

I t was not surprising that our thoughts were held by
this type, for the peasant is the root from which the
whole rhythm of Russian persecution may be developed.
In other words the evil effect of the Russian occupation
of Poland starts with the land.

*

*

*

Let me digress. A journey across Europe-in one o f
those geographical dredgers, a Continental express, has
one important lesson. I t teaches that the condition of a
country announces the condition of its people. So if
Holland appeared prosperous, its people are no less
comfortably housed and fed. Germany is still more
flourishing. Its broad lands are fertile and well cultivated, and the physical conditions of all classes, including the criminal, answer to that of the land. Townplanning, city development, garden suburbising are
working nobly hand-in-hand to eliminate both the rent
and beer-collecting classes. Austria is seen to be largely
guided by Germany and is not doing anything seriously
injurious to the health of intelligent communities. With
the Polish frontier comes a change in the condition of
the land and the people. Both, however, are not so
bad as to be unpicturesque. They are in that fainting
condition when the air is filled with perfume and
vinegar, and it needs but the application of a burnt
feather to set things right.

*

*

*

I t is when the Russian frontier is crossed that the
descent into hell really commences, and the smell of
sulphur-or is it naphtha?-keeps the nose wrinkled and
the upper lip curled. The wild, neglected, persecuted
character of the country bites into the vitals whether
one views it from the railway carriage o r from a
balcony overlooking the Vistula in picturesque old War-
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saw. There is very little effort to reclaim or cultivate it.
The rightful owner, the Polish peasant, is rapidly
being carried off to recruit the Russian army, while the
Russian peasant is being put upon the land of whose
requirements he knows nothing. These peasants are
destitute, half-naked, and many of them live in sand
huts.
*

*

*

The air of ugly neglect rolls to the city like a stream
of pitch along the corpse-like roads. The roads stretch
and fasten tentacle-like upon the heart of the city
withering beneath despotism. The heart is drained of
the life-blood of new movements. Such movements the
Russian Government regard a s anti-government. The
formation of societies for the development or protection of the city and its people is forbidden. Municipal
proposals are forced to journey to the Central Government at St. Petersburg, where they idle five years to be
rejected. The lines of communication, such a s the
Vistula, are kept closed. The nationalisation of railways reaches its lowest point of imbecility. There is no
public assistance for the poor. The Russians refuse to
do anything for cultural movements. There are but few
schools. The educational system ’is Russian. The moral
and physical conditions of life amongst the Poles have
changed for the worst since the beginning of the
Russian occupation.

*

*

*

The social and economic conditions are a scandal.
Many of the houses are big barracks in which one
hundred families or more live. So dear is the land, it
does not pay to build houses to accommodate less.
Besides this, the city is overrun with Jews, who call
themselves Russians and live behind steel shutters; it is
infested with the prisoners set free by the Russian
revolution as well as by savages in uniform to whom the
slightest hint is the signal for wholesale bloodshed. The
police are hopelessly corrupt, and sedition is scented in
a look. Daily convoys of convicts drift Siberiawards.
Every form of irritation is adopted. Nearly all public
monuments have been banned, save those erected by the
Russian Government to the memory of Polish traitors.
Old historical buildings, sanctified by the blood of
Polish heroes, sweat with Government officials and
common soldiers. Empty Greek churches grin down
upon an exasperated public.

*

*

*

The censorship erects gibbets at every literary and
art corner. Pictures, books and dramas are exiled by
the score. I t s exuberant energy is shown in the story of
a painter who produced an admirable canvas containing a black raven sitting on a fence. The picture was
suppressed because the black raven recalled the white
eagle of Poland. From this one gathers it is sometimes
dangerous to express even the most harmless things.
An open mouse-trap might, for instance, be taken a s
the symbol of the escape of Poland from the Russian
prison, and would doubtless suggest to the censor that
prison is the best place for the daring artist, unless he
be the possessor of a long pair of legs.
Y

*

*

In this way the censorship banishes revolutionary
works to Cracow, and Cracow, rising to the occasion,
does its best to let Warsaw have the benefit of the
privilege. Once a year it has a short season of
military plays, to which the Warshawvians, returning
from their holidays and in search of a thrill, are invited.
Thus they may witness thrillers like that dealing with
the death of the Emperor Paul, and be made happy by
the spectacle of a Russian despot being smothered by
his dutiful son.
Y

*

*

They are also enabled to revisit Warsaw scenery
with which they are more or less familiar, and to note
how interesting it becomes when served up in artistic
fashion a s a stage setting. Whether they appreciated
the emancipation of the scenery I am unable to say. As
I sat in the State Theatre and watched Wyspianski’s
idealisation of the ideal open-air theatre at Warsaw,
unfold in “November Night,” I wondered how many

who were unfamiliar with the artistic treatment of this
scene would be decided that they had ever seen the real
thing.

*

*

*

The theatre is situated in a park a t Warsaw. It is
formed by classical ruins on an island in a lake. Facing
the theatre are terraced seats surmounted by sculptured
G r e e k . Between the seats and the stage is a band of
blue water providing luxurious stalls for swans, who
have heard of the Swan of Avon, and are anxious to
develop the creative power of the brain under his
guidance.
***

Wyspianski has introduced the scene into the latter
part of his play for a gathering of the conspirators after
the plot has failed. I t is one of the most successful
scenes, and the quiet movements of the lines, shapes and
colours do suggest the dying dawn of the revolution.
But this aspect was not so marked in the stage setting
as in the sketch for it, which is, I believe,published with
the play, and which is far more convincing than in the
play itself.

*

*

*

As a rule if is the reverse. The setting is of more
importance than the sketch, seeing that the stage gives
the latter fullness and body. It is not so, however, with
Wyspianski’s sketches so far as I have seen. He imports a great deal of passion, feeling, and movement
into them-it may be seen in a sketch for “Leginda
Kartatytvlowa,” wherein every touch unites so admirably to express the passing of a storm-which is lacking in the stage sets. Perhaps he was badly served as a
producer.

*

*

*

Moreover, it is not clear whether he understood unity
and continuity, not in individual scenes but as applied to
a complete play. That is, whether he saw the logical
development of the dominant note of a drama, throughout every scene and act, or, like so many decorators,
merely saw it in emotional fragments. There is all the
difference in the world in seeing the decorations for a
play as a whole and seeing them in detached masses.
The latter is the old way; the former the new, which is
to revolutionise the art of the theatre. I t is certain,
however, that Wyspianski saw the utility of side
curtains used in place of side wings, and from this one
may assume he sought a device for carrying on the
action in space.
***

The wisdom of Cracow in providing stimulating revolutionary fare for Warsaw wanderers is manifest. But
for this the Russian city would be in grave danger of
being reduced by the censorship, especially in dramatic
matters, to imbecility. As far as I can see it is forced
to feed on cat-lap of the Robertson-early-Pinero-comedy
brand.

*

*

*

The one play that I witnessed at the old wooden, or
summer theatre, though a classic, was not a masterpiece in construction or otherwise. I t reflected the
period of 1821 and was useful in reminding one that
neither the history of Warsaw nor this particular type
of drama had developed since then. I t was, indeed,
the old-fashioned comedy of cross purposes. There was
the blue girl in love with the nice young man. There
was the pigheaded old father who wanted the green girl
to marry the N.Y.M. There were the highly-coloured
mistakes that everyone made in order to keep the play
alive. There were the mistakes made by the man with
the yellow hunting breeches and the fidgetty hunting
crop, who mixes the blue girl with the green girl; and
those made by the man in the red coat who cannot distinguish between the nice young man and the aggressive
young man. He ought to run round to the nearest
lunatic asylum. And there were those made by a stupid
Russian peasant whose proper place is clearly under the
village pump.
***

The costumes also added to the family of mistakes.
Modern evening dress, modern frock coats, modern
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collars a n d cuffs m a d e a n o t very distinguished e n t r a n c e
f o r g o t their parts.
E v e n t h e trees a n d
e p a r k outside contrived t o a d d t o t h e
general confusion. N o t being c o n t e n t t o play their
original p a r t s they m u s t needs come s u p e r i n g a t
nothing a n i g h t f o r n o o t h e r reason, i t would seem, t h a n
to expose t h e hollowness of their c a n v a s understudies.
I t was all very a m u s i n g a n d t h e r e w a s o n e bit of
character a c t i n g t h a t scintillated. P e r h a p s it is a c t i n g
of this quality t h a t helps t o counteract t h e awful depression s e t u p b y R u s s i a n persecution. I t w a r d s off insanity from t h e Polish intellect. English a c t i n g h a s a
record in t h e o t h e r direction.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.
PRODUCTION FOR PROFIT.
Sir,--Mr. Henry Meulen asks why Socialists condemn
production for profit. T h e question is so easy to answer
that I a m afraid lest no reader of THE NEW AGE should
take the trouble to reply. Mr. Meulen would then go on
complaining that (‘the oracles are dumb,” and would
imagine his question to be unanswerable.
Mr. Meulen’s difficulty arises from his misuse of the term
profit” he apparently means that fraction of
“profit.” By “
the cost of a n article which goes to pay “wages of superintendence. ”
By “profit” the Socialist means that sum which is added
on to the cost (after paying “wages of superintendence”)
in order to provide interest on capital for moneylenders.
The Socialist is willing-nay,
anxious-to
pay good
“wages of superintendence,” knowing that the more efficient
the manager the lower the cost of the article.
But he does not see why he should also provide dividends
for shareholders-that is, interest for moneylenders.
Mr. Meulen asks, “ W h y n o t ? “ Is it any wonder the
oracles are d u m b ?
Under Socialism men would still work for “wages,” and
the more efficient the man the higher his wages ; so that Mr.
Meulen’s “production under coercion” would be necessary
only for criminals.
But since the shareholders would be the whole. nation
there would be no interest due to moneylenders, i.e., no
profit. We should get everything at cost price.
If Mr. Meulen still wants to know why Socialists prefer
buying at cost price instead of cost price and profit I am
afraid the oracles will remain dumb for a very long time.
S. HUGH CRISP.

*

*

*

RAILWAY PROFIT AND WAGES.
Sir,-In your last issue you made a suggestion that the
profits of the British railway companies might be applied,
one-half to increase wages, and one-half to reduce fares
and rates, and that the railway shareholders could be comforted in another way.
I see that you state the railway profits at 47 millions, and
Sir Charles Owens, in his evidence before the Railway Commission, stated that the capital was 1,300 millions.
These figures can, of course, be verified, but, assuming
them to be correct, the average rate of interest is 3.60 per
cent. on the capital invested.
By what means (short of confiscation) can the railways be
nationalised so as to leave the State, after compensating the
shareholders, with any considerable part of the 47 millions
to apply either to increase of wages or reduction of rates
and fares?
Dealing with the general question of wages. As a chartered accountant, I have constantly to consider the cost of
production in relation to selling prices, and I am at a loss
to understand the. general assumption on the part of your
contributors that profits are excessive.
I shall be gIad if some correspondent will specify the
productive trades in which the selling prices will permit
any substantial increase in wages, giving the percentages
of sale price represented by materials, wages, establishnient charges, and profits.
Definite information of this kind might help me, a n d probably many of your readers, to understand how and in what
trades wages can be increased at the expense of the producer, without reducing his profits below the point at which
they would compensate him for interest on capital, trading
risks, and personal skill.
Of course this is not all we want. W e really want to
see something more than an outline of the scheme under
which labour, which of course means the total of labour,
can be better paid without having to pay more.
O. HOLT CALDICOTT.

W A G E S AND PRICES.
Sir,-I
see that both the writer of the “Notes of the
Week” and your contributor, Mr. J. M. Kennedy, have been
bringing forward the old familiar objections to attempts to
raise wages through the State. Mr. Kennedy states, as
if it were self-evident, that “higher wages make no difference to the workman’s pocket when they are followed by
higher prices”--which is, of course, utter nonsense unless
the rise in prices is precisely equivalent to the rise in wages ;
and I have endeavoured to point out (in my letter of August
17) that economic reasoning gives no ground for the assumption that a rise in wages, in a country having its national
income distributed as in Great Britain, will be followed by
an equivalent rise in prices among the commodities consumed by the workman. As for the case (mentioned in the
“Notes of the Week”) of the rise in freightage, etc.,
“caused” by the seamen’s strike, a n y novice in economics
can see that a rise in prices to the extent of eight times the
increased cost of production is at once excluded from the
category of representative cases.
If any reader of THE NEW AGE cannot see why any
employer might not do the same thing, all I can do is to
ask him to read the chapter on the “Incidence of Taxation’’
in, s a y Professor Nicholson’s “Elements of Political
Economy.”
Now as for our old friend, “The tendency of a minimum
wage to become a maximum.”
I n the first place, it is quite certain that this “tendency”
does not in any way partake of the character of a necessary
economic law--e.g., the Fabian Tract No. 128 points out
that in the Victorian clothing trade the minimum rate in
1901was 45s., average 53s. 6d. Obviously, of course, the
maximum must differ still more widely from the minimum
rate.
Now, if we grant that i n certain trades the minimum and
maximum tend to coincide, the question is: What is it
that decides whether the tendency is operative in a given
trade, o r n o t ? T h e answer is suggested by Dr. Victor
Clark (“ Labour Movement in Australasia,” pp. 230-1). The
tendency is checked i n any industry requiring a high degree
of skill. I n other words, wherever there are present marked
differences in the skill of individual workers, no minimum
wage law will prevent gradations of pay. Wherever such
differences of skill are unimportant the tendency will be
for the minimum rate and the maximum rate to coincide.
T h e “tendency for a minimum rate to become a maximum,”
when found to be operative in any trade, may therefore
mean one of two things:( I ) That the new minimum is equal to, o r greater than,
the old maximum--which may be the case in a purely
“sweated’’ industry.
( 2 ) That variations of pay in excess of the “standard
rate ” were unimportant before the compulsory minimum
was introduced, because variations in the skill of the workers
were unimportant; and, therefore, that there is no adequate
incentive for the employer to pay higher rates than the new
“minimum,” which takes the place of the “old standard
rat e. ”
Now, Mr. Kennedy contends that the employer can recoup
himself for the increased cost of his new wages bill by the
single process of taking it off the higher-paid workers of
his establishment.
I n point of fact, not only is this view
contrary to economic theory; it is disproved by economic
experience. Dr. Clark, in the work above quoted, shows
that, at the date when his book was written, eleven years
after the e s t a b l i s h m e t of the Victorian scheme, the average
rate of pay in the boarded” trades was 4s. 6d. a week
higher -than that in the unregulated trades. The average
was much higher if adults only were considered; and the
significance of this fact is made evident when we remember
that it was precisely the existence of sweating i n the trades
in question which brought them under the scope of the
Act--i. e., their average rate before regulation would tend
to be lower than that of other trades. So much €or Mr.
Kennedy’s “automatic” nullification of attempts to raise
averages by law.
I a m surprised to see the author of the “Notes o’ the
Week” actually presenting as an argument against wage
regulation the fact that it stimulates employers to introduce new machinery, more efficient processes, more careful
selection of workmen, etc. I think that, in fact, he is
misled by the assumption that “ speeding up” necessarily
means the exaction of a greater amount of labour-force for
the same amount of pay. A glance through recent numbers
of, say, [‘Industrial Engineering,” will show how very far
H. H. NORTON.
this is from being true.

*

*

*

THE REVOLT AND THE REMEDY.
T h e way to test it is to
Sir,-I stand by my point.
find out how the wages of the efficient worker are fixed.
T h e chief factor in fixing them is the existence of the
inefficient worker. W h y ? Because, were it not for the
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who have kept him bound with thongs, and hurt him so
long. I see him straining a t the pillars of the house, like
Samson, and the house comes falling down, burying him,
mangled and torn, beneath the ruins.
I want to see the Philistines buried, but not the giant.
Also I should like to know whether plans exist for the erection of a new house.
W e are not Portugal. Our civilisation is a n extremely
delicate thing, albeit a very rotten and corrupt thing-more
delicate and rotten than is generally realised. Our financial
*
*
*
system is like a thermometer; a cloud passing over the
face
of the sun causes the mercury to fall. We may dislike
T H E ALARMIST AT T H E BREAKFAST TABLE.
our financial system, but we cannot shut our eyes to the fact
Sir,-There
is a mediaeval legend about a priest who
that, a t present, is a vital part of our life. Any country
advised his congregation of a feast-day after it had passed.
that has enormous cities as we have is delicate. Our cities
I n modern times we find the heart-rending story of the
are the weak parts of the house, so to speak. Cities like
man who locked his stable door after his horse had been
London, Manchester, and Liverpool, are dependent for their
stolen. I am neither a priest nor a horse-owner, but, for
very existence on a n orderly and safe state of affairs. Durthe time being, I have adopted the part of a prophet. So
ing the recent strikes we have seen how easily they may
desirous am I of acquitting myself creditably in my new
be thrown out of gear. I want you to imagine the whole
rôle, that I am taking the risk of being somewhat premacountry seething with riots and destruction. Imagine the
ture with my prophecies. At any rate, it is bette; than
paralysis of all means of transport a n d communication, and
prophesying after the event.
of the daily necessary business-not merely for a few days,
Let me get to my point quickly. You can then decide
but perhaps for months. Then, on the other hand, imagine
whether I am a pure alarmist, and pass o n to the next
the maddened millions in the cities, starved, martial law and
article, or whether it is worth while thinking about what I
infuriated soldiery, the hooligan element let loose.
have to say.
Again I ask you: Have you any idea what you are going
I address chiefly to all
First of all a question-which
to d o ?
those who profess and call themselves Socialists, but also
Our civilisation rests on one great thing, the land. There
to English people in general.
is one other fundamental thing that we have tried to abolish,
I n the event of a big upheaval of our social system, and
but which still exists deep below the surface, and that is
our civilisation, have you any idea what is going to happen?
force. All our altruism and brotherhood will prove a sorry
Have you any idea how you are going to bring about sucweight to put in the scales against it, when once it comes
cessfully the new order of things?
out of its hiding place. Starvation will bring it o u t ; so will
the use of soldiery.
I have read in the pages of THE NEW AGE a n d other
I know who will be the only people who will have any
journals plenty of suggestions as to the goal at which
chance at all during such a cataclysm as I have pictured.
Socialism should aim. Some I agree with, with some I
They will be those on the land, and in a certain degree,
don’t; that doesn’t matter. But the one constant character
but difficult to calculate, those who have force.
that they all possess is a n assumption that the millennium
And here I explain why, in a way, I hope I am immeasuris going to be gradually evolved out of the existing order.
ably premature with my prophecy. I want to take this
I t does not seem to have occurred to anyone that the existopportunity of insisting again on the fact that the landisthe
i n g order may defeat this desirable consummation by inconbedrock of civilisation. Any system such as ours which has
siderately coming to a violent end. No one wishes to see
grown u p away from the land, deliberately disregarding it,
the present social system come to a n end more than I
do.
despising it, is insecure, like a top-heavy structure. Every
I almost think I should like to see the last of it even if we
man who forsakes the land for a city weakens the equilihad no constructive programme to put in its place, but, in
brium of that structure.
that case, I recognise that England is going to become
It is for this reason that I urge the importance of the
another name for hell, and, if possible, I want to avoid
land question. A strong land policy is the only firm foundathat contingency.
tion for any system of Socialism or civilisation. As I have
All those palliative measures, free education, free meals,
said before, I may be a n alarmist. What I have pictured
compulsory insurance, are only sops-dust thrown in our
and prophesied may possibly never take place, in which
eyes, to use another metaphor. W e are perfectly well aware
case you will be able to laugh a t me, and stone me for a
of t h a t ; we are not blinded.
We want real Socialism
false prophet (if you should happen to think it worth while).
instead of sham Socialism, and undoubtedly we shall get
On the other hand the chances are that some sort of upit in the end, although it will probably be a long job. I t
heaval will take place, even in the near future. But if we
means making converts by the thousand ; it means acquiring
are given time to think things out more thoroughly, let us
influence; it means tunnelling We are now adopting a
grasp the principle of “Back to the Land” with both hands,
mild form of terrorism-the strike.
so that a t least we may be in some measure prepared for
Now, naturally, I believe in making the people aware of
what may happen. Remember this. It is not natural for
their wrongs, and uniting them in the effort to redress those
nations to continue for ever in their strength. Look back
wrongs. That is really the only thing that can do any good.
at history. You will find that some subtle disease eventually
T h a t is why the rich smile pleasantly on the Labour Party,
wrecks all the nations of the world. England is almost in
but hate, like a venomous snake, the education of the workthe same state as the Roman Empire was before its fall.
ing classes. I t gives them too much power, it opens their
Rome gave herself up to luxury, she gave free food to her
eyes, it makes them think. But I want you to face this
people to quieten them, her birthrate declined. Then came
fact. When those who have suffered injustice and injury
the crash. All that is going on in England to-day. If
from time immemorial become thoroughly awake to those
history is worth anything as a guide, we shall fall, too.
injuries, things are apt to happen. That’s all right so far
When our turn comes, let us be prepared to save some
as it goes ; we want things to happen, but I sometimes think
salvage from the wreck.
LAURENCEA. RILEY.
it is possible that more may happen than we expect. Are
*
*
*
we prepared ?
A LABOUR DAILY.
And now I come to the second part of this article, the
Sir,-Nearly two years ago you were good enough to
prophetic part.
allow me space in your columns to refer to the pressing
We can see an extraordinary wave of unrest leaping
need for a Socialist daily paper, and to draw attention to
through Europe. Within two months we have had our own
the lines upon which the great French daily paper,
two great strikes-the dock strike and the railway strike.
“L‘Humanité” had been developed until it had reached the
There have been food riots in France and in Vienna. Spain
position of being the broadest-based expression of demohas been threatened with a revolution-indeed,
a republic
cratic opinion it was possible to devise.
was declared in certain parts. And within the last few days
No one will dispute that the need for such a daily newsthe railways of Ireland have been paralysed. Not only is
paper in this country is now greater than ever, and as the
this unrest caused by a desire for a more equable distribumatter is one of especial interest to readers of T H E NEW
tion of wealth and the fruits of labour, but also by the inAGE I venture to hope you will repeat your sympathetic
creased and increasing cost of food. Dear food is a more
indulgence and allow me space to draw attention to the
potent factor for unrest than all the injustice in the world.
attempt to launch the “Daily Herald” as a democratic
I don’t think these are mere temporary disturbances. I
labour newspaper based on lines as broad as those which
don’t think things are going to settle down again; it
have placed “ L’Humanité” in the position I have described.
wouldn’t be right if they did. T h a t great giant, the People,
The “Daily Herald,” as many of your readers are aware,
has awakened from his long sleep, and nobody, not even
was originally started by the London Printing Trades as
himself, knows how great is his power. I see this giant,
their organ during the strike. Publication was naturally
hungry, furious with his wrongs, drunken with the realisaallowed to lapse when the dispute terminated, but a comtion of his power, rioting through England, burning, slaymittee, nominated by a public meeting, was elected to
ing, torturing, if only he may wreak his vengeance on those

existence of the inefficient worker, the efficient one would
be able to secure the full product of her labour. As things
are, were she to demand her full share, or nearly her full
share, she would be dismissed with those who were equally
efficient, and some larger number of inefficient workers
would be substituted for the efficient ones. Hence, whether
it be piece work or not, the rate of payment of the efficient
worker is limited by the existence of the non-efficient. No
one knows this better than Mr. Wilson.
C. H. NORMAN.
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formulate a scheme to re-issue the paper in an enlarged
form as a Labour daily newspaper and strike organ on
broad and anti-secfiozal lines.
A prospectus of the new “Daily Herald” has now been
issued by the “ Daily Herald” Printing and Publishing
Society, Ltd., a co-operative society registered under the
Industrial and Provident Societies Act, and this prospectus,
together with the printed rules of the Society, show conclusively that the committee has carried out the idea of constituting a democratic newspaper with provision for control
and management by representatives of every section of the
Labour and Socialist movement.
Unfortunately, at this stage the Labour Party, which has
been trying for so long to formulate a n acceptable scheme
for a daily newspaper that shall support their Parliamentary
action, was galvanised into activity by the advent of a project for establishing a Labour daily newspaper on lines
which will represent every section of the Labour and
Socialist movement. A paper which gives access as of
right to articles representing the point of view of trade
organisations, whether favourable or unfavourable to the
official view, and whose scheme includes the insertion of the
views of branches of political associations, whether in support of or directed against those held by leaders of the
I.L.P. or S.D.P. or Fabian Society was not apparently of a
character to be welcomed by the Labour Party.
The
Labour Party has, therefore, with somewhat frantic haste,
issued an ill-defined proposal for the establishment of a
great labour daily with a capital of £150,000 hoping no
doubt that this colossal capitalistic enterprise would wash
the smaller craft off the horizon.
The Labour Party, resembling as it does in most details
the other political parties, requires, naturally, a party organ,
and the number of capitalists interested in its welfare should
be sufficient to insure the necessary funds being speedily
subscribed. I t is not conceivable, however, that t h e rank
and file of the great trade unions nor the Socialist members
of the I.L.P. will be anxious to invest in such a n undertaking, and the (< Daily Herald,” therefore, holds the field
as the only genuine attempt to provide a daily newspaper
which shall represent every phase of the advanced economic,
social, and political movement.
Fear of trespassing at too great a length on your columns
forbids me from giving further details of the “Daily
Herald” scheme (although I shall be happy to send full
particulars to any of your readers who will communicate
with me), but I feel sure that NEW AGE readers, especially
those who have carefully followed Mr. Cecil Chesterton’s
masterly analysis of the present position of the Labour
Party and THE NEW AGE’Sjust appreciation of the actual
situation of the trade union movement will not hesitate to
give the “Daily Herald” their support, and thus help to
create not only a genuine labour daily newspaper, hut to
initiate a new era in British journalism.
RICHARDMAURICE.

*

*

*

ADVOCATUS DIABOLI.”
Sir,-In a recent issue the writer of a n article entitled
“ Advocatus Diaboli” gives expression to certain pessimistic
views regarding the advisability of improving the general
condition of the masses. I n support of this he enumerates
many of their weaknesses, which, by the way, are not confined to them. As one of the masses I do not share this
pessimism, for there has to my mind been a decided improvement amongst the working class within the last fifteen
years, more noticeable among the younger generation.
Their faults, which I admit are many, are largely due to
their so-called education, which, with the exception of one
or two subjects, is mere memory-training, ignoring altogether any latent possibilities within the individual scholar.
This is the impression left on my mind after reviewing
my own Board School education, and judging b y my
younger brothers and sisters the system has not improved-unless teaching the girls various household duties and how
to manage a house on a small income, and drawing up a
weekly bill of expenditure for same, can be called an improvement. Then there is the morbid religious sentimentalism imbibed by them, with the aid of various bribes, on
Sunday afternoons while the parents enjoy a well-earned
respite from the worry of the children. I t would give a
good deal of encouragement, and occasion considerable
surprise to genuine reformers, did they but know the vast
amount of material amongst the working classes that would
repay, with interest, for cultivation. It speaks well for many
mechanics I have known that the books they would desire to
possess after reading the reviews cannot be obtained a t the
public and free libraries which they can use, owing to
their not being deemed popular enough, I suppose, and
price forbids their purchase. That this desire to improve
their knowledge exists in spite of their faulty education, is
owing I believe to the various kinds of good books to be
“

obtained a t a reasonable price, and some of these falling
into their hands; or perhaps a newspaper article brings
about what might be termed a conversion, and sets their
minds in a fresh channel. They can pursue this up to a
certain point and then the economic factor steps in, and
unless they are prepared to make considerable sacrifices to
continue their progress they begin to revert to their former
indifference, in the majority of cases. This, combined with
the fact that the most trivial occupation is too often, owing
to modern business methods, made so exacting that they
throw us on the scrap-heap a t forty, should be sufficient
excuse for their apparent weakness, and certainly ought to
make one hesitate before passing general condemnation on
them. Finally, the reason that many more of the masses
do not come into the limelight than a t present, is owing to
certain social qualities they possess, generally lacking in
their more unscrupulous members, who are supposed to
advance themselves by carefully following the principles of
Smiles’ ‘‘ Self Help.”
W. Y . GRAYLING

*

THE

*

*

SCHOOL-CHILDREN’S

STRIKE,

Sir,--I have for some years taken in THE NEW AGE,
and in common, I am convinced, with the vast majority of
its readers, I have derived the utmost stimulation from its
“Notes of the Week.”
T h e soundness of the logic, the
robustness of style, and the remarkably even level of farsighted intelligence maintained therein place THE NEW
AGE in a unique position amongst the weekly journals, quite
apart from its other undoubted claims to prominence.
This being so, it is very surprising a n d distressing to
read this week the comments upon the schoolboys’ “ strike.”
T h a t the action of a handful of little boys in getting out of
hand for a few hours should attract the attention of THE
N E W AGE is remarkable enough, but what is one to think
of your writer’s amazing lamentation that the educated
public probably feels no shock on learning that corporal
punishment (a smack or two with the cane) still continues in
our elementary schools ? I’ venture to assure your esteemed
writer that in this respect he is absolutely correct.
T h e day is far distant (thank goodness) when the public
will shrink i n horror a t the idea of a small boy being
birched.
Precisely in what way our elementary schools resemble
prisons is not clear.
T. S.
*

*

*

T H E P U R E SCIENCE OP: HUMAN NATURE.
S i r , - - I a m much indebted to Mr. P. J. Reid for having
gone to the trouble of making his point so clear. I n reply
to his question, then, allow me to say that I am criticising
the Fabian Society as a sociologist who is anxious to prevent
the continued degradation of the workman by legislation
of the Insurance Bill type; and I distrust the Fabians because it is their propaganda which has paved the way for
such legislation I n other words, I am opposed to the
Fabians for the same reason a s Mr. Belloc is opposed to
Mr. Webb : because the solution of our present economical
problems by means of the Servile State does not appeal to
me. I look upon the present-day Fabian movement (what,
I presume, Mr. Reid would call the 1911 time-focus) as
leading directly to the Servile State, hence my opposition.
Itrust I have properly understood Mr. Reid’s question,
and that the detail which I have previously given will now
be clear to him.
J. M. KENNEDY.

*

*

*

PRAGMATISM.
Sir,--Several articles have appeared in THE NEW AGE
on the subject of Pragmatism, none of which, to a humble
student of philosophy, appeared to show any real grasp of
the Pragmatic point of view ; the last article “Pragmatism :
A French View,” is such a monstrous distortion of pragmatic
tenets that I really cannot refrain from a protest. Pragmatism does not depreciate intellectual truth, only logical
truth, which is quite another thing! Pragmatism has no
direct connection with moral truth, whatever that may mean,
a n d its treatment of religion is altogether incidental to its
central doctrines. Lastly, Pragmatism’s criterion of the
truth is not and never was social utility,” nor even “utility,”
a t least in the sense that word was used by Bentham, and in
which it is now commonly used.
Pragmatism is not a system, but a point of view, a n intellectual outlook. I t holds that there is no such thing as
absolute truth, but that all truths are relative, and its criterion of truth is that that concept or theory is the more true
which best explains all the facts a n d holds together with
other truths : e.g., to the uneducated man “matter” is anything hard or solid; to the educated man matter is he does
not quite know what, but its qualities of hardness and
“
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solidity are due to physical effects which he calls repulsion,
motion and so on. Both views are true, but the latter is the
more true because it takes into account a much wider circle
of ideas Matter has to “fit in” to the system of the universe
--light, ether, gravity, and so o n ; the present “etheric”
theory of matter does that best, and so is “true” to-day ;
but we know it si not “quite true,” and we doubt if we
shall ever know what the exact truth is.
With regard to religion and morals, space being limited, I
should only like to say that in this sphere of thought Pragmatic t r u t h insists that the true ideas must correlate and
explain our interior selves, our actions, and the exterior
universe, and that ( I ) purely theological ideas which take no
account of modern knowledge of the exterior world; and
(2) purely scientific (so-called) ideas, which take no cognisance of the facts of interior life or of modern psychological
and psychical research are both of them untrue.
It appears, if my conception of Pragmatism be correct,
that so far from being non-intellectual, Pragmatism is essentially intellectual ; so f a r from being vague it is desirous of
the utmost possible clarity of thought.
The reason why so many people persist in lopsided ideas
of Pragmatism seems to be that they insist on regarding
man’s intellect as a kind of ratiocinative machine and
nothing more, a n d Prof. W. James, to his credit, insisted
that the feelings of man were, in philosophy, a t least, a s
important as (not more o r less than) his intellect, a n d I a m
told that Bergson also insists on this fact. Because “feelings” are vague it does not follow that a n analysis of ‘hem
need be; so why this charge of vagueness?
Surely the
brain-racking abstractions of Hegel-an
apotheosis of
logical sophism-ends
in vagueness if anything does.
IR conclusion, is it not true that truth is not absolute if
we have a n y power of altering our conditions? T h e facts
are the truth, and if we can alter the facts of life we a r e
R. N. WARREN.
altering truth in so far forth.

*

INTERVIEW

*

*

WITH MR. GEORGE MOORE.
Sir,--Mr. Moore is a n Irishman-an expatriated Irishman
in that he is largely to this day a prophet without honour
i n his own country; he has gleaned too far afield and tasted
of the culture of a hybrid civilisation tpp deeply to be quite
taken to heart by his own people-but the genius of the born
Irishman-the self-importance that sits at the heart of every
true son of Erin is the animating spirit of his life and work
Hence we are to have a new work from his pen, possibly his
most important one, for it is the ripe fruit of ten years’
deliberations, and Mr. Moore is in his mellow prime.
I had the rare good fortune to meet him at his quiet,
charming home in E l y Place, in Dublin, a short time agoa n ancestral place, I believe-when
he was putting the
finishing t o u c h to his new book, the first volume of which
has just been announced by Mr. Heinemann. T h a t it is a
trilogy, a n d from beginning to end about Ireland is sufficient evidence of the care with which it has been elaborated.
The first volume is called “ H a i l and Farewell,” and this
epitomises the genius of the whole work. I t is really the
author’s hail and farewell to his native land. He was
actually preparing to emigrate for the last time when I
met him, and the
in Ely Place bore signs of the event.
“Why do IIeave lreland ? “ he said to me, repeating my
question, “ I t is a very direct question, but a s I a m about
to put myself in the hands of the British public once more,
I suppose I must answer, malgré what my Irish friends may
think. E leave Ireland because I must have the changebut, indeed, Ido not believe I shall ever come back to it
again. It is the land of my birth and the land of my
ancestors, and I have given it a fair trial, and, finally, I
have given it up. I really do not find life in Dublin
altogether to my liking-perhaps I shall never find it so
anywhere. But Dublin, at any rate-and where else can
a man live in this blessed isle?-is, as a matter of fact,
too arid for a man of my mould. Perhaps I should say
moulding. But I have found something to interest me i n
the nation and the people, and of this my new book is the
produce What am I calling i t ? ‘Aye! Salve! Vale?’ (Hail
Ireland ! Save Ireland ! Farewell Ireland.} T h e farewell is
not altogether personal. It is partly prophetic, as you
shall see. I came back to Ireland shortly after the termination of the Boer war simply-to be frank again--because
after the Boer: war I could not stand England-not till I
had gotten over the thing, anyhow. And soon after I had
settled down here in E l y Place, I discovered that the town
held a group of young fellows with whom the older ones
were very much in sympathy, who seemed to me to be very
worth discovering. These young men were producing the
only real literature that had come out of Ireland since
before the time of Dante in Italy. They gave me quite a
fresh sensation. They seemed to be geniuses. Now what
did they really stand f o r ? This question led me to a study
which I found unusually entertaining of the Ireland of toAN
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day a n d yesterday, a n d this, perhaps, to the longest work o€
fiction I have yet written. Still, the book is only fictional in
guise. I have written history-and criticism of course-and
I have in every case introduced my characters under their
own names strung on a thread of incident that is only
incidentally fictional. I t is perhaps invidious to mention
names, but yon will find William Butler, Yeats, George
Russell (“A. E.”), John M. Synge, Lady Gregory, Sir
Horace Plunkett, Padraic Colum, Dr. Patrick Joyce, Dr.
Sigerson, Sir H u g h Grant, Mr. O’Brien, and even the immortal Tim Healy, in my pages, a s true to the life as I can
possibly draw them. I have found quite a number of men
and women in Ireland during my sojourn here who were
vital, interesting, and even picturesque. I hope the public
will find them so in my pages. My theories, as developed
through the personality and intellect of the brightest people
in the Ireland of to-day, may not find ready and quiescent
acceptance at the hands of the general public.
“ T h a t may be all the better for my publisher,” remarked
the author of “Esther Waters,” with his sardonic smile. “I
have allowed men who think for themselves, who have come
up out of the worn old heart of Ireland, to speak for themselves and their country, to do so in my book without stint
I have made the work original in the clearest, most conscientious sense, and further than that I have no care
whatever. ”
The book may perhaps set a new fashion in literature. I t
would, indeed, be refreshing if some English author of
equal genre should undertake our own celebrities In the
LEWIS FRENCH.
same style.
*

*

*

T H E UNITY OF T H E MOORS.
Sir,-S. Verdad tells the readers of THE NEW AGE that
Mr. T. P. O’Connor and the “Nation” have made “magnificent blunders” in supposing the Moors are a united people,
and that the inhabitants of Fez do not care what happens
at Agadir. Was S. Verdad at Fez when the inhabitants
learnt that the Germans had a gunboat off Agadir? I was
told by a merchant living in Fez that there was great
rejoicing in the city when they heard of the German gunboat’s arrival. What Constitutes a united people ? Schelling a n d Hegel have told us that, to have values in common
constitutes a united people. The Moors have more values
in common than we have. They have one faith, and they
are united to a man in their dislike of European aggression.
If this is not unity I do not know the meaning of the word.

D.
*

*

F O X PITT.

*

ALONG T H E GRAY’S INN ROAD.
Sir,--Over a n opaque sky grey clouds moving heavily
like the wings of tired birds. Wind blowing: in the naked
light buildings and people appear suddenly grotesque---too
sharply modelled, maliciously tweaked into being.
A little procession wending its way up the Gray’s I n n
Road. I n front, a man between the shafts of a hand-barrow
that creaks under the weight of a piano-organ and two
bundles. The man is small a n d greenish brown, head lolling forward, face covered with sweat. T h e piano-organ is
bright red, with a blue a n d gold “dancing picture” on either
side. T h e big bundle is a woman. You see only a black
mackintosh topped with a sailor h a t ; the little bundle she
holds has chalk-white legs and yellow boots dangling from
the loose ends of the shawl. Followed by two small boys,
who walk with short steps, staring intensely at the ground,
as though afraid of stumbling over their feet.
No word is spoken ; they never raise their eyes. And this
silence a n d pre-occupation gives to their progress a strange
dignity.
They are like pilgrims straining forward to Nowhere,
dragging, a n d holding to, and following after that bright
red, triumphant thing with the blue a n d gold “dancing
KATHERINE MANSFIELD.
picture” on either side.
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PLACE

INSTITUTE,

FINSBURY, E.C.
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(Near to Moorgate Street Station, Met Rly.; Broad Street Station, etc.)

A

COURSE OF FOUR

LECTURES

W I L L BE D E L I V E R E D BY

THE REV.

R. ROBERTS

On TUESDAYS, OCTOBER 10, 17, 24. and 31
at 8 p.m., at the above Institute,

1911,

on

THE COLLAPSE OF HISTORICAL CHRISTIANITY.
Chairman at First Lecture (Oct. IO), M R . J. M. ROBERTSON, M . P .
ADMISSION: Reserved and Numbered Seats, Is;. Reserved, but not
numbered, 6d.; Gallery 3d.

COURSETICKETS
price 2s. 6d. and Is. 6d. respectively, may be obtained of
the R. P. A., Ltd., Nos, 5 & 6, Johnson’s Court Fleet Street E. C and of the
South Place Ethical Society South Place, Finstury E C.
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DOYOU ASPIRE
TO B E C O M E

OR JOURNALIST?

AN AUTHOR

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.” Y o u want to
serve a short “ Apprenticeship ” under our guidance. W e 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
pleasure 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,

MR. WINSTON CHURCHILL.

Room 48,9, Arundel St., Strand, London, W.C.

BOOKS A T SPECIAL PRICES
Catalogue No. 380 (September 1 9 1 1 )

Containing

many

New

and

Now READY

Lines in

Attractive

PUBLISHERS’ REMAINDERS.
WILLIAM GLAISHER, LIMITED, Remainder and Discount Booksellers,
265 High Holborn, London.

FREETHOUGHT LECTURES

THE

THEOSOPHIST

Edited by ANNIE BESANT.
The Principal Theosophical Monthly.

In the volume now beginning the following will appear :Theosophy i n Great Britain. By ANNIEBESANT.
By ANNIEBESANT.
Mysticism.

The Masters and the Way to Them.

(Under the auspices o f the Secular Society, Ltd.).

QUEEN’S (MINOR)HALL, LANGHAM PLACE, W.

B y Mr. G . W, FOOTE.
Sunday, Oct. 8,7.30 p.m., “Modern Female Prophets.’’
“2-Mother Eddy.”
7 p.m., Musical Selections; a Dramatic Recital.
Reserved Seats 2/-, Unreserved 1/- & 6d. Questions and Discussion invited.

By ANNIEBESANT.
By ANNIEBESANT.
A Study in Karma.
Catholicism. By the Very Rev. MONSIGNOR
BENSON.
Islam.
By the Rt. Hon. AMEER ALI.
Judaism.
By the Rev. Dr. STRAUSS.

Theosophy and Social Reconstruction.
*

By L. H A D E NGUEST.

Elementary Theosophy.

Series by C. W. LEADBEATER.
By MARGARET
E. COUSINS.
&c., &c.

A

MISCELLANEOUS ADVERTISEMENTS
PRICE Given for Old Gold, Silver, and Platinum, Old
A FAIR
Coins
Medals Diamonds Silver Plate Jewellery China etc AND
ALL KINDS OF F O R E I G N MONEYS Exchanged by MAURICE ESCHWEGE
War

47,Lime Street, Liverpool.

”ASHLET ”

SCHOOL-HOME, Addiestone, Surrey.

Re-

formed Diet. Individual Instruction. Careful Preparation for Public
Examinations Healthy District. Highest References.--Apply PRINCIPAL,

D R A W I N G AND PAINTING.--SICKERT

ANI)

GOSSE, Row-

Ireland and India.

The monthly notes, “ On the Watch Tower,” are written by the Editor,
who also contributes an article every month, a s does also C. W. Leadbeater. ‘‘ Rents in the Veil of Time ” a record of the former lives of
living people, will be continued. There is a quarterly Literary Supplement, appearing in October, January, April, and July. Many illustrations are also given.

Price 1 /- ; post free 1/3.
Subscription, 12/- pes annum, post free.

landson House, 140, Hampstead Road, N.W

G A R D E N CITY, LETCHW0RTH.--Furnished Cottage T o
Let from October; 3 bedrooms ; 15/- weekly.--14, Westholm Green,
Letohworth.

,

SPIRIT--OLDNESS of the LETTER--Read
‘Dialogue with T w o Parsons.

N E W N E S S of the

Val. IV.

ZION’S W O R K S in Free Libraries.

OCCULTISM.--Books on Higher Occultism lent free, sent post
free by VEGETARIAN,
Waterloo Hotel, Wellington College.
“ U N I T A R I A N I S M AN A F F I R M A T I V E FAITH.”
* * The

Unitarian’s justification ” (John Page Hopps), “ Eternal Punishment “
(Stopford Brooke), ‘‘ Atonement “(Page Hopps), given post free.-Miss BARMBY,
Mount Pleasant, Sidmouth.

VEGETARIAN BOARD (full or partial) and Residence, tem-

porary or permanent.
Breakfast from 3s.-Madame
London, W.

Ladies and Gentlemen. Homelike. Room and
VEIGELÉ. 63 and 65, Hereford Road, Bayswater,

THE

IMMEDIATEFUTURE.
By ANNIE BESANT.

I m p e n d i n g Physical Changes’ The Growth of a World
Religion; T h e C o m i n g of a World Teacher. Self-Sacrifice
or Revolution ; Dogmatism or M y s t i c i s m ; England
and India.
Five o f these lectures were listened to with profound interest by vast
audiences in the Queen’s Hall London, and were reported in full every
week in the Christian Commonwealth
Cloth. Price 2 6 net, post f r e e
Front any Bookseller or direct from--

THE THEOSOPHICAL PUBLISHING SOCIETY,
161, N e w Bond Street, London, W.

