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AN examination of the text of the Munitions Bill shows
that the Trade Unions signatory to the agreement with
Mr. Lloyd George have given away even more than we
feared, and in return for much less than we hoped.
It was bad enough to agree to the suspension of Trade
Union rights during the war for the vague and empty
promise to restore them when the war is over; but it is
worse to have consented to the imposition on Trade
Unionists of rules their Executives have never enjoyed,
and in return for nothing whatever. It is all very well
of individuals to emulate the early Christians and when
asked for their coat to give their cloak also. We wish
there were more of this spirit in existence.
But the
Trade Union leaders are the paid trustees of the
organised workmen, and have by no means the right to
be generous with the privileges committed to their
charge.
The least they could have done before handing
over to Mr. Lloyd George their members’ property was
to consult their members and to procure their consent.
If they had taken it upon themselves to order a strike
under the same circumstances,
the profiteering classes
would have called heaven and earth to witness their
despotism in disposing of their members’ fortunes without
the authority
of a ballot. But when their action
is pleasing to the governing classes, nothing, it would
seem, is more sensible and just than to carry it over
the heads of the rank and file. This
high-handed
procedure may, we do not deny, prove effective for the
purpose in view; in which event we must suppose it to be
justified.
On the other hand, it is much more likely, in
our opinion, to aggravate
the original causes of
complaint.
***
In nothing, perhaps, is the pusillanimity of both the
Government and the Trade Union officials more clearly
to be discerned than in the clauses relating to the limitation
of profits. As everybody may see, during the
occultation of partisanship in the Press, practically every
journal in the country has been calling for the abolition
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of profits during the war. The
most
astonishing
unanimity
prevails on the subject in Fleet Street. But if we
are not to have what everybody, save a few profiteers,
desires, at least we might expect to see, if not the
complete
abolition, then the limitation of profits in the whole
of the munitions industry.
Not at all, however ! For
on reading the Bill we find that profits are to be limited
only in those shops which shall be declared “controlled
establishments,” and of which there will be as few as
possible.
For what, again, are these “controlled
establishments”?
Shops, we are told by the “Times,” “in
which all appeals have been useless and trouble has been
continually recurring,”
in a word, shops in which the
employers cannot get on with their men. The upshot is
therefore this, that all the munition factories in which
the workmen labour willingly are to make and keep
what profits they can; while the factories in which the
men work unwillingly are to be fined in profits by a
fixed amount.
Is not this to invite the workmen to
give trouble in every munition factory without
exception,
seeing that by this means alone profits will be
limited ? Every strike under these circumstances
will
plainly mean a contribution to the national exchequer !
But apart from this ludicrous conclusion and from other
objections that could be urged-as,
for instance, that it
is unfair to single out munition factories for exceptional
treatment, and that it is inequitable to limit profits in
some establishments
in return for the suspension of
Trade Union rules in all-it will be found, we believe,
that the plan of limiting profits at all is impracticable.
In the first place, who is going to calculate, to the
nicety required, the proportion of profits due to the war
alone, with the proper allowances for special machinery,
etc.?
The shops with the slimmest accountants
will
obviously have the advantage here, to the double
detriment
of the nation. And in the second place, considering
that workmen are to be drafted from one employer
to another, it is as manifestly unjust to transfer their
profitability without compensation
from their first
employeras it is impossible to calculate exactly their
profitablility
to
their
second
employer. It is beyond human
wisdom, we submit, to deal fairly as between one
employer and another under these circumstances ; and the
attempt to limit the profits of one while leaving the
other free to keep all he makes is bound to result in
worse injustice than the plan is designed to remedy.

It need not be so much as asked in whose peculiar
interests these clauses are framed.
The profiteers’,
without
question. But what defence there is for them is
another
matter. That they are just nobody can maintain
or indeed attempts
to maintain. Profits are now
seen by everybody to be a tax levied by private
employers on the industry of the nation without any return
in service whatever.
‘They are, in fact, something
over and above the cost of production, which the
capitaliststake as the price of their permission to the rest
of their fellows to labour. If, we say, every penny of
profit were taken by the State to-morrow, industry
could still be run with its present and probably with
greater efficiency; for it must be understood that the
costs of management in salaries and working-expenses
are not a part of profit, which is merely the surplus after
these are paid.
But is it then expedient that profits
should continue to be allowed?
The answer to this
question we have still to see. For the moment such is
the blindness of the Trade Unionists that they do not
realise that the Government
is conciliating
the
profiteers at their and our expense. Should they realise
it, however, there can be no doubt what choice wlll be
offered our commercial classes : to abolish profits
altogether or to dispense with labour. Which, after all,
is the more important to the State-that
profits should
be preserved or that workmen should labour?
For
ourselves we would urge the Trade Unions to present an
ultimatum at once : to offer to work freely in establishments
where
profits
are abolished,
but
to withdraw
their members from every factory in which profits, even
limited profits, are allowed. After advocating the abolition
of profits, the Press could not deny that the men
would be right in insisting upon it.
***
It will be observed that while the abolition of
profiteering is partial, the corresponding concession of the
Unions to forgo the right to strike, is total. And not
onIy have the signatory Unions signed away their rights
in the Munitions industry, but under Clause 3 of Part
I of the Bill they empower the Government to suspend
these rights at its discretion in any industry whatever.
This is not our interpretation of the clause alone. The
“Daily News,” which cannot be accused of subtlety,
explicitly confirms it.
“The Government,”
it says,
“have taken power to arm themselves against strikes
in any industry whatever at a moment’s notice.” And
it adds that “it is equally certain that in taking this step
they have the hearty support of the great mass of
public opinion, which regards all strikes at the present
time as morally indefensible.” What a pity it is that
everything else that the great mass of public opinion
finds morally indefensible at this moment cannot be as
easily suspended or abolished as the right of workmen
to strike!
Profiteering, for example, which even the
‘‘Daily News” finds morally indefensible-why
is that
only to be limited in a few cases when strikes are to be
abolished in all cases? Why is the raising of the prices
of indispensable commodities, which the great mass of
public opinion certainly regards as morally indefensible,
to be permitted and the raising of wages by means of
strikes forbidden ? Why are extravagant luxuries still
allowed to the wealthy against the moral judgment of
the mass of public opinion and only the attempt. of workmen
to improve
their condition
not allowed?
The
“Daily News” will surely see that to forbid the strikes
of workmen to raise their wages while permitting the
strikes of the profiteers to increase their prices and
profits, is to make fish of one class and fowl of the
other.
If workmen are to be compelled by law to work
at fixed wages during the war, the just concomitant is
that profiteers should be compelled to sell their goods
at fixed prices. It is monstrous that alone among
commoditieslabour should have its price fixed. When every
other commodity is allowed to profit by the Laws of
Supply and Demand, it is morally indefensible that the
commodity of labour should alone have an embargo
placed upon it. The just accompaniment, and, if our

advice were taken, the enforced accompaniment, of the
abolition of the right to strike (which, in effect, is the
fixing of the price of labour) is the fixing of the price of
every other commodity. For nothing less, if we were
Trade Unions, would we abandon our right to take the
same advantage of the market as is allowed to be taken
by the profiteers.
***
Of all the provisions of the Bill the clauses referring
to the formation of a flying squadron of workmen
appear to us the most incredible.
We have had
occasion many times to deplore the stupidity of Trade
Union leaders, but never in our judgment was it more
dense than when they set their hands to the creation
of a body of official strike-breakers
and blacklegs.
These are not, we know, the names by which the volunteer
munition workers will be called in other places,
but we appeal to our free colleagues of the Press to
confirm the accuracy of our description. Look at the
duties to be imposed upon them with the sanction of
fines and possibly expulsion from their Unions. They
are to be ready at a moment’s notice to proceed to any
munitions factory where trouble is rife (that is, where
the workmen are discontented), and to take the place
of the previous employees who themselves are to be
refused further employment in any shop of their trade.
If this is not strike-breaking
we should like to know
what it is. And not only is there to be no discussion
of the rights and wrongs of the case, but it is to be
assumed out of hand that the workmen are wrong and
properly
subject
to
the penalty
of permanent
unemployment.
An impartial person might suppose that in
the event of a difference of opinion between the
employers and the workmen in any munitions factory,
either party might conceivably be to blame; and that in
any case, if time did not allow discussion, both parties
would be suspended while the factory was in use by
the State and its volunteers.
If, in fact, the Government
were to declare in its Bill that, in the event of
trouble, both the employers and the employed would be
penalised, the former by the forfeiture of their right to
profit, the latter by the forfeiture of their right to
wages, we should have nothing much to object. The
emergency might demand it. But under the Bill it is
the workmen alone who are to be penalised. The
employers, on the other hand, are to be supplied with a
new set of workmen, guaranteed to be disciplined and
obedient by State and Union guarantees, out of whom
they are to be allowed to make a maximum profit
exceeding by one-fifth their profit of the last two years.
Why, it is almost enough to tempt employers to
provoke a quarrel with their present free workmen thus to
dangle before them the prospect of a disciplined body
of State substitutes.
At worst they only forfeit the
chance of profits beyond the 20 per cent. war bonus;
while their recalcitrant workmen are compelled to
forfeit the right to make a penny of wages for the rest of
the war. And this is the scheme the signatory Unions
are doing their best to forward?!
***
We do not wonder that under the circumstances the
Miners have so far refused to be a party to the agreement
on the ground that the Bill is the thick end of the
wedge of Servile Labour.
It may be that the fact
that Mr. Smillie, the President of the Miners’ Federation,
is not a twicer and a Member of Parliament as well as
a Trade Union leader, accounts for his perception of
the meaning of the Bill whose purport is obscure to the
dazzled eyes of his colleagues.
Be that as it may, it
is no less comprehensible that Mr. Lloyd George should
be as anxious to include the Miners in his scheme as
they, we hope, are determined to remain out of it. The
reason is plain. Provided that all the Unions, with no
great exception, allow themselves to support the Bill,
its success is practically assured. Wages will be fixed
and docile labour will be guaranteed while prices and

profits may mount up as they please. But one great
Union left out of the scheme is like the single bird that
escapes from the trap: it will tell all the others ! No
public propaganda, we think, will be necessary on the
part of the Miners’ Union to convince the rest of their
fellows that in declining to enter the scheme they are
right and the rest of the Unions wrong. Their mere
existence outside will be enough to force reflection upon
the contrast between freedom and bondage, between
selling rights and giving them away for nothing. Sooner
or later their example will prove contagious; and it is
with confidence that we predict the failure of the present
agreement and the coming need to revise its terms on a
more equitable basis.
***
Instinct rather than reason, we should say, has
dictated the decision of the Government to proceed with a
National Register ; and information
rather
than
intelligencehas forewarned “P. W. W.” and others that
the Register is intended to be “a step towards the
compulsion
oflabour.” Why a National Register should
imply the compulsion of Labour and not of Capital as
well, it would be hard to say ! Is it that the Nation and
Labour are at last being recognised as synonymous
terms?
But there are several observations, by no means
academic, that we must make upon the project. In the
first place, it is not to be denied that munitions are
necessary to the war, and that labour is necessary to
the making of munitions. But because labour is nationally
indispensable it does not follow that the
compulsion
of labour is just.
On the contrary,
the more
necessary labour is proved to be, the more it is the
duty of the nation to approach it with conciliatory
methods and with justice. The passage of Belgium
was necessary, we were told, to the military success of
Germany-but
was its enforcement therefore just? If
our governing classes do not wish to repeat the error
of Prussia they will think twice before “compelling”
Labour merely because Labour is necessary to their
military
plans. In the second place, it is not only right,
but we venture to say it will be expedient, before
compelling Labour, to inquire of Labour upon what
terms it is prepared to allow the compulsion of its
minority.
If we know anything of Labour’s mind the
reply will surely be that Compulsion is permissible only
on condition that it is universal. To plead that it is
useless to conscript the wealthy because they are
unskilled is to condemn the class industrially to the fate
of drones. Anything may be done with them since,
now that winter has came, their uselessness
is
demonstrated.
But if they are of no use in industry they may
still be of use in other ways; and we should demand, in
the event of the conscription of the labour-power of
the poor, that the money-power of the rich be equally
conscripted.
***
Finally, we must ask whether all the implications of a
National Register have been taken into account by its
advocates.
For ourselves, we have not only no objection
to it, but, provided that the Register is national
and not confined to a class, we welcome it. For see
what is implied in it. To begin with, it implies the
enumeration and organisation
of the necessary
and
socially desirable and possible industries of the nation,
and the elimination of all the rest. Is that understood?
Then it no less implies the elimination of all the
persons whose existence is a luxury the nation can no
longer afford. These,
we suppose-the
classes whom
the great Mr. Chamberlain described as those who toil
not neither do they spin, yet rivalled Solomon in luxury
-must be drafted into one or other of the nationally
necessary industries
to earn the pay appropriate
to
their skill.
Is that understood?
On the constructive
side there is implied in the Register the national
organisation of industry, industry by industry, in such
a fashion that each attains its maximum economic
efficiency in subordination to the common welfare.
In

short, the organisation of industry in National Guilds.
Is that, we ask, understood?
But if that is the case,
and our Press and Parliament know what they are
about, we have nothing to complain of. If to the
besieging menace of Prussian State Kultur we can reply
with the organisation of National Guilds, not only shall
we win the war, but we shall have gone a long way to
justify in the sight of God what otherwise must be a
senseless crime. A National Register by all means, but
only as a step to National Guilds and not, as
“P. W. W.” says, to the compulsion of Labour alone.
***
It may be said that we are proposing to burn the
house to roast a pig. The immediate need is munitions,
and only such reorganisation
as is necessary to this
end ought to be undertaken at this moment. We can
reply, however, that the emergency may not prove to be
so transient as this objection assumes. Certainly,
if
only munitions for the next few months are in question,
we shall not expect the radical reorganisation
suggestedabove. But is that as far as we must look
ahead?
Already the Army is preparing for a second
winter campaign;
and haw many more winters must
pass before the war is ended nobody can say. Besides,
as we have many times pointed out, the peace that
follows the war will be scarcely less exigent than war
itself. We are not therefore to reconstruct industry as
if the need were only momentary, but rather as if it
were likely to prove permanent.
Again, it is clearly
essential, even for the special effort they are being called
upon to make, that our workmen should be inspired by
some hope greater even than that of defeating Prussianism.
It is true that we are fighting in a good cause,
but would the cause be any the less commanding if the
better cause of the emancipation of Labour from the
wage system were added to it? The mere prospect and
promise of a reorganised England would, we believe,
bring to the national colours on field and in factory
every workman with all his heart, mind and strength.
As willingly as they fight against Germany, so and more
would they fight for a new England.
***
We are afraid, however, that it is precisely this
idealistic spirit which our governing classes dread to
arouse.
While they can utilise it for their own ends
it is good; but so soon as it threatens to transform
society, it must be suppressed or diverted. What other
purpose than turning the minds of the people from
sacrifice to profiteering is to be discovered in the terms
of the new national loan? The reasons that led to the
issue of five shilling bonds are as clear as they are
Apprehensive lest after the war the
disgraceful.
enormousindebtedness of the nation should prompt an
inquiry into the personnel of our bondholders (and,
perhaps, to the repudiation of the debt) the latter have
hit upon the ingenious device of associating as many of
the poor with themselves as advertisements and appeals
can effect. The interests of the few big moneylenders
are anticipated to be safe when they are linked with
the interest of the wretched many little moneylenders.
But if money exists to be lent at interest to the nation
in its extremity, it exists, we should have thought, to be
commandeered without interest, if not to be taxed
outright.Credit, we are told, is as necessary to the war
as men. Why then beseech men to lend or give their
lives and not ask capitalists to lend or give their credit?
Justice demands, we maintain, that in any future talk
of the compulsion of Labour, whether for industry or
war, the compulsion
of Capital should be taken as
necessarily accompanying
it. Like the writers of the
“Morning
Post,” we too have had enough
of the
voluntary system-so
long as it is applied to Capital
alone. When Capital has been conscripted without the
inducement of a ruinous rate of interest, our workmen
may fairly be asked to consent to the conscription of
their labour.
But not before.

Foreign

Affairs

By S. Verdad.
MR. LANSINGhas been appointed Secretary of State in
succession to Mr. Bryan, and the change is certainly
for the better. An examination of the new Note which
led to friction between the President and the nominal
head of his Cabinet does not disclose any good reason
for making a fuss; but, as is now beginning to be
realised in England, we cannot judge the issue without
taking into consideration
Mr. Bryan’s upbringing and
his idealism.
Mr. Bryan is essentially a Westerner,
a man without the slightest knowledge of the world
outside his own parish.
He has never been able to
adapt himself even to the social rules of his own capital
or of the eastern States of the Union ; and he has never
attempted
to study international
affairs from the
standpoint
of astatesman. The most elementary principle
of practical politics is now, as it has always been, that
the first duty of any State is to defend itself
from
aggression; and to ensure peace by preparing for war
is still a sound enough rule. This was an aspect of
politics which Mr. Bryan simply refused to consider.
It was not only that he loathed war ; he disliked the very
thought
of
even making preparations
for defence.
Thousands of lives and millions of dollars’ worth of
property were lost in Mexico almost entirely through
Mr. Bryan’s pacifism;
he would neither interfere
Mr. Bryan’s
himselfnor let any other country interfere.
chief political fetish is free silver; and he has never had
any other idea beyond arbitration.
An orator and
nothing more, he rests his political faith on the dangerously
insecure basis of speeches and written documents ;
and, despite the lessons of the European war, he still
clings with pathetic, ludicrous earnestness to the fallacious
belief that an International Court forms a practical
and applicable solution of international difficulties.
***
More than one critic has commented with amusement
on Mr. Bryan’s references to international agreements.
Diplomatists have complained that the ex-Secretary
of
State could never
be induced
to discuss practical
questions
demanding
immediate solution-indeed,
he
knew nothing of such questions and preferred to leave
them to his permanent staff-but
that he was always
ready to enter into an academic dissertation
on the
efficacy of international law, another subject which he
had never studied.
How the outbreak
of the war
affected such a man as this it is not easy to imagine.
Within a week all Mr. Bryan’s idealistic theories were
shattered, as every practical man knew they would he
when put to the test of experience. Those
Hague
Conventions,by which he set so much store, were violated
by the aggressive Power time and again; but no word
of protest came from Washington.
It seems incredible,
but it is now known from Mr. Bryan’s own speeches,
that when “military necessity” was trampling on every
international code in which he took an interest he
himselfwas engaged in considering how international law
might be strengthened-after
the war !
***
It is not to be assumed, however, that no Notes were
sent by Mr. Bryan by way of protest. Only two days
ago as I write-a week before the publication of this
article-there was ‘published in the English and American
papers the text of our latest reply to the United
States on the subject of contraband and the right of
search‘. We explained our position
in this regard
before; but we have had to do it again.
We may
observe, from the telegraphed comments, that
practically
the entire
American
Press
acknowledges
most
cordially the endeavours made by the British Admiralty
to give no offence to neutral nations in the matter of
sea traffic; and the same papers note that the German
Admiralty has sunk one neutral ship after another without
the slightest
remorse,
and usually without
the
slightest
warning.
Danes, Norwegians,
Swedes, the

Dutch‘, and even the Americans themselves, have all
had
to complain
of German recklessness
towards
neutrals on the sea; and little courtesy they have had
for their pains.
And still the White House has not
lodged a general protest : it has confined itself to dealing
with particular instances relating to American ships.
Six months of war passed over us before the American
Government ventured to lift its official voice in favour
of humanity-American
humanity -and
it did so then
only because trading interests were involved. But it
protested quickly enough at an earlier date because
American vessels were stopped for a few hours on the
high seas and searched for contraband
by British
cruisers.
***
That, then, is what the influence of a government of
pacific idealists amounts
to in international
affairs.
The campaign has now raged for eleven months, but
we have not as yet had a protest from Washington
against the violations of The Hague Conventions of
which Germany and Austria have been guilty : the
seizure of hostages, the indiscriminate sowing of mines
in neutral waters, the bombardment
of open towns,
the poisoning of wells, and so forth. It is true that the
war is not yet over and that Mr. Wilson, now that Mr.
Bryan has gone, may feel himself at liberty to send
stronger Notes to Germany on the subject of submarine
warfare.
Even if he should do so, it must be
remembered
that a specific protest of this nature has no bearing
on the remaining violations
of The Hague
Conventions.
The United States Government did not lodge
any diplomatic protest until German submarines
had
jeopardised American
lives.
It has not yet protested
against the German outrages in Belgium, in France, in
Poland, and in neutral waters.
***
But, if the Washington Government tries to hide
from itself the powerlessness of pacifism in Europe, it
surely cannot afford to neglect Mexico. It is easy to
say that Mexico is in a chaotic condition; and it is not
surprising that our own Foreign Office has issued a
notice recommending Englishmen to avoid Mexico for
some time to come unless urgent business makes it
necessary for them to go there. A single fact will show
what this state of Mexican chaos actually is. Within
the last week we have had the reports of the three chief
Mexican railway systems-the
Northern
Railways
of
Mexico, the Mexican Railway, and
the Interoceanicand in each case not merely is no dividend paid but the
companies
point out that there is no authority to apply
to for redress.
Some of the lines have been held in
turn by the Carranzists, the Huertists, and the followers
of Zapata and Villa. Portions of the same railway
system are even now held by different groups of the
revolutionists.
Miles of track have been torn up,
bridges have been destroyed by dynamite, stations and
rolling-stock
have been burnt. The lives of English,
American, German, and Spanish settlers have been lost,
and the damage done already amounts to hundreds of
millions of dollars. As I have said before, Mr. Bryan
has refused to intervene in Mexico, and he has refused
to allow other nations to intervene. Very reluctantly
he was persuaded to sanction the sending of a few
warships to Vera Cruz, which was shelled; but this halfhearted attempt to restore order only infuriated the
rebels without achieving any result.
If the United
States is to be rehabilitated in the eyes of the world,
she should immediately protest against
the AustroGerman violations of the
Hague Conventions,
and
attend to the work of restoring order in Mexico. True,
Mr. Bryan attended a pro-German meeting in New
York last Friday at which the chairman said : ”There
will be no war between the United States and Germany;
we German-Americans will not permit it.” The South
African Boers, or some of them, said the same thing,
and General Botha fought them before proceeding to
fight the common enemy. Is Mr. Wilson prepared, if
necessary, to be equally courageous?

Military

Notes.

By Romney.
THE phalanx tactics that have won the Germans’ way
to Lemberg, may aptly be compared to the lunge of a
bayonet or any other clumsy weapon which, once
delivered, is irrevocable, and, unless decisive, exposes the
combatant to the counter-attack of his adversary in an
unfavourable
position. A bayonet, as opposed, say, to
a sword, is a weapon lacking mobility.
If you get
home with it, you get home well, but if you make a
miscalculation and lunge at the wrong point, the weight
and clumsiness of your weapon prevents your recovering
yourself with rapidity, whilst the swordsman with
his light and easy tool can make a dozen errors to your
one and retrieve them every time. The Germans have
lunged at Lemberg. They have in that effort launched
the length of Galicia an enormous compact force of
men and heavy guns which, from its very size, weight,
and dependence upon the railway, can turn neither
to the right nor to the left, but only go straight ahead.
Straight ahead it has gone, and pierced through
everything opposed to it : but at the Galician frontier
the railway ends and the lunger has come to the end
of his reach without having
VITALLY damaged
his
enemy.
He has now therefore to recover himself and
deliver another
lunge somewhere else--probably
at
Warsaw-but
it is precisely during the period of
recovery that he is most exposed to counter-attack.
If
the Russians had been fool; enough to stand in front
of Przemysl or Lemberg and offer battle, the regular
thrust of the phalanx might have damaged them
decisively-which is what the Germans wanted. As
howeverthey very wisely retired before the lunge until its
momentum was exhausted,
they now find themselves
in the strongest of positions, beyond the enemy’s reach,
and no worse off save for the loss of a certain amount
of hostile ground, which they may well hope to recover
as soon as the exhausted phalanx starts its inevitable
retreat.
The only solid advantages which the Germans
have gained are--a certain impression
on ill-informed
British and neutral opinion, the temporary rescue of
Hungary from invasion, and the temporary recovery of
the Galician oil fields. Fur the: rest, to those who
begin to be discouraged at the apparent delay in the
Allies’ grand offensive in the West, I commend the
following considerations, which I shall number (a), (b),
(c), (d), and (e).
(a) If the French wanted to attack decisively, their
success in their partial attacks shows that they could
have done so.
(b) The probability is therefore that for one reason or
another they have deliberately resolved not to attack.
(C) They cannot therefore regard the situation in the
East as really critical-or
they would counter-attack
in
force for the mere purpose of relieving it.
(d) From this we draw the natural inference that they
consider that by these desperate lunges eastward the
Germans
are only exhausting
themselves without
commensurateresult, and so playing our game.
(e) General Joffre is not a fool. Lord Northcliffe is.
Like a good many other English Catholics, my first
feeling on reading the account of the Pope’s interview
was one of extreme anger. Whatever
their motives
the Allies are in effect so obviously fighting if not
directly for the Church, at any rate that particular
brand of civilisation which implies the Church, that one
may well feel exasperated with an obtuseness that
refuses to seize the opportunity for a definite pronouncement.
Reflection, however, shows one that the Vatican
can scarcely be expected to commit itself. The Pope is
judge not of fact but of law. Whether the Germans have
or have not strikingly and deliberately broken the laws
of Christian and civilised warfare may appear to u s a
question with only one answer, but after all we are not
judge and jury but prosecutors, and seeing how much

depends upon a definite Papal verdict, both immediately
and hereafter as a precedent, one cannot be surprised
if it is withheld until such time as an impartial inquiry
can be conducted and all the facts marshalled.
And
that will not be till long after hostilities have ceased.
Meanwhile,
the most fanatical ultra-montane
will not
deny that the Pope, who pretends to no infallibility in
questions of fact, may be as ill-informed as anyone.
Anybody who has been stationed in localities where
espionage has been taking place knows how right the
editor of this paper was when he stated a few weeks
ago that the danger is not now from the naturalised or
non-naturalised German, but from the deliberate treachery
of those who, by birth
and profession,
are
as
English as ourselves.
A striking proof
has been
afforded us in the matter of respirators. It will come as a
disagreeable surprise to many to learn that a large
percentage of the home-made respirators which were in use
by the troops (until a recent order forbade them), have
been deliberately tampered with, so that the wretched
soldier was exposed without protection
to the gas.
Others, again, were actually poisoned. Now, I do not
suppose that any large proportion of these were made
by Germans in any sense of the word. The elaborate
precautions now adopted prevent any recurrence of this
treachery, but our confidence i n our countrymen is not
increased.
About a year ago or more I had a controversy with
an ex-corporal of Regulars who took exception to a
statement of mine that one of the leading motives that
impelled men to join the Army in time of peace was love
of adventure. My adversary maintained, and that from
inquiries personally conducted, that the great majority
of men enlisting did so because they were, financially
or otherwise, in a tight corner, and saw the Army as
the one way out. Being of a gentle and forgiving
disposition I hesitated to call him a liar, and contented
myself at the time with remarking that these personal
inquiries were very apt to result as the inquirer wished
them to result. In other words most men are not very
clearly conscious of their motives for any course, and
will be very apt to let their answers be suggested to them
by the questioner.
At the time I expect most people
thought that the ex-corporal had the best of the
argument, since, having passed through the ranks himself,
he was in the better position to judge. Well, a week
ago another ex-soldier, and presumably
as good an
authority as the other, wrote to the ‘‘Daily Mail,”
protesting vehemently against similar statements by Mr.
F. S. Oliver, the well-known conscriptionist.
The
normal peace-time recruit, Mr. Oliver had said, enlists
because he has an empty belly and no very obvious way
of filling it, to which our ex-soldier indignantly objects
that after seven years’ service in the 15th Hussars he
from
can absolutely deny such a statement. “Speaking
personal experience,” he says, “I can safely say that
the man who enlisted, previous to the war, because
he was hungry, or because he was bearing a ‘burden
of shame’ was the exception rather than the rule. As
a matter of fact, most men joined the Army out of a
love of soldiering, of adventure, and of a freedom from
responsibility.
”
Now I am not going to attempt to decide between
these witnesses. The truth probably lies between them.
It is, however, interesting to note what different views
will be taken of the same set of facts by persons of
opposing
temperaments.
There are few things on this
earth less reliable than “evidence,” especially in regard
to other men’s motives-concerning
which
intuition
and an accurate analysis of one’s own feelings in similar
circumstances will always be a far better guide than the
most elaborate tabulation of the answers of ordinary
men unaccustomed
to analyse their feelings, and shy
about expressing
them.
For example, out of the
thousands
of Englishmen who have recently enlisted
out of patriotism pure and simple, how many could be
induced to admit as much?
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IX
I HAVE considered National Guilds in their relation to
Collectivism and the organised consumer : it is also
important to consider the criticism that is likely to be
levelled at them from the extreme left. I refer not to
the Syndicalists, but to the pure mediaevalists, whose
hearts are in the borough, not the nation, and whose
hatred of the large unit would drive them to attack
National Guilds as clumsy, centralised, and
bureaucratic.
By

Doubtless the devotees of small-scale production, tiny
workshop, and village communes are with us in spirit.
They have learned their lesson from Industrialism and
reinforced it with a course upon Collectivism. But, if
they are going to accuse the National Guildsmen of
opportunism, compromise,
and trying to make heaven
without first abolishing hell, surely we in our turn may
call them, with all deference and good feeling, a pack
of ostriches. What, in the name of common sense, can
be achieved by this stark reaction? The sun will not
stand still upon Chartres nor the moon on the miracles
of Bruges. Man may not be the victim of circumstance
-quite reasonably may our National Guildsmen have
divergent views about the economic interpretation
of
history-but
none the less he is certainly not completely
its master. From the manorial, the urban, and pelagic
we have advanced to the national and the oceanic. You
may dislike it, but you cannot deny it. You may wish to
go back, and I ask you how? You may bury your head
in the sand and say, “I don’t like the nasty world.”
An excellent taste, no doubt.
But what of your
constructiveactivities? Is vain regret to move the unholy
mountain ?
History does not take a step forward and then a step
back. Industry has not left the craft guilds merely to
return to them. History lurches sideways and staggers
like a drunken man; but even the weariest toper comes
somewhere safe to bed, and history does not repeat
itself.
It moves mysteriously, but it does not circle in
a groove. Discarded ideas and discarded institutions
come back to men’s minds and are incorporated in the
policies and philosophies of a newer epoch. So the Guild
idea will return, not in its pristine form, but fused with
the wider relationships and vaster activities
of the
modern world. We cannot expect the future to carry
us back to pedlars and fairs, to self-contained and selfsufficing boroughs, to the Roman faith and all its
fineness
and futilities. But we can at least hope that the
lurch of history will carry us one step towards mediaevalism,
and let us pause there, not eternally and of fixed
purpose, but merely to take up a load of old ideas, that
we may sift them, and weave those worthy in the web
of our existence. Our friends of the left will want to
continue that pause; but history will not allow them to
halt and meditate. Rather will it sweep them on its
perpetualand winding course.
And why, after all, should we fear to be so swept along?
Apart altogether from the question of possibility, is it
desirable to make this complete return? Is machinery
in itself an evil? Are the vast intercourse and intricacy
of human relationship themselves objectionable?
Certainlythis must be left a matter of opinion, but I, for
my part, would suggest that it is easy to exaggerate the
charm and happiness of mediaevalism.
Machinery
has
come to stay, and in most cases it ought to stay,
provided we can humanise the position of the machineminder. Modern methods spell convenience and laboursaving in many ways ; they mean, if properly controlled,
better health and more amenities.
It is madness to

regret these things; even Industrialism
is not wholly
vile. Indeed, it has its manifest advantages.
What is
wrong with modern machinery and modern methods of
production is the profiteering with which they are so
intimately, but not inevitably, connected. Turn machineproduction to use-production, substitute national service
for private
profit, institute self-government
and
corporateresponsibility in the sphere of industry, and you
have removed the dangers of the system. That may
not satisfy our extremer mediaevalists. Their cry of
back to the fourteenth century has become as urgent
as the cry of “Back to Nature.” And it is just as
unnatural; for we are parts of nature, and nature does not
go back.
But, it may be urged, National Guilds will be immense
bodies and will involve the centralisation and
bureaucracy
against which Guildsmen are the first to cry out.
That is a cogent argument, but it can be easily met.
In the first place Guildsmen are essentially optimists,
and put their faith in humanity. Therefore
they
assume, rightly or wrongly, that if men are allowed to do
their own work they will do it tolerably well. If men
are careless and slack, nothing in the world can prevent
bureaucracy;
if they are keen and have regained the
craftsman’s interests and instinct, it will be very
difficult
to foist bureaucracy
upon them. National
Guilds
are capable of producing deadness and inertia : so is any
system.
It depends on humanity.
And in the second
place, this granted, is it not extremely likely that men
will use democratic power in industry, when its results
are soon felt and seen, more energetically than in
politics,when we have to wait long for almost invisible
results?
At present,
or under State Socialism,
the
dreaded bureaucrat is the interloper, the politician, the
favourite, the Public School youth with a tone, the man of
Push and Go, who comes into industry from an entirely
different
atmosphere. Naturally such intervention has a
deadening effect on the whole service: refusal to
promote from the ranks causes despair ; distrust breeds
disaffection.No wonder that our present national services
are not shining examples. They are founded upon
distrust and not upon democracy.
If the workers had
freedom and responsibility
in their work, they might
think more of their work. And if they thought more
about their work the rank and file would keep a closer
watch upon the hierarchy. Trade Unions, you say,
become bureaucratic, oligarchic, preposterously
reactionary.
The reason is that the members are apathetic.
So
long as large numbers of workers regard their Union
merely as a friendly society, and neglect it as a weapon
of offence, so long will their enthusiasm be coterminous
with benefits. Bureaucracy in Trade Unionism is built
not on the nature of the thing, but on the slackness of
the members. At present the bulk of the members have
no Trade Union ideals, and are completely ignorant of
Trade Union possibilities. Hence their placid willingness
to let things slide and to vote for the old gang.
But alter that. Make the Trade Union a producing
Guild with rights and responsibilities, power and status,
make it the most vital thing in a man’s life, make it
count tremendously, and then you will see a change.
There will be alertness and criticism,
real democracy.
The officials will not be elected in boredom and allowed
to go their own old way. The guardians will have their
guards.
There is no need for divergence on this point of
mediaevalism.
There is room here for a variety of views.
Some will support the National Guild movement because
they believe in the future, and would welcome the fusing
of the great society with the old ideals of work: others
will join because, though they hate the new methods and
the new society, and would fain go right back to the
Middle Ages, they know such a thing to be impossible,
and are willing to play with compromise. There is room
for both parties, for those who accept the ideal as essentially
good and those who accept it as the best compromise
in an evil world. Why, after all, should we
dogmatise?
For here, to adapt the Shavian quip, the Guild
idea is that there is no idea.
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I HAVE said that the policy of the Chamber of Mines is
to reduce working costs on the gold mines to the
lowest possible minimum and to increase the output,
and therefore the profits to the highest possible
maximum.
(To all appearance, at any rate, the increase in
the output and the profits would be the natural and
inevitable consequence of a reduction in working costs,
though not necessarily, as we shall see.) And
so
convincedis the average citizen that such a policy must be
ultimately advantageous
to the community, and to the
world at large, that he cannot imagine any possible
consequences sufficiently disastrous to justify the State,
or anybody else, in interfering with that policy. The
average citizen knows that gold is a very rare and
valuable commodity-it
never occurs to him that its
rarity may have something to do with its value-and he
believes, naturally enough, that the more of it the world
possesses the richer and better it will be, and that the
lower working costs are reduced the greater will be the
supply of gold.
This is also the view of orthodox
political economy; and as for the view of that which
is only semi-orthodox the average citizen cannot be
expected to know very much about it. Very few people
have the time or the patience to read or understand a
“science,”
the most popular exponent
of which
considersit necessary to enter into an elaborate and tedious
inquiry as to whether the necessity of procuring “food,
shelter and protection against enemies,”
or the desire
for “ornaments
and playthings”
was the ‘‘dominant
origin of industry and property”-as
if it mattered a
pin anyhow--or whether, again, “the use of tatoos and
masks, drums and gongs, and other play products”
was for “mere glory of self-assertion” alone, or “also
for courtship, for recognition
and for frightening of
enemies.”
(See the very latest in economic thought,
Mr. J. A. Hobson’s “Work and Wealth,” and compare
the song, “A
hundred pipers an’ a’”,
by Robbie
Burns, I think.) Such speculations may be very amusing,
and even very valuable from a scientific point of
view, but it is obvious that they are (beyond the reach of
the average citizen. For, even if he had the leisure to
study them the terms employed are so unfamiliar and
the reasoning so intricate and obscure, that no ordinary
person could imagine that they were even intended to
have any reference to the business of everyday life.
The result is that when the average citizen is told by
someone who ought to know all about it--however
interested that someone may be-that the capitalist-without
whom no industry can prosper-is
a “shy bird”
and his capital a very “sensitive” thing, he has to be
satisfied and go on minding his own affairs.
Under
these circumstances I consider it necessary,
before entering upon an examination of the policy of
the Chamber of Mines, to say a few words about modern
industry in general, and the Rand Gold Mining industry
in particular.
In doing so I shall not be guided by the
speculations either of the orthodox or the semi-orthodox
political economists, but will follow for once the opinions
of an “average citizen” who has had the opportunity
and, as far as I can judge, the ability to study the
question from an entirely new, though quite
commonplace,
standpoint.
Just about
the time the
Bluebook
dealing with the rebellion was placed upon the
table of the Union House of Assembly, there was placed
on the same table-without flourish-another
Bluebook
containing
the Report
of
the
Statutory
Commission,appointed after the industrial trouble in July,
1913, to inquire into certain grievances among the Railway
employees
of the Union. I was originally elected
by the Railwaymen as their representative
on that
Commission,but my deportation in January, 1914, rendered
a fresh election necessary.
Mr. J. M. Nield, the
Assistant Secretary of the Railwaymen’s Society, who

took my place as General Secretary, was elected, by an
overwhelming majority,
to fill my place on the
Commissionalso. The “Terms
of Reference” included,
among other minor matters, the “Immediate
introduction
of an eight hours day,‘’ and “Minimum wage for
white adult employees
of 8s. upwards per diem.”
Although a good deal of evidence was taken whilst
I was member of the Commission, the strike in January,
1914, not only interrupted
its work but changed
the whole scope of the inquiry and rendered it infinitely
more important.
It will be remembered that the
immediate cause of the strike was the threatened
dismissal of an indefinite number of Railwaymen (over
1,000, according to the General Manager, and about
500 according to Mr. Burton,
the Minister for
Railways); said to be redundant in the Service.
It is
obvious that this action on the part of the Government
placed a heavy responsibility on the shoulders of the
men’s representative
on the Commission.
The
contention of the Executive of the Society was that the
proposed dismissal of railwaymen was unwarranted and
unnecessary, and a strike was called rather than allow
so many men to be thrown on the street with no possible
hope of finding other employment.
Mr. Nield naturally
set himself to justify that attitude. The result of his
labours is contained in a Minority Report comprising
some 50 pages of the Government Blue-book.
Mr.
Nield has stated his case in the clearest, the simplest
and the best language, in every respect, that ever found
its way into such a document. This is a bold statement,
but I make it with the full assurance that whover
will read the Report and judge for himself will acknowledge
its truth
and moderation.
The problem with which Mr. Nield was confronted
was this : Here is a country three times the size of the
British Isles ; possessing the richest supply of mineraI
wealth of any country in the world; whose agricultural
resources
are practically unlimited, and as yet almost
untouched; with a population of less than a million and
a half whites, and about four and a half million natives,
faced with an unemployed and pauper problem
as
serious and as menacing as any the world has yet seen.
Mr. Nield’s first task was to find the root cause of this
unemployment
and poverty.
A political economist
would probably have instituted an elaborate inquiry into
the “Human valuation of economic utilities. Limitations
of a quantitative calculus,”
the Final futility
of
"Marginalism,”and what not. (See Chapters. IX to XXII,
“Work and Wealth”) ; and would have arrived at some
such conclusion as that ‘‘work done in a state
of
muscular fatigue involves an increase of nervous effort,”
and that “a much stronger electric stimulus is required
to make a weary muscle contract than one which is
rested” (See p. 66, “Work and Wealth”).
Not so
Mr. Nield.
He probably knew nothing about these
things.
He examined fully the theories
of orthodox
political economy-as
far as he or anybody else could
understand them-and
found them not only worthless
but contradictory
and absurd.
And from a simple
analysis of known and obvious facts he arrived at these
conclusions.
‘That unemployment
and poverty could
not be due to a scarcity of wealth, for wealth in every
form abounded on all sides; nor to a scarcity of capital,
since more capital was being sent out of the country
annually than would develop ten times its resources,
great as they are; nor to a scarcity of labour, since it
is the seeming overabundance of labour that produced
the evils.
What then?
Too many labourers?
That
could hardly be, for even if it were not obvious that far
poorer and smaller countries have maintained, and still
maintain far larger populations,
there is clearly
no
scarcity of commodities.
No scarcity of commoditiesrather the reverse in fact- and yet many people are
unemployed and in actual want;
here is surely
a
mystery.
This is indeed the rock upon which so many
able economists and politicians have foundered.
But
as Mr. Nield is neither an economist nor a politician
he had an idea that there must be some way of steer-

ing clear of it. He reasoned, accordingly, that since
the sole object of all labour and all industry is to
provide useful commodities
of all kinds-food,
fuel,
clothing,
houses,
furniture,
travelling
facilities,
ornaments, playthings, etc.-for
society,
there
must
be some definite relationship between
the demand
€or
these things
and
the demand
for labour;
and that, moreover,
there must
be some definite
limit to the demand for commodities and,
therefore,
for labour.
He argued
that
a nation
might
possess so fertile a soil, so industrious a people, and
such effective machinery as would enable it to supply
all its wants with the labour of only a portion of its
labourers.
What
would
become of the remainder?
Following up that idea and arguing from clearly
recognisedsocial and industrial phenomena, he found that
owing to the enormous improvements in machinery and
productive processes generally during the past hundred
years or so, the available labour supply of every nation
is now more than sufficient io satisfy all possible
demands for commodities.
He might also have shown
that in no country in the world is this more true than
in South Africa where nature has been so generous,
and where what Mr. Hobson calls the “art of
consumption” has been so neglected that the majority of
the people require only mealie meal for food, nothing
but a skin waist-belt, with a more or less picturesque
patch of bead-work in front, for clothing and a straw
hut for shelter.
That consequently unemployment
is
everywhere due to the fact that
society becoming
occasionally-and
being,
indeed,
constantly-oversupplied with commodities, has no need for all its
labourers, and accordingly dismisses some of them from
being
its service. That these dismissed labourers,
unable to satisfy all their wants, the market for
commodities is still further restricted, rendering further
dismissals necessary; and it is probable, as Mr. Nield
expresses it, “that this process would go on indefinitely
until production would cease altogether
and people
would starve, were it not for the seemingly blind
operationsof nature in counteracting the effects of human
folly by creating natural scarcities of commodities by
means of drought, storms, war, etc. . .” He sums up
his conclusions in the following quotation from one of
the witnesses : “In my opinion the industrial depression
and stagnation that exist throughout the world to-day
. . . are not due to any failure either of nature or of
human labour to provide sufficient to satisfy the reasonable
wants of all, but to the failure to preserve a
satisfactoryrelationship between supply and demand” (by
reductions in working hours and increases in wages).
And Mr. Nield proves, incidentally, from statements
submitted
by
the Railway Administration,
that
notwithstanding
the decision of the Government to retrench a
thousand railwaymen, the running staff (Drivers,
Firemen
and Guards) worked during 1913, in overtime and
Sunday time, no less than 2,833,572 hours, or 314,841
days, or a little over 86 days per man.
Mr. Nield next shows by simple, clear and forcible
reasoning that prices of commodities are everywhere
more or less based upon, and determined by, the average
income of the community; and that, therefore, those
who
have
no income-through
unemployment-and
those whose incomes are below the average, are
unable to live up to the prevailing standard, and profitable
production is restricted ; while those whose incomes
are above the average can more than satisfy all their
reasonable and healthy wants, and either spend the
surplus on useless and harmful luxuries or invest it in
industry,
thereby competing
with existing capitalists,
and adding to the burden of the producers. And what
remedy does Mr. Nield propose for these evils?
He
simply recommends that working hours in the
Government
service should be systematically reduced until all
the unemployed workmen are absorbed, and that wages
now below the average should be increased until everyone
is able to satisfy all his reasonable and healthy
wants.
Both the soundness of Mr. Nield’s theory as

to the cause of unemployment and poverty,
and the
adequacy of the remedy he proposes will be made clear
in the course of our inquiry into the Gold Mining
industry of the Rand. Let us now return to that inquiry.
First, then, in regard to the advantages which South
Africa is supposed to derive from the Rand Gold Mines.
The claim of the Chamber of Mines, and the Press on
its behalf, is that 60 per cent. of the total revenue of the
country is derived, either directly or indirectly, from the
Rand Gold Mines.
This means,
of course, that
60 per
cent.
of
the industrial
activity
of the
people is employed, directly
or indirectly,
in the
production
of
gold.
Whether
the percentage
is
accurate or not does not affect the inquiry.
At the
present moment the gold mining industry
yields
an
average of
worth of gold annually, which
is exported to other countries. Now it is clear that the
only advantage which the people of South Africa can
possibly derive from the production and sale of that
gold is the wages and other remuneration received in
return for the labour and other services rendered, either
directly or indirectly, in producing it; and the profits
derived from the
sale
of commodities
used
and
consumed in the process of production.
If the Chamber
of Mines could discover a method of extracting the gold
from the earth and transporting
it to its destination
free of cost the mines might just as well be in the moon
as where they are, as far as the people of South Africa
are concerned.
It is equally clear that the higher the
cost of production is raised, through higher wages and
shorter hours, the greater will be the advantage to the
people of South Africa. This is so obvious, indeed, that
it merely requires to be stated. And yet, as we have
seen, and as we shall see more clearly as we go on,
the Union Government has entered into an open alliance
with the Chamber of Mines for the express purpose of
enabling it to reduce working- costs to the lowest
possible
minimum.
With regard to the capital already invested, no one
will contend that it can be “scared away.”
It consists
wholly
of Head-gear,
Mine Shafts, Machinery
and
Mining plant and material of all kinds, and however
“sensitive” these things may be in some respects, they
cannot very well be either scared or carried away.
And even if they could the shareholders, to whom they
are supposed to belong, have no power to take them.
They may sell their shares, it is true, but even if they
succeed the capital is not withdrawn but transferred to
a new owner. Of course I am far from saying that we
have a right to take advantage of the helplessness of
the investor in order to introduce a policy that would
deprive him of his lawful profits; but I hardly think
the interests of the investor demand a further reduction
of working costs. Let us see.
In his address at the annual meeting of the Rand
Chamber of Mines, held in Johannesburg on March 29
last, Mr. E. A. Wallers, the retiring President, gave
his hearers and the world the following interesting
information : The tonnage milled for the year (1914) was
26,549,946.
The gold production of the Transvaal for
last year (1914) was 8,378,139 fine ounces, valued at
as compared with 8,794,824 fine ounces,
L35,538,075
at
in 1913.
This
decrease
valued
of
416,585
fine
ounces,
valued
at
said Mr. Wallers,
“cannot
be said to be due
to the war, but must be ascribed largely
to the
disorganisation
caused
by the
strikes
of
white
employees
which took place
in July,
1913, and
January,
1914.’’ The working costs, according to Mr.
Wallers, decreased from 18s. 3d. per ton milled in
January, 1914, to 16s. 9d. in August, and thereafter
increased to 17s. 5d. per ton in December, 1914. The
total dividends declared for 1914 were
as
compared with
in 1913. “These results
seem to me, gentlemen,” added Mr. Wallers, “to be
extremely satisfactory.”
It is to be presumed that
Mr. Wallers meant that the results were “extremely

satisfactory” from the point of view of the shareholders
and the Chamber of Mines, and it would be churlish
not to take his word for it. But if, in spite of the
reduction of the dividends by L192,472 from 1913,the
position was “extremely satisfactory”
in 1914, what
excuse has the Government for encouraging the policy
that reduced working costs in 1914 at the expense of the
people of South Africa?
But while we may readily accept Mr. Wallers’ word
for the fact that the position
was “extremely
satisfactory” from the point of view of the Chamber of
Mines, we would be in a better position to judge of the
effects upon the community if he had told us the amount
of actual living capital on which this eight millions odd
were paid and the class of person that received it. But
it is probable that not even Mr. Wallers could give us
these figures or that information; and if he could it is
certain that he wouldn’t. Much of the capital originally
invested, even in mines still paying high dividends,
is now as dead, as far as the investing public are
concerned, as Queen Anne;
and the number of shares
held by the public, and their nominal and actual value,
varies considerably from year to year. Nobody seems
able to discover the actual amount of capital that should
or does bear interest.
Sir Jan Langerman, on the one
hand, who ought to know something about it, asked in
Parliament during the recent debate on the Budget, in
reference to a suggestion
for nationalisation, “who is
prepared to find the two or three hundred millions (a
hundred millions or so, more or less, is nothing to
Sir Jan) which would be necessary to buy the companies
out.”
If it would require
to buy the
companies out the amount paid in dividends represents
less than 4 ½ per cent., which is not so “extremely
satisfactory”considering the risks, and if L300,000,000
would be required I should say the position is extremely
unsatisfactory.,
But the fact is, the eight millions odd,
said to be paid out in dividends, represents only a small
portion of the “pickings” obtained from the industry,
but not by the investor.
Mr. Madeley, one of the Labour members, on the
other hand, made the following uncontradicted
statement.
“They found that a sum of
had
been supposedly put into the gold mines on the
Witwatersrandup to 1907. But it was admitted that it
had taken no more than
to bring the mines
to a working stage. Therefore
had been
extracted from the pockets of the people, supposedly to
be invested, and what they wanted to know was where
was
the
other Let us endeavour to
answer Mr. Madeley’s question, and, at the same time,
throw a little light on the operations of the Chamber
of Mines and the Stock Exchange, by a simple illustration.
Suppose Mr. Madeley and two or three of his
friends, say Messrs. Boydell, Haggar and Maginnes,
could obtain lawful possession of a piece of gold-bearing
land. The first thing they would do would be to
get the Report of a reliable expert.
If the report
were satisfactory they would naturally float a company
for the purpose of raising funds to develop it. They
might
decide
to start
with
a capital
of say,
They would issue 200,000 L1 shares, keeping 100,000
for themselves and selling the remainder to the public
at L1 each. They would then get themselves appointed
directors and what not, at good salaries, and start
developingtheir mine. They might strike rich and soon
be in a position to pay dividends to themselves and the
public. But it would not do to pay out all the profits in
dividends.
Having absolute control over the management
they would, if they were wise, put something by,
in the shape of a reserve of ore, for a rainy day. And
suppose they wished to raise funds to build decent
houses for themselves and go into decent society, and
get knighted, perhaps? In that case they would begin
by reducing dividends to vanishing point, and give it
out as a melancholy secret that the mine was “dangerous"
or about to give in, or something.
The public
would naturally want to sell their shares ; but they could

hardly expect full value for them, could they? They
would go down, perhaps, to
to
or even 2s. 6d.;
and no one would want to buy them even at that. But
what is to prevent Mr. Madeley and his friends from
buying them ? Nothing whatever.
And having bought
them, what is to prevent the dividends from going up?
And they would probably go up to IO, 20, or even 100
per cent., for have we not a reserve of ore and several
other ways of sending them up? And it is obvious that
shares in a mine paying 100 per cent. dividends are
worth more than shares in one paying no dividend at
all, so that if Mr. Madeley and his friends found
themselvesshort of cash they could sell most of their shares
to the public at L2 or L3 each. I believe they could
even declare that each share was four shares and sell
them at L1 each. And having sold them what is to
prevent the dividends being reduced to almost nothing
again,
so that they could repeat the buying-up
process,which could, in fact, be repeated indefinitely. And
if Mr. Madeley and his friends had fifty mines or more
under their control, instead of one, and could buy up
the Press and half the churches, how much easier and
safer it would all be! One could almost buy up the
Government in time, and if the Labour Party became
too strong it could be bought up, too. Can Mr. Madeley
now wonder where those
have gone
to ?
But, you say, the public are not such fools as to allow
themselves to be gulled in that stupid manner. What
can the public do? Having money to invest they must
invest it somewhere, and what better investment could
you find than a gold mine, especially if you have not
“had some” ? Resides, there are occasional prizes.
Mr. Madeley and his friends could hardly buy up all the
cheap shares. The public might buy some of them and
sell out at the right moment.
Some of the original
owners, again, could afford to hang on to them and get
the benefit of the big dividends. Moreover,
I have
admittedly put an extreme case.
I have merely shown
what can be done, and have given a n exaggerated idea
of what, unquestionably,
is done.
But. Mr. Madeley
and his friends would have to be more diplomatic in
their operations. One of them, Mr. Maginnes, perhaps,
would have to attach himself to some church, and
another-Mr.
Haggar,
for instance-would
become
President of the Y.M.C.A., and so on.
They might
even he absolutely honest and pay out all the profits in
dividends, share and share alike, between themselves
and the public. But if they did they would never grow
rich and be able to help the poor; and industry would
languish for want of capital.
Moreover, the public
would rob one another.
People will gamble, and as
long as they are able to buy and sell stock of that
kind some will gain and others must lose. Dividends
are bound to fluctuate on a gold mine, in any case, and
no gold mine can last for ever, so that the last
purchaser of the shares is bound to lose all. The person
who buys gold-mining shares stands either to lose or
win, and he knows it. If he loses, what does it matter
whether it was because the gold mine had “run out’ or
was “put out” for diplomatic reasons? But it is essential
that the confidence of the investor should be kept
up by occasional wins. That is what is meant when it
is said that the capitalist is a “shy bird.” No wonder
he is shy, and he would probably blush himself out of
existence altogether unless you keep up the supply of
salt for his tail. That is why working costs must be
continually
reduced. Of course I may be all wrong, and
history, perhaps, will be able to explain, in some other
manner, where the money came from which the Chamber
of Mines
spent
in purchasing signatures-at
a
shilling each-€or
petitions
in favour
of Imperial
intervention,Chinese labour, and what not; as well as that
which was spent in advocating Union, and for w i n n i n g
elections by the Unionist Party; and in providing
beautiful
parks, gilded tigers and brass lions for Groote
Schuur.
If people want an Empire built they must be
prepared to pay for it.
Pretoria, May 8, 1915.

Impressions

of

Paris,

SPEAKINGof the late Rupert Brooke’s poems on love,
the “Athenaeum” remarks: “He seems about to bring
into English poetry the discovery someone recently
made in France, that love is-not accidentally by some
cursed individual ill-luck, but-essentially
and
always
unsatisfactory.”
What a defence Love could produce for itself !
Shakespeare
well deserved to be smitten for his misconception
of the nature of love. Love, no more seizable than
beauty, he constantly presented as a furniture of the
marriage
outfit. Certainly they know better than this
in France, where women endure their husbands more
happily than in no other country that I have ever seen,
and where they seldom marry for love. Love is not the
same as, and has nothing to do with, affection, pity,
friendship, lust, or any of the other amenities of the
social system. It cannot be used or employed by any
artifice or through any consideration of the reason. It
belongs to the ideal region of perfection where are also
beauty and truth which we speak of as to be known in
time because we cannot reason outside time. Human
stupidity and egotism is nowhere shown to more
disastrous result than in the conception of love as most
attracting towards perfection when the lover has some
particular lady in possession. How could such an error
persist if we were truthful? Love is one of the grand
dreams-“and
when ’tis realised, ’tis at an end.” As
near it comes to us as beauty, and we walk for a while
under the influence of the vision.
But, alas ! for the
object or matter in which we try to fix it. And, alas!
for ourselves. Sometimes the awakening
is terrible,
especially in gross souls, and herein lies all the foul
mystery of sadism. Bad teaching
is that which
confoundslove with the affectionate mutual tolerance necessary
for decent marriage.
Love is one of the means
of perfection, a voice only, a way of calling men onward.
Youth hears it best, and would set off upon adventure,
sometimes does, but amid the pressure of the deaf,
Youth despairs and becomes deaf in its turn, and
believes to hear in the sweetest neighbouring voice the
very voice of Love. And then some moment disillusions,
and the more prudent reason themselves into toleration
of that “cursed individual ill-luck” which is only a
figment of the egotism. Love, considered, as it is
considered, as a domestic help, will be found inevitably
“‘always
unsatisfactory.”
It has nothing to do with
sexual relations.
It is a state of exaltation of the
individual, a great and a rare gift of a great and rare
invigorating
dream. It visits some persons never, who
yet live comfortably and suppose they have it always
with them.
It visits others many, many times, and
some of these suppose they never have it; the rest are
the great artists whose works are all love, though they
may never indicate this by any common sign.
The misfortune of young men like Brooke was to be
young in a time when commerce was king and when
women, with a feeling that something was wrong but
with a deplorable over-assurance as to how to set it
right, themselves adventured out and fell down into
commerce and, after a little ruinous success, tried to
substitute practical worship of feminism fur the ideal
worship of love. The world became dusty, and young
men, baulked of adventure and disappointed in women,
turned morbid.
The competition of women in all
spheres took the sense of sport out of life, and men
progress greatly by the sense of sport. Women
were
everywhere, doing everything, and doing it dully and
badly.
I remember Rupert Brooke once on a grassy
moonlight evening regretting to me and two men that
the modern
mob
of feminine athletes
had
not
“Excelsior” for their fatal device. That was a terrible
cri du coeur from a poet. His verses are full of this
weariness of women and of what they offered in place
of charm. Brooke’s shout of thanks
for the war
contains a good deal against modern feminist England as
a school for Youth. No wonder they all grew stale and

cynical-‘ ‘half-men and their dirty songs and dreary”among half-women. One of the frauds of feminism was
the pretence,
plausible enough,
that women
were
capable of all the feelings of men, and one moremotherhood-absolutely
equal to men in all qualities
required for this world’s conduct. The war, of course,
has shown the absurdity of this claim. Women
can
neither war nor influence those who make war. War
puts us one and all into a man-defended camp. And for
all reply to our reproaches we hear the song of the
young men :
Now God be thanked who has matched us with his hour,
And caught our youth, and wakened us from sleeping. . . .
Men will not give up war until they have found many
interests in peace other than women and commercialism.
They are not at all horrified by war; they even
delight in it, as an escape from the horrors of peace.
Look at them ! Love has touched them and united them
as did never the passion for women. This last will have
its turn again. Pray Venus the men find women more
charming than the pre-war
B.A.’s, White
Slavists,
Sanitary Inspectors,
and Mountaineers.
Oh, how dull
these people do make life!
I talked with Mario last night.
Some of you will
remember Mario., who was captured in his new uniform
on the boulevard and kissed by all the girls. He is a
wonderful advertisement
for the morale of war, all
bronze and muscle and merriment.
In the heavy
artillery, he and his find life a game, all the more worth
playing because the rules are strict and the stakes
serious. It was funny to contrast the new, shy, satellite
attitude of the girls with their former hardy way of
taking possession of this soldier, whose idea of luck and
love in life now is to be going off to fight for Italy after
nine months’ fighting for France!
One never hears
from soldiers any of the lugubrious cackle of the Press.
In the “New Statesman”
a Mr. Philip Guedalla
describes the war as “an enormous and unfascinating
blend of a bank failure and a railway accident.” That
is the notion of it which I adopt €or a few minutes after
my concierge has groaned her matutinal groan at the
door.
It is a little summary of the mental and moral
treachery of non-combatants,
of the spirit which sends
the soldiers off without a hurrah, and leaves them when
wounded to walk about the streets lonely.
A very good work in France is the dispatch to soldiers
of parcels each containing the card of the person who
has paid for the parcel. The sense of personal relationship
encourages
people
to
act.
By the way, could
anything be more empty of psychological understanding
than Mr. Arnold Bennett’s appeal for the Wounded
Allies?
The silly man thinks that by emphasising the
horrors of war he will excite charity, so he talks about
“hogsheads of blood,” which he himself has, of course,
never seen.
No, no, no!
If you want to excite an
active passion you must not risk its extinction by a
passive one. The seat of charity is between pity and
admiration, both stimulants to action.
Horror is a
paralytic.
The dramatists know this.
If Senor de Maeztu should reply flattering me
altogether I am going to lie on the ground and lift up
my voice pleadingly for a few poor luxuries as an offset
LO the number of things which contribute against my
will to my inefficiency-trams,
flats, factory smoke,
bells, tinned fish, shoddy stockings, and bores. Never
will I abandon my soothing cigarette in order to be of
service to a world which has surrounded me with so
many things ugly and depressing ! I try to be cheerful
amid a “sea of noises, harsh and rude,” and the cigarette
helps
me! It keeps the flies away, too, while I
wander on the air, looking at comical romances. These
are not sought in vain! I translated one into French,
the which has now reached the trenches, and has gained
me the gift of a painting by M. Picasso
“in eternal
gratitude”
on a straw handbag I had. The painting
is scores of red stars and a black glass and green grapes
and something in delicate whites and greys which may
be a table-cloth or temples in the clouds-it depends
which way you look at it.
ALICEMORNING.

Drama.
By John Francis Hope.
THE suggestion now being made that, by arrangement
among the managers, the theatres should take turns
in closing during the summer months reminds us very
forcibly that drama is not an art but an industry.
It
is stated that the absorption of interest in the war is SO
complete that people cannot
be expected to visit
theatres, and rents are so high that theatres can only
be kept open profitably if they have a succession of full
houses. Therefore, it is suggested that the theatres
should take their summer sleep with one eye open,
that half of them should, so to speak, keep a dog-watch
during the dog-days. But it does not seem to occur to
managers that the whole question turns on the character
of the plays produced. The war certainly monopolises
interest,
and, for that reason, has created or evoked
a communal or national spirit that requires interpretation
by art. Blindly, the people realise this; and plays
that appeal ever so ignorantly to this interest do not
fail of success. Think of “The Man Who Stayed At
Home,” a collection of all the ”Daily Express” rubbish
about German spies, still being played to full and
approving houses, because it flatters the English sense
of security.
Think of dramatic
rubbish
like “For
England, Home, and Beauty”
filling a house night
after night with applauding crowds because it heartens
them in their belief that our morality will give us
victory.
The plays that are attracting the people are
war-plays, abominably written and full of most specious
special pleading,
but none the less interpretative
of the spirit of England in one of its most characteristic
perversions.
For the other
stuff,
the drawingroom debates about trifles, there is little concern; they
are neither sentimental nor savage, they are only silly.
It may, of course, be argued that people want to get
away from the war when they go to the theatre; but
do they? The Lyceum and the Princes are the theatres
of the people, and both of them are producing war
plays.
Sir Herbert
’Tree, who once asked a Royal
Commission to consider him not as an artist but as a
business man, has produced a war play which promises
to be successful.
Mr. Martin Harvey, having failed
with Stephen Phillips’ “Armageddon”
(which
really
took an old-fashioned theology far too seriously) has
fallen back on his old friend, “The Only Way,” which
with its sentimentality,
sacrifice, and savagery is not
out of keeping with the spirit of the times. But the
trouble with the stage is that it does not realise its
responsibility at this time; it panders to a people
degraded by a Press instead of interpreting the spirit that
still animates them. If there are no new men capable
of doing this, let us turn back to the mighty dead; let
us try Shakespeare again and hearten ourselves with
the ringing verse of his historical plays. The footling
nonsense that now cumbers the stage ought to bring
the managers into the bankruptcy court.
The particular thing that has brought me to this pass
is “The Angel In The House,” by Eden Phillpotts and
Macdonald
Hastings. Here we have got completely
away from the war, not into the region of faery, as
might be supposed or hoped, but into the region of
sheer futility. I take shame to myself for having
derisively called Mr. Phillpotts a comedian, because he
wrote a melodrama. He calls this pial; a “comedy”;
hut even a comedy by Mr. Phillpotts ought to deal with
live people.
The Hon. Hyacinth
Petavel
newer
breathed ; he is simply an hypothesis like the “economic

man.“
In art, he is a Cubist; in marriage, he is a
eugenist ; he has a theory for everything, and a flair for
nothing.
His conversation is a lecture, his actions are
those of an inspector, his manners--well,
he has none.
The humour is of that elementary kind that proceeds by
contraries.
His mother called him “an angel in the
house,” and, from the moment that he sets foot in this
house, he turns it upside down. He replaces the old
masters and the hunting trophies in the hall by his own
Cubist abortions;
and we are asked to be amused
throughout almost the whole of the second act by his
lecture on these pictures and statues.
An additional
joke is made from the fact that he is supposed to have
an abnormally low temperature, and insists on having a
fire, and keeping it well banked up, in August. On
eugenic grounds, he objects to the engagement of the
two daughters of his host, and induces them to Freak
away from their lovers; for similar reasons, he suggests
a marriage between his host and a lady guest of mature
age.
All the way through, there is a running fire of
now of Saleeby,
quotation,
ROW of Marinetti,
interspersedby comments on the temperature of his blood.
On one subject only does he seem not to be a theorist,
and that is dancing; and he compels the company to
stop dancing the Tango, and to try the schottische, with
a marked gain in grace of movement.
For the third act, the principal joke is concerned with
a flannel petticoat.
In revenge for having interfered
with their engagements,
the young men leave him
marooned on an island with the lady guest, a widow of
amorous
nature. When he understands
what
has
happened, he conceives it as a plot to deprive him of his
life by making him catch pneumonia; and his devices for
keeping up his damned temperature consist of huddling
up close to Lady Sarel, “like penguins,’’ as he suggests,
and of borrowing her flannel petticoat. When the party
returns, the pair of them are discovered asleep in each
other’s arms, he wearing the petticoat that had saved
his life; and he declares his intention of proposing to
Lady Sarel in three days’ time, if the pneumonia germs
have not incubated by then. Her fine temperature has
won him from celibacy ; he chooses a wife as though she
were a warming-pan. Unselfishly, he has his own way
throughout the play;
he forces upon them
his
pictures, his statues, his dances, his fires, he re-arranges
their marriages, and finally carries off the only woman
in the play who has any character at all. Adored by all
the women, and detested by the two men (both athletes),
he, the most ridiculous of the whole crowd, makes
even their revenge look ridiculous. To the audience,
he is the person satirised; to the authors, he is the only
person of sense. The misunderstanding
may mean
successfor the play, but it will be a success more due to the
actors than to the authors.
In Mr. H. B. Irving we have a comedian of really
remarkable power, and his playing of the Hon. Hyacinth
Petavel ranks with his performance in “The Admirable
Crichton” and “The Van Dyck” as the perfection of
intellectual
acting. He is the only actor known to me
who has that power of conveying the sense of
understanding.
It is for this reason that he fails, artistically,
in tragedy. His “Hamlet,” for example, was interesting;
but he comprehended Hamlet so well that he could
not convey that sense of bewilderment that Hamlet
himself
felt. One knew that Mr. Irving knew why Hamlet
did not “sweep to his revenge”; and the performance
failed in characterisation,
in impersonation.
Mr. Irving
is not apprehensive enough for tragedy; but that power
of comprehension which is peculiarly his makes him a
master of comedy. He walks through a part like this
with wonderful grace, every gesture telling the truth :
and that toneless voice of his not limiting his power of
interpretation,
far of inflection and modulation he is a
master.
The other parts are adequately played, special
mention being made of the performances of Lady Tree
(better suited than she was as Queen Gertrude) and Mr.
Holman Clark. But the play does not deserve its
performance.

Readers

and Writers.

WITH my compliments and best thanks to the several
writers, and to other correspondents to whom in time
or eternity I shall reply privately, I publish the following
letters that have been sent to me :Your “Readers and Writers” of this week (I hope it
may please you to know you are read in the trenches;
with Shakespeare and Swift you make my only reading)
has given me occasion for one or two questions which I
should like to put to you. The first is, to know whether
the “Spiritual Quixote” is easily to be had. I remember
seeing Mr. Havelock Ellis’s article upon it a couple of
months ago, but judged it to be too rare for me, though
tempted. Another book, whose name I know from
allusionsyou have made to it from time to time, is your
“Tales for Men Only.” I am never sure whether it ahs
been published, or is only extant, like my “John Barleycorn,"
in the author’s head; but I confess I am mightily
curious to see it. My experience in obtaining NEW AGE
books has not been light. I shall not easily forget what
ado I had to come by the “Maid’s Comedy,” which I saw
recommended by you, and only obtained at length by dint
of taking oaths, vows and protestations of secrecy out of
number. This, however, is the first time I have ever
been emboldened to address myself to you. I hope you
will have pity upon a poor Pantagruelist on his way to
Ypres.
I wish also you would take some occasion to enlarge
your remarks upon the cultivation of love. Whether it is
from want of experience or consideration of the subject, I
find them somewhat beyond my apprehension. What you
say, though, of the greatest wits being- as greatly
concernedover loveas over truth is surely (unless I
misapprehend
it) a little hasty. There is very little of it,
if my memory serves me, i n Milton, and what there is is
something in Mahomet’s vein : and except the admission
of women into the Abbey of Theleme, I remember nothing
of it in Rabelais: and what about Aeschylus? Those
three have as much right to consideration in the matter
as Swift. What should you say to Philip Sidney as an
example of the cultivation of love and war? The latter
is my present business, and one little enough pursued in
Flanders at the present time.
I wish you could find i t convenient to continue your
observations, and to let me know where I can come by
“Tales for Men Only.” I am afraid I shall be troublesome
to you, but I am so much in your debt already that
I may as well be hanged for a sheep as a lamb.
H. D.
***
Anent a chivalric romance to the virtu of which you
bear continual witness inscribed herein you will find an
essentially true tale the joy of which I fain would part
with you.
THE HUNS.
Sarah Munro shared my flat. The eldest Miss Gherkin
was Sarah’s step-sister. And the Eldest Miss Gherkin
came to tea. Inevitably.
The Eldest Miss Gherkin mas literary. Sarah did not
tell me this. Before she came Sarah insisted on my staying
to tea, and the devil only knows why I did. Perhaps
-well, well ! Sally shares my flat no more.
And this is how it happened.
The Eldest Miss Gherkin is literary. I have already
said so. I, the silly fool, stayed to tea. Worse! I , the
impish fool, lent her “‘The Maid’s Comedy,” Chesterton’s
“Dickens,” and the “English Prose Tales” of the World’s
Classics. Alas ! my gentle friends. Alas ! the wicked
fool me.
The very next day a sour Gherkin. A bitter, pungent
Gherkin.
“Did you open the ‘Maids’?”
I asked, thinking of a
casket of jewels.
“Yes, thanks!”
“Have you finished the book?”
“No!!”
“Do you like it?”
“No!!!”
“No?
Why?”

‘‘it’s too imaginitive. I’ve burnt it!”
“You-what
!
“I’ve burnt it!”
“You-!!!!”
So Sally shares my flat no more.
Come, now!-is’t great ? Ha ! ha !
***

M. T.

Could you some time spare a paragraph to discuss
which is the best biography of Swift, and to give your
opinion of Mrs. Wood’s “Esther Vanhomrigh”?
This
novel seems to me exceedingly well written, but I don’t
think the curiosity that leads one thus to enlarge upon
Swift’s supposed emotional experiences is justified.
I wish you had expanded your criticism of Mark
Rutherford. I have read each of his novels several times
and I can’t agree that he tried to avoid the subject of
romantic love. On the contrary, he is not at all afraid to
face the difficulties which continually arise in life to
thwart or deny this passion.
In Mark Rutherford’s Autobiography we have the
statement that Rutherford loved two women devotedly at
the same time. He himself does not understand it, but
it is a frank statement for a Puritan. In the end he makes
a marriage of calm affection (with a woman from whom
formerly he had disengaged himself) because he had not
the courage to live on the memories of his romantic
passion for a woman who died young.
In “Clara Hopgood” the romance becomes tragic
becausethe man is too small-natured to return for long the
feeling he inspires. The woman realises her mistaken
ideas of his character and after some years marries a man
who loves her romantically and devotedly in spite of her
situation as an unmarried
conventionally improper
mother.
In “Catherine Furze” a very common situation is
treated frankly. A man ‘‘has fallen in love with himself
and married himself.” He lives dreamily till he meets the
woman whom he could have loved with complete devotion.
It is too late, and they honourably and tacitly endeavour
to stifle their passion, though inwardly it is still the very
centre of their lives.
In “Notes from a Journal ” there is a short story of
a romantic love as felicitous as that of the Brownings
Forgive me this tedious and very imperfect reference to
the novels. But if it be true, as Hardy says in the preface
to “Tess of the D’Urbevilles,” that love is the strongest
passion known to humanity, it matters greatly how great
writers (and Hardy and Rutherford are both, to my mind,
great writers) treat of it in their books.
“Love i n its tragedy is very well understood by
Puritans,”you say; I would go further and say, “by
humanity.” The verdict of great literature is that romantic
love is most often tragic; because material obstacles
are so strong, that only the most unflinching faith in the
pricelessness of love and the nothingness of the world
compared with love, can prevent a tragedy, and even
given that faith it may still be a tragedy in the eyes of the
world. Romantic lovers must rise to the height of the last
couplet of Shakespeare’s Sonnet CIS, and if they can also
create an atmosphere favourable to their happiness and
bend circumstances to their desires, they have gifts rare
enough to excite the envy of less fortunate souls.
Milton was a Puritan, and it was the poet and the
Puritan i n him that together made his first marriage
unfortunate. He does not seem to have feared love or to
have wished to eliminate it.
But, as Mark Pattison
suggests, in his admirable “Life of Milton,” the very
purity and self-restraint of his life made him the more
liable to be overwhelmed by love when he felt it, and
doubtless the poet in him glorified a very commonplace,
pretty, Cavalier maiden into his ideal of a mistress. That
the disillusionment was tremendous is shown by the
passionate arguments of the Divorce Tracts.
Both Hardy and Rutherford show that the chief cause
for unhappy, romantic attachments is lack of self-knowledge
and inequality in the lovers. As Shakespeare puts
it, “There must be a like proportion of lineaments, of
manners and of spirit.”
When will the novelists have so penetrating a vision that
they may be able to show us how to turn this “strongest
passion” into a cause of more abundant life, of more
happiness,
sanity, fruitfulness of everykind? Why were the
Brownings (excuse my using them again as an illustration)
happy ? Because neither was dominated by sensual
desires-had
no unpleasant, alienating selfishness and
little-mindedness to be eliminated after marriage, to one
another’s cost. In both, intellect and spirit dominated,
and of very few lovers can this be said.

I wish, with you, that passion were not so exclusively
identified with love, and I am glad sometimes that I am
able to forget all human emotions less abstract than the
It has been my consolation in
delight in philosophy.
much opportunity for despairing reflections that I can so
forget myself. But I don’t know how I should console
myself if you ceased to write for THE NEW AGE.
s. W.
P.S.--What is your definition of Puritanism ?
***
Mandell Creighton (“Life,” Vol. II, page 485) is quoted
as follows : “‘It is curious, though men and women are
quite ready to admit that they are not great painters or
great musicians or poets, they all assume that they are
capable of being artists in love. When they read the
Browning- love letters, they assert that they must be
unreal, because they themselves have not felt such things;
but an artist in love is no commoner than any other
artist.’ He considered Dante’s grasp of the theme of love
to be without parallel in literature.”
Blake’s lyric, beginning “Love seeketh not itself to
please,” expresses the two extremes between which are
to be found all the degrees of emotion which a man may
signify by the word love, from St. Paul in the thirteenth
chapter of Corinthians to Oscar Wilde in the “Ballad of
Reading Gaol.”
Perhaps it may not seem impertinent to remind you of
these observations on the same subject.
“Of love it may be said, the less earthly the less
demonstrative.
In its absolutely indestructible form it
reaches a profundity in which all exhibition of itself is
painful.”
HARDY. “The Return of the Native.”
“Perhaps there is a limit to the charm of mere physical
beauty, while the beauty of the soul is infinite? Is not
this the moral of the tale which forms a setting to the
‘Arabian Nights’?
If Henry VIII had found a hardfeatured wife, she might have defied the axe, and retained
the wandering fancy of her royal master.”
BALZAC.
“Love grows not, like the hearb spattana, to his
perfectionin one night, but creeps with the snaile, and yet
at last attaines to the top. Festina lente, especially in
love, for momentary fancies are oftentimes the fruit of
follies.”
LODGE. ‘‘Rosalynde.”
TOM JONES : “The delicacy of your sex cannot conceive
the grossness of ours, nor how little one sort of amour
has to do with the heart.”
SOPHIA: “I will never marry a man who shall not learn
refinement enough to be as incapable as I am myself of
making such a distinction.”
From “Amelia” :
‘‘Of all passions there is none against which- we should
so strongly fortify ourselves as this, which is generally
called love : for no other lays before us, especially in the
tumultuous days of youth, such sweet, such strong and
almost irresistible temptations ; none hath produced in
private life such fatal and lamentable tragedies ; and whit
is worst of all, there is none to whose poison and
infatuation the best of minds are so liable. Love sprouts
up usually in the richest and noblest minds; but, there,
unless nicely watched, pruned, and cultivated, and carefully kept clear of vicious weeds which are too apt to
surround it, it branches forth into wildness and disorder,
produces nothing desirable, but choaks up and kills
whateveris good and noble in the mind where it so abounds.”
Shakespeare, in “Venus and Adonis” puts into the
mouth of the latter one of the most glorious vindications
of love from any likeness to that which goes often by its
name. The lines are among the least quoted of any of
Shakespeare, and I like them none the less for that (lines
789 to 804,page 1007. Globe edition).
I always delight in Crabbe’s little mock at the pastoral“Still
in our lays fond Corydons complain,
And shepherds’ boys their amorous pains reveal,
The only pains, alas ! they never feel.”
Of course, your “Tales for Men Only” have been
read-you ought not to alienate one of your readers by
suggesting otherwise-and
I hope that they will be
w. s.
publishedsome day and rightly appreciated.

The

Vacant

Seat.

THE meeting was originally arranged for seven o’clock,
but the Rev. Bellowe had objected, as this hour clashed
with the special service which he had organised at
the church, some miles away from the political club.
The second meeting was really a sort of “overflow,”
and some thousands of constituents were present when
the Rev. Bellowe put in an appearance at eight o’clock.
“At last!” exclaimed Hugh Wallett, a stout, middleaged Trade Union official. “The very man we‘re
awaiting for. . . .” The Rev. Bellowe elbowed his way
to the small platform and was helped up by two old
ladies who wore yellow rosettes in their blouses. As the
Rev. Bellowe removed his hat a silence fell upon the
throng.
“I told you all some days ago,” he commenced,
“that my head gardener--or,
rather, the man who was
my head gardener-has,
by some divine guidance,
obtained a better paid job at Regent’s Park. (Murmurs
of approval.) He is a good fellow, a very good fellow.”
The rev. gentleman
adjusted
his eye-glasses
and
smiled.
“You said his name was Turner,” came a voice from
the back of the hall. “Did you or did you not?”
“Quite right, my friend.
Turner was the man’s
name-Richard
Turner,
but
we called
him Dick.”
(Laughter.)
“Is he still alive?” came another voice, impatiently.
“As far as I know,” replied the Rev. Bellowe, “he
is safe and well, despite the terrible risks which h e
takes both by day and by night.”
A pause.
The two old ladies exchanged terrified
glances with each other and fondled their rosettes.
“This Richard Turner,” exclaimed a tall, miserable
looking man with long hair and a red tie, “is he
thoroughly
trustworthy? If he is, then our scheme for
the regeneration
of Farlington
is certain of success."
(A murmur of approval surged through
the crowded
room.)
“What about his employers?”
asked Hugh Wallett,
“Will they fall in with the scheme?’’
sturdily.
“Assuredly,”
replied
the
Rev. Bellowe,
smiling
affably.
“The managing director is a keen student of
human nature and eugenics.
Only last week he
expressed certain very advanced views to me. Something
of an extremist,
I gathered, but a good fellow,
nevertheless. Believe me, ladies and gentlemen, we shall
receive no opposition in that direction.”
The Rev.
Bellowe paused for a moment and glanced round the
hall. ’There was a movement near the door.
“And
what about
the railway company?”
called
out a man in a high-pitched voice. “What
about them?
Do you think they’re as high up in their ideas as what
we are?”
The Rev. Bellowe blew his nose violently.
“The
railway company-I
am a shareholder myself-will
offer
no opposition whatever, my friend. None whatever. You
can rely implicitly on the railway company.
Why,
even the guard and the engine-driver, to say nothing
of the stoker, will be most enthusiastic. This has been
proved over and over again by previous voting.” There
was silence for a moment ; heads nodded unanimously.
“Wot abart a carpenter?” came a hoarse voice from
the crowd. “I’ve got all me tools ’andy, gen’men.
I
ken knock up just wot you want in ’arf an ’our. Jest
you give me the tip, gen’men.”
A roar of laughter
greeted
this interruption.
The Rev. Bellowe chuckled heartily.
‘‘We shall be
only too delighted to avail ourselves of o u r friend’s
handicraft,”
he smiled. “We will let you know full
particulars within twelve hours.
Kindly leave your
name and address at the door. . . .
In conclusion,
ladies and gentlemen, I take it upon myself to say that
no greater or more sublime enterprise in the highest
interests of science, sociology, philosophy, politics, and
religion has ever been initiated. Ladies and gentlemen,
we must become humble.
The Vacant Seat at
Far-

lington shall be filled with a candidate whose strength
and humility- a unique combination, ladies and
gentlemenshall
assuredly
bring about
the Millennial
Dawn.
I must leave you now, as I have an appointment with
Major Rattany
at nine-thirty.
We shall discuss all
points dealing with our arrangements generally, and as
Major Rattany has had twenty-five years’ experience,
you may be quite sure that no hitches will occur, and
that our constituency at Farlington will be thoroughly
satisfied.”
The Rev. Bellowe climbed down from the
platform and disappeared. There was a buzz of excited
conversation, during which Hugh Wallett ascended the
rostrum.
He stood for about a minute pointing a large
forefinger at the crowd, and scowling fiercely.
“Brethren,”
he began, as the murmur died down.
“Brethren, our friend the Rev. Bellowe ’as told you all
there is to be told. He’s a real livin’ marvel-(murmurs
of exaltation).
‘Ow ’e got ’old of this ’ere ideer of
’is we can’t say, but ’e got it! (Roars of applause.)
Yus! ’e got it, an’, wots more, ’e’s a-goin’ ter see it
through.
(Yells of delight.)
My own constituency-I
put it to ’em only larst week-are looking forward to
the experiment with ger-ate enthusiasm.
I told ’em
about this
’ere man Turner--Dick Turner-wot
used
ter be up at the Rectory. I told ’em ’ow ’e ’ad got this
’ere new job up at Regent’s Park. (Joyous
murmurs.)
Every man, woman, an’ child was delighted. Watch
yer ‘Mirror,’ I ses.
Look out fer the photygrafs(tremendous uproar)-’cause there’s bound ter be photygrafs
took !
(’Ear, ’ear.)
Wots the Democratic Press
fur, I ses. (’Ear, ’ear.)
My brethren, the day ain’t
far orf when the pawty not I represents comes right
(Yells
ter the top in the sacred cause of ’oomanity.”
of enthusiasm.)
***
“So you think that everything
will be safe?”
inquired the Rev. Bellowe, two hours later, to Major
Rattany as they sat together in the Rectory. The Major
blew a dense cloud of bright blue smoke from his cigar
and nodded. “Nevah feah,” he replied, “nevah feah.
If youah man Turnah is a good honest fellah--nevah
feah.”
The Rev. Bellowe refilled the Major’s glass with
whiskey and handed him the syphon. “So you’ll be
down there early to-morrow morning?” inquired the
Rev. Bellowe, anxiously.
“Nevah feah,” answered
the Major, draining
his
glass; “I shall see youah man Turnah early to-morrow
morning.
Nevah feah. ”
The Rev. Bellowe breathed a sigh of intense relief and
poured out another whiskey and soda. “Of
course,”
he said, “a party of twelve will be on the spot to take
your instructions and give you a hand at the station.
The train reaches Farlington at four-thirty.
You will
leave Regent’s Park at twelve-forty-five.
A large and
representative party of constituents will meet the train
at Farlington
Station.
By the way, I hope our tailor
has dispatched the clothes we ordered last Wednesday.
There was a morning-coat, grey trousers, white shirt,
white waistcoat, and a silk hat.
Turner sent the
measurements.
They should arrive at Regent’s Park
to-night-at
the very latest.
***
On the following morning Turner, with the Major,
clothed the new candidate for Farlington in the morningcoat, grey trousers, white shirt, and silk hat, to say
nothing of a high collar and a black tie. The candidate
said nothing, but
seemed highly delighted with the
bright imitation gold cuff-links: “A dam fine fellah!”
exclaimed the Major to Turner as they stood surveying
him. “One of the very best, sir,” said Turner, giving
the silk hat a slight tilt. ‘‘Just like a little child, sir.
Almost ’ooman ’e is. ” Very meekly the new candidate
entered the large wooden case, tempted by a fine cigar
specially sent by the Rev. Bellowe . . . The train
a t Farlington,
not a minute later
arrived punctually
than four thirty. the guard, with a broad grin, gave
Turner and the Major a hand with the case. “It’s got
to he took up to the Political Club,” explained Turner,

but at that moment the Rev. Bellowe appeared with two
labourers who wore yellow ribbons in their hats. “One,
two, three,” cried the Rev. Bellowe, and the case was
hoisted upon the waiting van. “It’s just up the hill,”
panted the guard, perspiring from his exertions. “My
word, ’es the biggest I’ve seen. Wots ’e weigh?”
“Seven stone,” replied Turner as he roped the case
securely to the tailboard.
“It’s only a few yards,”
said the Rev. Bellowe.
“Take him into the hall and place the case near the
platform.
Here we are.’’
An enormous throng awaited the arrival of the
candidate.Women held up their babies, old men stood
upon empty soap boxes, and children dodged in and
out between the wheels of the van as the case was
removed.
The new candidate
for Farlington
gazed
mildly about him as he stepped out of the case and
blinked at the multitude with indifference;
as Turner
himself expressed it when he led the candidate towards
the vacant seat, “’E’s used ter bein’ stared at--ain’t
yer, ole boy? . . . ”
“ Before we commence the meeting-, ” exclaimed the
Rev. Bellowe anxiously, “may I ask whether any
constituent present happens to have a few nuts?”
ARTHURF. THORN.

Letters

from

Russia.

By C. E. Bechhofer.
IN the sun it was hot and alive with flies, but
Shevchenko’scottage was cool and clean. I inspected the
door, but it was securely locked; the windows were
bolted.
At last with a penknife I forced a window,
climbed in and rested upon the benches inside.
The
room was hung
with wreaths
and offerings
of
carpets and poems, and in the place of honour was
Shevchenko’s portrait of himself, a fine and distinctive
work.
It was his skill in painting that changed
Shevchenko
from a serf to a freeman-he
really was free
ten years of his life. His master observed his ability
and sent him to be taught at the Petersburg academy.
When the pupil became the favourite of the professors,
he offered him to them for sale at a great price. They
bough: him freedom and, living in their society, he
painted and commenced to write his poems.
After
that came persecution, t h e prisons, the eleven years in
the disciplinary regiment, from which he was to be
releasedwith the hideous certificate, “This man is now
harmless.”
But not alone by this painting will he yet
go down to posterity, nor, God grant, as the hero of a
political propaganda : surely his “Katerina” ranks him
as a great European poet?
Is it not Marguerite’s
version of “Faust,”
to be read as an appendix to
Goethe?
So in the hut I reflected, but soon it occurred to me
that I was in an awkward position.
I concealed the
evidences of my crime, crawled out of the window and
lay down again beneath the mound of the tomb. My
friend came to fetch me, and together we rowed to the
little boy’s hut.
His father received us as honoured
guests and led us in. It was a single living-room,
big, low and clean.
The platforms of the stove half
filled it, with their mysterious cupboards and recesses
for the children at night;a table, three or four benches,
a dog, a cat and a calf, some holy pictures and a
dresser were all the other furniture.
Here lived the
man, his wife and their six children, and yet the room
was clean as a Brahmin‘s. Our host explained that he
was no mere peasant, he was of a higher rank, a freeman,
whose ancestors had never been serfs. He fried
us some eggs, but, as there was no butter, in sour
cream.
We ate with repugnance,
every mouthful
anxiously watched by the hospitable man. Not to hurt
his feelings we ate the whole dish; may I never eat a
fried egg again ! The steamer was expected at ten
o’clock, and we strolled about the cliffs in the evening.
The girls of the village collected upon a path and sang

their exquisite Ukrainian
melodies.
Two or three
time we came across solitary youths practising
upon
the balalaika.
They were little advanced in the art,
and we were grateful for their modesty. We returned
to the hut.
Confusion!
There stood the local sub-inspector
of
police, supported by two ragamuffin constables. The
inquisition commenced.
The inspector,
a slim-faced
individual, looked at us disdainfully and snapped, “Who
are you?” We looked at the inspector disdainfully;
“ The acting (-)
consul and vice-consul at Kiev,”
we replied.
“What nationality?’”
“English.”
“Oh !
foreigners!” Fur, in Russia, it makes no difference
whether
you
are English
or German, French
or
Austrian.
To the average mind, if you are not a
Russian subject, you are neither ally nor enemy, you
are a foreigner, a worm. “What are you here for?”
“Pleasure.”
“Where
are
your passports?”
Our
papers produced: his jackship-in-office
said he would
take them to his office and vise them.
But first he
indulged his pride of position and his inquisitiveness.
“What were you doing at that town?” he asked my
vise.
“Staying
with
friend, pointing
to an old
friends.”
“Which friends?”
“If
you must know,
with Count Rukov.”
“What
is his wife’s name?”
“Nina,”
replied my complacent friend. “Does she live
with him?”
“No.”
“That’s quite right.
I see you
are telling the truth.”
Sly turn came. “Who pays
your expenses?”
“I do.” “How?”
“Never mind!”
I replied, greatly daring, and the onlookers gasped.
“Have you got any money with you now?”
‘‘Yes”
(his face lit up) “when it is necessary!” and his face
grew sullen again;
he marched away with his
ragamuffinstaking our passports and promising to send
them down to us at once. Then we discovered that his
office was two miles upstream, in the town. The boat
was due in three hours. With such a man to deal with,
there was nothing for it but to foIlow him up ourselves.
So we tracked him up the river to the town and the
police-station, stood upon our dignities there, scored a
dozen irritating little points off him in the presence of
his superior, absolutely refused them both a farthing
when they asked us if we did not wish to contribute
(through them!) to the Red Cross fund, and, leaving
them aghast at this breach of corrupt custom, marched
out of the office and paddled downstream to the
landing-stage.No signs of the boat and the waiting-room
We had it opened and lay down to sleep. A
locked!
few score shabby Jews, of all ages and sizes, who had
been contented until our arrival, laid siege to the room
and swarmed inside. There never was such a scene of
activity as these scions of virility scrambling for places.
The weak went to the wall, the ancient were pushed
and fell, the beefy and boney lay down on the seats,
and the rest sat on the table and the floor. The little
room was as crowded as the Black Hole, but rather
than be uncomfortable in the public waiting-room, with
yards and yards of space, each preferred to rub thighs
with a crowd in the first-class room. How the beefy
and boneyexpostulated-those
who had secured seats !
They told the others they were Jews (which was a great
insult), and were acting Jewishly (which was a yet
greater).
The noise and smell became unbearable.
My
friend announced that he was going for the policeman
and the rest of us benchers guaranteed to keep his place
€or him. The policeman came and with the magic
word ‘‘Out!” threw out a dozen or so of those who
could not possibly be imagined as first-class passengers.
There was a guileful old man, the patriarchal
respectability
of whose long white beard was belied by his
little glittering
eyes. He denounced one of the beefy
and boney as a “scandalist” and had him thrown out,
securing the bench for himself. The audience chuckled.
We were reduced to a dozen or so, and remained
moderately peaceable for an hour or so. Then we all
woke together and one Hebrew gentleman got up to
make himself tea. sitting on my legs to be nearer the
table.
A CO-religionist who was very uncomfortable on

the floor in a draughty corner, asked him if he might
sit on his bench until he had finished tea. “Certainly
not,”
said the first gentleman, and settled himself a
little more heavily upon me.
I remonstrated,
and
everyone aided me to revile my persecutor.
He neither
cared, nor moved. Then a coin dropped out of my
friend’s
pocket. He rose to pick it up, and
the
uncomfortable Jew stole his place. Everyone cried shame
upon him, especially the gentleman on my legs. But
my friend lost his temper. He said they were all alike,
all dirty Jews !
Oh, the commotion
All this dozen that before had
irritated and insulted and chided and cursed one another
turned upon us. I realised then that Semitism follows
Anti-Semitism.
All their previous squabbles
were
forgotten and we were threatened and abused. Life was
made intolerable for us. A dozen fluent tongues were
at work without cease.
We said it was certain that
none of them had any right to be there ; they were clearly
all third-class
passengers.
The expostulations
grew
even louder; we slunk out of the room and passed into
a tiny, cold, uncomfortable baggage-room
amid the
laughter of the faithful. Meanwhile our enemies held
a council of war. The rich Jews subsidised the poor
Jews and they marched off in a body to take first-class
tickets.
But the boat did not arrive.
The Dnieper,
the blusterer, was risen so high that steamers could not
pass beneath its bridges.
And so we waited all that
night and all the nest day to midnight, in momentary
expectation of our boat, cold, hungry, dirty, quarrelsome
and
miserable.
The Dnieper dropped a little and the steamer came at
last, and we and our undesirable companions spread
ourselves out to sleep beside the actual occupants of
the first-class cabin.
My friend, who never could
his
resist a scene, had a little row with a Pole about
luggage and we dozed off as the sun rose.
I stood on deck a few hours later, chatting with a
fat little mineowner.
He nudged me in the ribs and
pointed to a shabby-coquettish
young
woman
sitting
on a bench.
‘‘She was travelling third-class,”
he
said, “until the general saw her and paid her passage
here.”
“What general.?”
I asked.
“Oh,
he’s still
sleeping, the poor old thing.”
At that moment he
came up the companion, old, fat, puffy and worn out,
his moustaches drooping
and one eye almost closed.
Full of pity, I looked more closely at him, started,
looked again and cried out with surprise.
It was our
own, our very own poetical general!
“Good
morning,"
said I, when he was
well seated beside the
damsel.
“Aha!
dear friend, good day!”
he cried,
and
then, leaning forward,
he whispered
very
seriously in my ear, “Dear friend ! do not think evil of
this young lady.
She is the pattern of virtue.
She
has told me her sad, sad story, and we wept together
all last night!”
We dined, the general and his lady, my friend and
I. She told us her sad, sad but weak, weak story,
and the general read us his poems.
I recollect- that
the first line of the apostle of the immortality of matter
was this :
Alas, that all things perish and leave not a trace
behind. . .
Kiev ! Kiev!
Kiev ! We were all bundled below
decks and searched for bombs. The Jews had taken
first-class tickets only for the night and were now
retired to more suitable accommodation.
The general
asked me if he could not make his living as a Journalist
in England!
In the public cabin the occupants had
somehow procured surreptitious alcohol (as is not difficult
nowadays)
and, unnaturally
merry, were singing,
“La, la, la,” mineowners,
Poles, landlords, engineers
and merchants.
Kiev!
It was really Kiev and we were home.
We
drove off to the consulate and washed for the first time
in three year-long days:
I carried round a sprig
of cherry blossom from the tomb to my fellow-translator,
and my homage to Shevchenko’s ghost was done.

More Letters

to My Nephew,

MY DEARGEORGE,-vainly have I struggled in my last
two letters to give you some kind of guidance along
the dangerous paths of industry.
I must in this letter
try to get to the point before something lures me from
the straight and narrow path.
I think I have already
distinguished
between
commerce
and industry-the
former as selling at a profit, the latter as making at
a profit. From the purely economic point of view, there
can be no doubt that the manufacture of commodities
is more valuable than merely to organise their sale.
Nor do I doubt that, as the years pass, the man who
owns machinery will be in a more stable position than
the man
who controls
a selling organisation.
Provided you are making something of real utility, you
may be sure that, other things being equal, you will
become and remain an eminently respectable member of
society.
Glancing recently over a subversive book with an
innocent title-“National
Guilds’’-I
came across
two
passages : “Not the least happy consummation of the
Guild system will be the triumph of the inventor and the
conquest of degrading Labour by the machine that
displaces it-displaces
it to its spiritual and material
advantage, and not, as to-day, to its further degradation
and reduction to the ranks of the unemployed or
unemployables.”
And again : “Machinery has already
supplanted slave labour in the Occident; and, just as
machinery has destroyed
slavery,
so more perfect
machinery is destined to destroy wagery. ” (The word
“wagery,” sounding as it does like slavery, gives me an
uncomfortable feeling-makes
me
suspect
that
the
system is an abomination.
I wonder!)
But the point
to note is that these modern guildsmen are not afraid
of machinery; on the contrary, they welcome it. The
old Trade Unionists hated all mechanical improvements.
That is a most important and significant change of
intellectual outlook and attitude.
If the ideas portend
the destruction
of capitalism (remember that wagery
is its foundation),
in engaging in machine production
(I mean on its technical side) you are not offending the
Zeitgeist; you are, in fact, consciously or unconsciously,
one of its votaries. Distinctly
a comforting thought.
The writers of this disquieting book go further : they
distinguish
between qualitative
and quantitative
production. I am only a simple-minded planter, far
removed from the turmoil of civilisation, hut I can see
clearly that any intelligently organised community must
learn this lesson at the peril of its soul. I remember,
as a young man, attending a lecture by William Morris
on “Useful Work and Useless Toil.” (Itwas afterwards
published in a book called “Signs of Change”;
buy it and read it. Put it on the same shelf as Matthew
Arnold’s
“Culture
and
Anarchy”
and
Ruskin’s
There is a craving-, a hunger,
“Munera
Pulveris.”)
in all of us to do beautiful work; you must degrade a
man, either spiritually or economically, before he will
readily succumb to degrading toil.
As with the
individual, so with the community : there must be quality
in the work of its artisans or it inevitably sinks. If
you go into industry, I implore you to remember that
the soul of a people shows as much in its workmanship
as in its literature or its arts.
In this vital element of national life, Great Britain
is at the parting of the ways. I am often ashamed by
various symptoms
of British industrial life.
For
example, Central America, from Mexico down to Brazil,
is plastered with British advertisements.
Of what ?
Somebody’sbeer, somebody else’s whiskey, another’s gin, yet
another’s stout.
In the minds of Central American
natives, Great Britain is the home of intoxicants
and
financial sharks.
Industrial England !
I know that
Of
the impression is false.; but has it no significance?
course there is a simple reason. Quantitative
production,
to be profitable, demands huge sales; advertising
helps; hence these ugly appeals to a population that
would be better without these particular commodities.

There is this consolation : these whiskeys, gins and
beers are the best of their kind. But cannot we turn
our artisans’ labour to better account?
if we cannot
I am not a moralist.
I do not put it
we are doomed.
on moral grounds; it is a plain and palpable fact. All
down the centuries, long before Christ, a re-birth has
been the essential of salvation.
A re-birth means a
change
of heart.
Believe me--I
am in desperate
earnest-there
can be no change of heart without
a
change in the spirit of our work. Which is post hoc,
which propter hoc, I do not pretend to know. But the
main fact I know as certainly as I know the difference
between a truth and a lie.
It is interesting and suggestive to note the differing
manners of the commercial travellers who come from
England to sell their goods.
Goods!
Look at the
word ! Our whiskey and gin visitors are distinctly
swagger-one
of them travels with a valet. They come
with all the latest catch-phrases
of English Society;
they are tailored in Bond Street. They bring their golfsticks, tennis rackets and fishing-rods. They are put
up at our clubs; they give quite a tone to our society.
At the hotel-bar you can hear the popping of champagne
corks; the best cigars are demanded,
and damn the
Thus do they flash across our little horizon,
expense.
finally disappearing in an artificial atmosphere of noisy
good-fellowship.
Across
these
lands
a quiet
unpretentiousman, who takes an ordinary room and
unostentatiously goes about his business.
He sells cotton.
goods, boots,
food-stuffs, fabrics-useful
things.
Is
not the contrast symptomatic?
A few weeks ago a
He was an
patent medicine drummer came to town.
ex-music-hall performer.
He gave what he called a
“stunt” at the cinema. Everybody asked who he was.
“Why, don’t you know?
Mesells-.”
Are all o u r
satirists
dead? If you go into industry, at least remember
that it has its seamy side; that damnation stalks
round the machine as certainly as it lurks in the countingPerhaps the writers
OF “National Guilds”
house.
have hit upon some vital truth.
I, for one, cannot
deny that Some demoniacal spirit always seems to
emerge in the buying and selling
of machine-made
products.
Yet the instinct to create with some mechanism, simple
or complex, is as deeply rooted as to create with the
hands.
The artist knows it.
A sane painter looks to
his brushes and the enduring quality of his pigments;
the sculptor knows the quality both of stone and chisel:
an architect has his compasses and a whole box of
scientifically
made instruments.
The implement,
in
short, has developed as its master has grown. And we
may agree that the passion for mechanics is as natural
and praiseworthy as the passion for writing or painting.
Personally, I like the mechanician. Often I envy him.
I am certain that I hate to see his work exploited or
degraded by the vulgarians.
In the United States, he
is rapidly approaching his apotheosis. Sylvanus Wilkins
is a case in point. Sylvanus has already graduated in
the American Press, not only as an inventive genius,
I must tell you something
but as “a great thinker.”
about him.
From earliest manhood, Sylvanus was ultra-modern.
I do not mean that he knew anything about the Symbolists.
Futurists, Cubists or Vorticists of his particular
period.
Sylvanus never heard of them and, if he had,
would promptly have denounced them all as “crazy.”
He was ultra-modern in the sense that he saw through
the little silly and solemn conventions of business life.
Having proved himself a bright and useful office-boy,
he considered how to better himself. His father, a man
of simple piety, tried to impress him with the importance
as
stepping
of
sound
Christian
convictions
stones to a successful and honourable career. As they
strolled past the great factory, the mainstay of the
town, the loving and confiding parent
told young
Sylvanus how John Smith finally obtained a secure position.
Times had
been hard, bitterly
hard,
and
John
Smith’s young family had experienced the
severest

privations.
John Smith had searched high and low,
but there was no work for him. It seemed as though
God had forgotten him. But John Smith had a faith
that would move mountains. Every morning he would
kneel down and pray that God’s helping hand should
be stretched out to His unworthy servant. And it so
fell out that John Smith, on a cold and cheerless morning,
never despairing, yet in depression of spirit, went
to see a great merchant prince, famous for his religious
John Smith, in great humility, asked for
benefactions.
work, however menial. Now the merchant prince was
busy with a multitude of letters and answered
John
Smith roughly that there was no work for him. And
John turned sorrowfully away. His eye, passing miserably
over the carpet, descried a pin. He bent down
and picked it up. The merchant prince was puzzled.
John put the pin on the desk, saying : “A pin, sir.
Waste not ; want not.”
Then the merchant
prince
looked at John and saw signs of great suffering. And
there was a dusty patch on John’s trouser-knee. “How
came you by that, my man?’’ he asked. John Smith
was embarrassed, fidgeted on his feet, and nervously
scraped the nap on his well-brushed hat. “Come! Tell
me!” said the merchant prince, his gruff voice for the
moment softened as it yielded to a kindly nature. John
brushed the dust off his knee, showing great distress.
Finally, for the merchant prince suspected
it and
pressed for an answer, John Smith, his voice choked
with emotion, said that that morning, as always, he had
prayed for work.
The heart of the merchant prince
was touched; and thus, in God’s good providence, john
Smith found work and faithfully served the merchant
prince. Having told this story to Sylvanus, the pious
father added: “So you see, my son, how God guards
his
children
and
watches
tenderly
over
them.”
Sylvanus, who had listened with ill-disguised impatience,
said : “Cut it out, Dad.’’ This is what I mean when
I describe young Sylvanus as ultra-modern.
Sylvanus Wilkins lived up to his creed. Impiously
disregarding
the commercial value of a dusty patch
upon his knee-cap, he carefully creased his trousers,
borrowed a natty shirt from Jeff. Steele, borrowed
a
multi-coloured
tie from
Pete Whelen, borrowed
an
imitation
pearl pin from Andy Stevens, and, thus
gallantly arrayed, presented himself before the works
superintendent, declaring himself to be a mechanic of
exceptional
attainments. He was given a job as machine
minder at a greatly increased wage, and so started on
a career destined to end in brilliance and wealth. Like
many another urchin, Sylvanus had a natural aptitude for
machinery.
Nor was he a slouch. We find him attending
lectures on mechanics at the Philosophical
Institution.
He subscribes to the “Scientific American,’’ the
“Model
Engineer.” “Hobbies”
and
the “Popular
Instructor.” We next get another glimpse at our hero’s
philosophy.
He had noticed a rather rough, yet
dreamy, man, walking about the machinery, apparently
without aim or method. He asks what stunt the man
is doing. He is told that he is a natural mechanical
genius, whose improvements have made the company
rich. “Don’t he share in the dough?” asks Sylvanus.
“Nope,” comes the answer, “he’s too busy thinking
about his next invention to worry about the plunks.”
“Boob!” says Sylvanus, “they don’t catch me giving
away good notions €or nix.” Early in his career, you
observe, Sylvanus has grasped the fact that clever men
know how to exploit genius. Nor does it take him
long to discover that, no matter who invents the
machine, the important thing is to register the patent.
Let us not think censoriously of Sylvanus. Let us
rather admire his acumen, his agility and his address.
Let us remember that he is the type of human pivot
round which revolves the great industrial system, that
marvellous flowering of Occidental civilisation, in such
vivid contrast
with Oriental inertia-that
Orient which
barely blinked when the Roman legions thundered by,
and sank in sleep again. But I anticipate. You observe
as they say
that Sylvanus’s eyes were “well-skinned,”

down
in Pennsylvania. Having, by his alertness, or
(as Mr. and Mrs. Sidney Webb would say in a Fabian
tract) by his efficiency, mounted to the top of the
proletarian ladder, Sylvanus noted a new phenomenon.
Young graduates
from Harvard,
Yale, Cornel1
and
Princeton Universities captured all the salaried posts.
He knew more about practical mechanics than all these
upstarts
put together.
Nevertheless,
a great
gulf
divided them from him. In other words, they occupied
a higher “status,”
as those National Guild fellows put
it. Sylvanus never hesitated.
He had been for three
years an incurable “tight-wad,”
so he “lit out” without
“bathing an eyelid” and “hilted off” to a Western
university,
where,
in due time, he acquired good
manners and an engineering degree. He had changed
his “status.”
I must not bore you too much with the subsequent
career of Sylvanus Wilkins.
‘The child is father to the
man.
As he began, so he proceeded and ended.
He
remained true to his early vow. He never parted with
a new notion for nix. Au contraire ! He was cunning
as a weasel in extracting ideas from more ingenuous
souls.
Need we then be surprised that he soon became
head of a manufacturing plant? Knowing Sylvanus,
I
should be surprised if he wasn’t.
It is at this juncture that Sylvanus swims into the
ken of the ubiquitous American pressman, who does a
“write-up,” under the happy and altogether significant
title, “A Great Thinker.”
This article lies before me.
The scene opens with an interview between Sylvanus
and his technical adviser.
Sylvanus says : “We are
wasting our energies and money in the improvements
we are putting into our product.
I’ve been thinking
about it and I believe our fundamental principles are
wrong.”
The technical
man protests
that they are
following
the
accepted
principles
of
mechanics.
“Then,” replies Sylvanus, “we shall have to abandon
accepted principles and make our own.” (It reminds
me of Napoleon and Soult.
“Sire,
if circumstances
permit,”
said
Soult.
“Monsieur,
I
make
circumstances,”
saidNapoleon.)
So experiments were begun
and after several months things looked hopeless. The
factory is closed down (do not distress yourself about
the workman, for the sacred principle of the “mobility
of labour” operates) and, after a long time, they “hit
it.”
Sylvanus keeps going by selling various ideas
acquired by his technical staff, and we are told that
several of these patents ultimately developed into big
concerns.
We discover as we go along that Sylvanus has learnt
that to handle men is quite as important as working
machines.
He remembers the lesson of the inventor in
his first shop. He orders experiments to be made in a
certain
direction. “Give this to old Bill Baldhead, and
this to little Fred Bowlegs and this to tall Bob
Skinney.”
Gradually
our “great
thinker” gets the
machine he wants and, in due course, pouches the
plunder.
Sylvanus marches from success to triumph,
finally ending
with a new submarine
that beggars
description.
A rather curious thing happened at the funeral of
Sylvanus Wilkins.
Nobody bothered to attend it. The
Mayor did not even send excuses. Sylvanus had never
concerned himself with social conditions. His “great
thinking” had gone into machinery; he had no thought
to spare on the slums that gradually accumulated round
his factory. How the people around him lived did not
interest him. Oddly enough, after his death, the
business
prospered.
Here, then, is an industrial “ideal,” the apotheosis of
the inventive and acquisitive mind. I am left wandering
if it was worth while; if his brains could not have
been turned to greater social advantage. Perhaps
there
is a more excellent way. Perhaps!
I cannot get that disturbing book on “National
Guilds” off my mind. Is it possible that, when Sylvanus
bought the workmen’s labour, he sold his own soul?
Your affectionate Uncle,
ANTHONYFARLEY.

Views

and

National

Reviews.
Service.

IT is unfortunate that the phrase “National Service”
should have been regarded as an euphemism for
Conscription, and that Conscription should have been
regarded as a device of the Devil. That
misapprehension
may prevent a careful consideration
of Mr. Oliver’s
weighty
and elaborately reasoned pamphlet,*
and
obscure the real issue that he has raised. It is true that
he argues that the need for National Service does entail
a corresponding duty of universal military service, but
the reasons given and established are not those of a
Jingo or of a mere militarist.
Like most students of
history and politics, he recognises and shows that the
dangers that attach to popular governments have not
been avoided
by our political leaders.
Indolence
and factiousness,
foolish
confidence
in cleverness,
manoeuvres, and debate for overcoming obstacles which
were not amenable to such handling, our absorption in
politics as a spectacle, as a gladiatorial combat, instead
of as a means of securing the national welfare, in
short, a complete absence of the military psychology in
the handling of national affairs has brought us to such
a pass that, after eleven months of war, Mr. Lloyd
George mentions, parenthetically,
as the reason why
he should be granted extensive powers, “if the country
is to be saved.”
It is unfortunate for us that, at a
crisis as great as that which befell Athens (a State that
cared as much for personal liberty as does ours), no
orator like Demosthenes has arisen to cry: “Yet is
there time. O Athenians, yet is there time ! Cease to
hire your armies ; cease to fill your ranks with the offscourings of a planet. Go yourselves and stand in the
ranks; and then, dying, you shall die greatly and with
a glory that shall surpass the glories of the past, or,
victorious, you shall gain a victory that shall exceed
all your victories in the past!” We must be content
with the more sober pleading of Mr. Oliver, with the
more vulgar advertisement of our need made by the
governing authorities; and (for we are a strange people)
we can be prouder than was any Athenian, for a magnificent
response to an appeal that has nothing noble in
it but the emergency that made it necessary.
But universal military service is not the only connotation
of the phrase, “National Service,”
even to Mr.
Oliver.
“The greater includes the less,” he says. “It
is not only military duties which the State is entitled to
command
its citizens to perform unquestioningly
in
times of danger; but also civil duties. It is not only
men between the ages of twenty and thirty-eight
to
whom the State should have the right to give orders;
but men and women of all ages. Under conditions of
modern warfare it is not only armies which need to be
disciplined,
but
whole
nations.
The undisciplined
nation, engaged in anything like an equal contest with a
disciplined nation, will be defeated.”
Mr. Oliver is
much more vague, and comprehensive, on the extension
of his ideal than he is concerning the primary duty
of the citizen which was its first expression.
Long
before the war, Socialists had been pointing out not
merely defects in our national organisation, but, in
important matters, an utter absence of national organisation.
The only really national organisation
that we
possessed was the State; and Sir Leo Chiozza Money
years ago stated his plea for increasing the resources at
its command. But in practically every other activity
of the country, the local or the individual ideal
prevailed.
Years ago, THE NEW AGE raised the ideal of
National Guilds, and cried in the wilderness of the craft
unions; and when, after eleven months of war, the
Trade Unions at last turn to their proper work of
providingand controlling the labour necessary to a national
* ‘‘Ordeal by Battle.”
(Macmillan.
6s.net.)

By

Frederick

Scott Oliver.

industry, their organisation is found insufficient for the
purpose, and they are compelled to borrow that of the
State government. The ordeal by battle has been forced
upon a people with little organisation of national scope,
and with fewer ideas that deal with the Nation as an
unit; and we are awaking tardily to the realisation of
the meaning of a ‘‘national emergency,”
and are
compelled to improvise or adapt machinery for dealing
with it.
The National idea will remain henceforth a permanent
factor in the lives of us who have been so attentive and
sympathetic
to its varied but limited expressions
by
peoples of other countries. But for this very reason
we cannot tolerate its too vague and simple expression
by Mr. Oliver. The Russian peasants have a proverb :
“God is too high, and the Czar is too far” ; and, in like
manner, we may say that the State, as Mr. Oliver
conceives it, is too simple.
The realities with which
we deal are not a State, whose function is command,
and a people, whose function is to be commanded; but
a congeries of organisations whose boundaries overlap,
whose interests differ, and whose powers conflict. Each
of them inspires its own loyalty, and, as they are not
co-ordinated even in purpose, they tend to circumscribe
the interests of their members.
The State itself finds
that for every new thing that it requires to do, it has to
form a new organisation : the Labour Exchanges, no
less than the Trade Unions, were incapable
of
providing the labour required by the Munitions Minister
by means of their existing organisation.
In this welter
of Organisations, this conflict of loyalties, no direct
command can meet with direct obedience. England
is
not like Sparta, organised for one purpose, and with
one ideal paramount; moreover, the Government that,
as Mr. Oliver himself shows, does not dare to trust
the nation with the truth will not dare to command.
Mr. Oliver is reduced to a plea for leadership, for “a
Man, who by the example of his own courage, vigour,
certainty,
and steadfastness
will draw out the highest
qualities of the people” ; and the fact robs his plea for
the need of National Service of much of its immediate
cogency, relegates it to the realm of the ideal instead
of keeping it in the region of the immediately practical.
But if he is vague in his plea for National Service
except as the phrase expresses
the obligation
of
militaryservice, Mr. Oliver is right enough when he speaks
of the spirit of the people. Against the politicians who
are always hesitating
about what “the people
will
stand,” he asserts that the people will stand anything
if they are shown the need for it, and are told the truth.
A people which will recruit for military service in such
large numbers in spite of advertisements that were an
insult to intelligence, and of social pressure that was
no less an insult to manhood, will “stand” anything of
which there is apparent need.
But the condition
is
that they shall not be brought under a new subjection,
but shall be called upon to assume new responsibilities
which, although inherent in the very conception
of
citizenship, they have previously been prevented from
assuming or even regarding as being within their scope.
The State must determine its own needs; but it must
rely on the voluntary, the wilful, service of the nation
for the satisfaction of its needs.
It may take a
National Register, but it cannot at this moment compel
a National loyalty; for, on Mr. Oliver’s own showing,
it has done nothing to create or maintain that loyalty.
But it may save itself by utilising the local loyalties,
the loyalties to their own organisations, and
co-ordinating
them
in
a common purpose;
making
them
responsible partners in the work of the State.
compulsioncannot be avoided, but, in this case, it is the
State to which compulsion has been applied. The
responsibility of providing and controlling labour devised
to the Trade Unions by Mr. Lloyd George was devised
under Compulsion by the Trade Unions themselves ; and
this kind of compulsion is the only kind that is tolerable
in England, and in the truest sense is National Service.
A. E. R.

Current Cant.

Pastiche,

“It is, of course, really untrue that the armament firms
in this country have encouraged, either directly or
indirectly,war propaganda on behalf of Great Britain.
I
freely admit that the converse is true of the firm of Krupp.
. . . I write this with full knowledge of what has been
done and is being done by armament firms, of one of
whom I am chairman.”-LORD ABERCONWAY
in “Daily
News.”
“Was
‘‘War

Carlyle

to blame?”-WILLIAM ARCHER.

not spiteful. ”-ARNOLD WHITE.

“I am God’srepresentative.”-THE

POPE.

“She’s a good-natured little soul is Gaby of the lilies.”
-‘‘Daily
Sketch.”
“A Picture a day keeps the doctor away.”-HEPWORTH
FILM Co.
“The war has been responsible
output.
”-“Glasgow Herald.”

for a great literary

“‘The Only Way’ is the play that never palls.”-“Star
and Echo.”
“My query, ‘Who shall we hang?’ has been answered
by a large number of ‘ Referee ’ readers.”-GEORGE R.
SIMS.
“If I were Mr. Lloyd George.”-AUSTIN HARRISON.
“England’s path to Victory. ‘Comrades All.’ Jerome
K. Jerome’s stirring
call
to the Nation.”-“Sunday
Herald.”
“We have waived absolutely our right, and even our
wish to strike.”--Mr.
GOSLING.
“This War is a business. It is Mr. Lloyd George’s
responsibility to see that business men alone look after
it.”-“English
Review.”
“Woman’s greater freedom. Barriers
the War.”-ELIZABETH YORK MILLAR.

swept

away

hear how the
read.
shall quickly
the season of

“From Tarnapol (12) to No. 7 by the great main lateral
line,
Past Ivangorod (I) (on plate 11) to Kavioronko (9),
From the fortified junction of Bowno (B) (the small dotted
line is the clue),
The enemy’s holding the line CD to the capital, Lublin
(Lu) .”

is ’ell-s-d.”-‘‘Star.’’

“Be curious,

A TUNE IN JUNE.
’tis my delight on an idle night to
war do speed,
So I takes up my pa-aper in order for to
I reads my “Land and Wa-ater,” as you
hear,
For I’m one of the flock of Mr. Belloc in
the year.
Oh!

by

“We are thankful to be assured by many signs that our
article of last week has done something to clear the air.”
-“British
Weekly.”
“‘The Witness for the Defence,” by A. E. W. Mason,
is probably one of the cleverest of modern psychological
plays.”-“The
Bugle.”
“The people loves its Prince of Wales, and would be
glad to show its love.”-“Times.”
“We must return, we are afraid, tu the realism of our
last article, and ask what is required and how it can be
obtained.”-“
New Witness .”
“The ‘Times’ is a national institution, the recognised
official authority.”-COUNCILLOR WYETH.
“State Collectivism, which is unjust, dangerous and
enervating in Peace time, is imperative, nay, an imperial
necessity in War time.”-“Daily
Express.”
“Violet Hunt writes with a fire and a passion, a
suppressed vehemence and intensity, that link her quite
naturally, in spite of Gallic influence and immense
differences
of style and point of view, to Emily Bronte.”-“Academy.”
“If we do not win this war I do not think that I shall
have any diocese left.”-BISHOP OF PRETORIA.
“In War and Peace the ‘Times’ is the world’s greatest
newspaper.”-“Times.”
“The German cockroach has invaded England,
especially
bakehouses and breweries. Like the Huns, they are
tenacious of life, and survive even prolonged immersion
in Water.”-ARNOLD WHITE (“Our Bull Dorg”).

“Zolkief to Rawa Ru-uska and old Tomasow at the front
His way he will take by the Grodek lake and the sweet
little village of Grunt.
By Joworow railway through Lemberg (L), where the
line on Skobolliwof leans,
You will see, perhaps, if you look at my maps, what the
whole great movement means.”
Now here’s success to Mr. Belloc and all such good
fellows as him,
For time and again he makes things plain, as hereuptofore
was dim.
He tells us how and where and what the whole caboodle
is for.
Oh! it’s my delight, as I’m too old to fight, to understand
the war.
PHILIP T. KENWAY.
FATHERLY COUNSEL TO AN INFANT, ON
CHOOSING A WALK IN LIFE.
My child, it seems but yesterday you sat,
A coddled nurseling in your pram’s recess.
On postered foods you waxed supremely fatYours was the honeyed word, the loud caress.
But Time (concerning whom, you’ll read, poor child,
All kinds of balderdash), but Time, I say,
Is busy bringing you to what is styled
{In jest) the Dawning of a Mighty Day.
This means, in plainer talk, that you have done
With infant chairs, with golliwogs and such.
A stern and nasty epoch has begun,
And Life will grab you with a painful clutch.
So I, whose Mighty Day has Dawned (and waned),
Come to instruct, to warn and to advise.
At School (a place where you are bored and caned)
You’ll learn a scheme of graduated lies.
(Some you may tell with honour, others notThey’ll teach you how to tell the sundry breeds),
So School will make you adequate for what
Is called by divers names by divers creeds.
Struggle for
Commerce,
(The words
The things

Life, or Getting On, or Trade;
or Earning Bread, or Good Career.
are funny, aren’t they? I’m afraid
themselves are even still more queer).

One of the lot you’ll have to choose. But which?
Would you be rich or poor ? You’ve yet to learn,
Of course, what those words mean. Well, if you’re rich
You have an income, if you’re poor, you earn.
Now here arc ways in which to do the trick.
You think them strange, perhaps. Beginners do. . .
But there they are. You’ll have to take your pick.
One of these Callings is in store for you.
Bedaub your nose and bellow tuneless rot
In baggy trousers and a tattered shirt.
Sell useless things to them who need them not,
And you’ll have wealth-as plentiful as dirt.
Deal in guano, caviare, or wine,
Breed bull-dogs, make your fellow-men believe
That gold is teeming in a goldless mine
(Without the least intention to deceive).

Hold lectures on the Future of the RaceTeach others how to mate and to beget.
Or (should your brains prove weak) obtain a place
With other Noodles in the Cabinet.
Or (if your brains prove weaker still) become
A Bishop with a Message to Mankind.
Rebuke the wealthy, or redeem a slum-Both are secure and paying jobs, you’ll find.
But, O my child, by all that’s dear to you,
By Scott’s Emulsion (precious in the night),
Whatever else, whatever else you do,
By Mellin’s Food, I charge you : Do NOT WRITE!
P. SELVER.
TO “THE GYPSY.”
When Mars put on our mortal shape a year ago
And stormed the ways of Belgium into Flanders,
’Til all the world in self-defence did martial grow
To crush him with his mocking brood of panders,
Declaring that this Daemon of eternal woe
Shall be destroyed in Europe, and for ever!
Did we discover then to Art a fatal foe
Or fondly boasted still from Life to sever
What is to Life its light, its wondrous afterglow?
Had we with laughter dread
Arraigned our hero dead :
“These fools,” we should have said,
“These fools accosted us to-day. ‘What do
You here?’ they cried. ‘Have you not heard the Call?
The Nations in their pride each son and sou
Have glorified in War!’ But to their bawl
We spake : ‘You fools, you everlasting fools,
Be gone! Go spend your lucre and your gore
To sate your belly-god of lust; no more
You could, foul sons of Mars! The golden spools
Of cunning art and minstrelsy have charms
Beyond the glamour of your shining arms!’ ”
If so : then wist we not th’ Immortal Madman’s plight
And therefore thought the clatter to belittle :
A lesser god than Mars himself we feared did fright
The peoples with his grimaces and spittle . . . .
But you, frail spectre of a dying day, your right
To claim indulgence for your idle twattle
Is but the sicklied learning of a staring night
Of driving drugs, and painted mines, with prattle
Of amentia1 wonder at a trull’s delight !
MORGAN
TUD.

LETTERS
TO THE EDITOR.
FOREIGN AFFAIRS.
Sir,-For once I am forced to own that Mr. Pickthall’s
reasoning is difficult to follow. Referring to an account
I gave of a visit of the Aga Khan to Hyderabad in
connectionwith the proposed transfer of the Caliphate, Mr.
Pickthall corroborates both my information and my
strictures,
and adds : “How can one account, after that, for
his praise of Lord Hardinge and the Imperial authorities
at the expense of our Indian officials?’’ My critic then
ridicules the diplomatist as administrator, suggesting that
government of India by diplomatists for six months would
bring about a rising. Why?
Because, Mr. Pickthall
explains, “ The charming manners of the diplomat beguile
at first, we may suppose, until their guile is understood.
But guile is the quality which Orientals most abhor in
Englishmen.”
What in the world all this has to do with
my praise of Lord Hardinge I do not know; unless we are
to assume that Mr. Pickthall’s generally expressed
indignationat diplomatists is to be understood as referring to
Lord Hardinge in particular.
But surely Mr. Pickthall
must know that Lord Hardinge is popular with all classes
of Indians, and that his popularity is due to his endeavour
to deal with the Indians in a frank and open mannerindeed, “ guile ” is the last thing which would be
associatedwith Lord Hardinge by anyone who is acquainted
with him. The “guile”
of English diplomatists is-may
I say it ?-simply one of Mr. Pickthall’s obsessions ; and,
when I wrote of the administration of India by the
diplomatic
service, I made it quite clear that I expected certain
diplomatic qualities to be applied.
Mr. Pickthall even
quotes a sentence of mine relating to them : “A
diplomatistbrings with him an atmosphere of give-and-take,
an atmosphere of sympathy and consideration.”
It is precisely these qualities, the qualities of tact and
urbanity, without any suggestion of “guile,” which Lord
Hardinge has brought into the administration of India;

and it is these qualities which have made him respected
and popular.
When I say respected and popular,
I mean, naturally,
with the lndians and with the
more liberal elements among the English residents.
I do not refer to the reactionary
civil servants,
military
men, and journalists,
who ai-e one and
all most anxious to see the last of Lord Hardinge.
If Mr. Pickthall doubt this, may I ask him to read the
comments of papers like the “Englishman”
and the
Calcutta “Statesman ” after the extension of the
Viceroy's
period of service was announced officially?
The
‘‘Statesman” could not understand “Why the extension
is necessary or desirable. . . . The extension of the Viceroy's
term cannot defeat but only delay the inevitable
reversion
of his policy”-the
policy, that is, of
sympatheticconsideration towards the people of India. The
“Englishman”
deprecated “the principle of extension,”
suggesting that in the remaining four months the Viceroy
could do neither harm nor good”-a lukewarm
commendation
indeed. Again, these papers indicate opinion
in “military circles and the civil service” as believing
that “The next Viceroy should be a statesman of the
utmost ability, as vital racial questions are bound to arise
in consequence of Indian participation in the war.” I n
other words, it will be a difficult matter, in view of the
assistance rendered by India, to treat the Indians as
pariahs of the Empire; and, in order to damp their
presumed zeal in the future, some reactionary like Lord
Curzon or Lord Ampthill should be brought in to trample
on them constitutionally. That is what the comments of
these newspapers amount to ; and, when Mr. Pickthall
declaims against Lord Hardinge and his diplomatic methods,
he is supporting everything that is reactionary in India
against everything
that is constitutional
and liberalminded.
My critic, I venture to add, falls into error when he
suggests that Indian Moslems now appear on the same
platform with Hindus because of “the question of Indian
immigration into British Colonies, and the question of the
treatment of Turkey by the British Government.” It is
my experience
of the relatively small proportion
of
Indians who can be called educated that only one in
twenty, even of them, is sufficiently well acquainted with
international affairs to pass any judgment on Russian
affairs. Hindus and Moslems joined forces in India, and
appeared on the same platform, at least ten years ago.
Mr. Pickthall says they did so “because of the hatred of
Russia and the dread of her encroachments common to all
decent Orientals.” Really, no attribution of motive could
be more widely off the mark.
To speak frankly, the
suggestion is ridiculous. Two questions above all others
brought Hindus and Moslems together in India : one was
the education question and the other was the question
of the Press Acts; and no Indian of a practical turn of
mind ever thought of suggesting that his English rulers
were to be distrusted because they had entered into
written agreements with the Russian Government.
“Thoughtful Indians,” continues Mr. Pickthall, “.
. .
consider that they have been tricked about the present
war, inasmuch as they have now reason to suspect the
existence of a previous compact between the British and
Russian Governments to Turkey’s detriment.”
This, I
confess, is beyond me. We are not likely to divide
Turkey among us, except provisionally, before we have
defeated Germany. It is, consequently, indiscreet of my
“I ask S. Verdad
critic to ask in his next sentence:
whether, this being so, the presence of a distinguished
Russophil, one of the promoters of the detested alliance,
as Viceroy, is likely, on the face of things, to be regarded
as a compliment to India?” I cannot argue about what
is “likely” : it is sufficient for us all to know that Lord
Hardinge actually is the most popular Viceroy India has
had for the last forty or fifty years. As for the “detested
alliance,’’ its very existence is unknown to ninety-nine
Indians out of every hundred.
I presume the AngloRussian Agreement with regard to Persia (1907) is meant.
Mr. Pickthall asks : “What was Lord Hardinge’s role
in connection with the secret mission of the Aga Khan?
Is it true that that secret mission was arranged at a
luncheon at a London club between a Russian Grand
Duke, a British Minister of known hostility to El Islam,
and the emissary, as is generally believed by Muslims?”
I can say, however, that Lord
Alas! I do not know.
Hardinge had nothing to do with the visit of the Aga
Khan to Hyderabad. This piece of foolishness was due t o
the India Office, or rather t o the Cabinet as a whole. But
what am I to say to Mr. Pickthall’s declaration : “If the
Government wants enthusiasm in India, it has only to
declare that it will go to war with Russia rather than see
Turkey further mutilated,” except that it is not true?

It is known to all military experts, if not to my critic,
that, without the aid of Russia, England and France
would by this time have been defeated by Germany. Does
Mr. Pickthall or anybody else imagine for a moment that
a war with Russia on behalf of Turkey would appeal to
the average Englishman, especially after a year’s fighting
with the Germans for his very existence? It would not.
And Mr. Pickthall is wholly wrong when he says: “S.
Verdad . . . will admit that, had our Government
considered India’s wishes to a reasonable extent, Turkey
would have been on our side now, to the saving of millions
of money and hundreds of thousands of English lives.”
This is not in accordance with the facts. Turkey has been
in the economic grip of Germany since 1898, at least ; and
the Turkish Army has been under German control for six
years. I repeat what I have said more than once already,
namely, that England would have helped Turkey in many
ways-administration,
finance, etc.-since
the Revolution
of 1908, if it had not been for Germany’s veto. We were
prepared to help Turkey; we were not prepared to fight
forthe privilege of doing so. Military
and economic
pressurehas now forced the Turks into the battle against us,
and we are compelled to take steps accordingly. But the
fate of Turkey, whatever it may be, does not genuinely
interest more than one-fourth of the inhabitants of India ;
and of that fraction very few indeed understand the
problems at issue.
Let me come now to Mr. Crawford Price. I quite agree
with him that we can overdo the “craze for nationalities.’’
But we have taken this as an approximate guide and
nothing more. It is notoriously difficult to classify the
Balkans by nationalities. Mr. Price, for example, trips
me up over the question of Kavalla, which he maintains
is Greek and not Bulgarian. My own impression was the
contrary; but I am told by former residents that the
normalpopulation of six thousand or so is increased in
summertime by an influx of four or five thousand labourers,
who come for the tobacco crop as Irish labourers come to
parts of England and Scotland for the harvest. There is a
large Bulgarian
element
among
these labourers,
apparently; and this, no doubt, helps to strengthen the
Bulgarian claim to the port. My Balkan critic’s other
points, I think, are covered by my recent articles on the
Balkan questions.
S. VERDAD.
***
GUILDS AND FEMINISM.
Sir,--It was very refreshing to read in the pages of the
NEW AGE, a healthy and sane exposition of the Woman’s
THE NEW AGE has always been lamentably
Movement.
blind to the aims and ideals of this movement, damning
the whole because of its antagonism to a part of it, the
fight for the vote.
Although I agree with Mr. Brown that the vote will
not bring us to the millennium, and that before we reach
that desirable goal we shall have to pay more attention
to the industrial element, yet the attaining of the vote is
a stepping-stone we shall have to cross on our journey.
To deny the vote to women because of their sex is to
brand them as inferior metal. It was inevitable that the
first cry of the feminists should have been for the vote.
I think Mr. Brown agrees that the Woman’s Movement
was, at its inception, a struggle for moral rather than
economic freedom-that it was a vehement revolt against
the assumption that she was either an angel or an idiot;
and the denial of the vote was an acquiescence on the
part of the State in that assumption. It was simply an
obstacle in the way which must be removed.
Mr. Brown seems to labour under the delusion that the
blowing of the Suffrage trumpet heralded the influx of
women into the labour market. I would suggest that the
reverse is the case, and that the entry of women into the
industrial and outside world, brought about by the
Industrial Revolution and the consequent destruction of
home industries, widened their outlook and made them
realise their common humanity with men, of which the
Suffrage is an expression.
Mr. Brown declares that lie opposes the extension of
woman’s sphere in industry because she is too good for
I would suggest that a simpler solution would
industry.
he to makeindustry good enough for woman. The sooner
that Mr. Brown and the Guild Socialists realise that
woman in industry has come to stay, the better for Guild
Socialism. The one thing lacking in Guild Socialism is
C. ROWEN.
a ‘‘philosophy of feminism.”
***
Sir,-I believe that there are many of your readers who
will welcome as I do Mr. Ivor Brown’s sound criticism
of the Woman’s Movement in your issue of June 17. Those
of us who entered the ranks of Guild Socialists from the

feminist, and not, as appears to be the case with the
“National Guildsmen,” from the anti-feminist camp, have
long waited for a “lead” that might enable us to link
our ideals with the Guild philosophy. We have accepted
the castigations of THE NEW AGE, and our withers were
not unwrung; but while we have repented of past errors,
we have held to the belief that the quest on which we
set forth, though misdirected, was not futile. It is an
encouraging sign when one of the ablest of your Guildsmen
proclaims his adherence to a philosophy of feminism.
Perhaps Mr. Brown may yet lead the way to a conception
of woman’s place in the Guild State which shall not
involve continued dependence on man.
Criticism from an avowed feminist must carry double
weight, yet from one (implied) accusation in Mr. Brown’s
letter I am compelled to defend the Woman’s Movement.
He writes as though the movement were responsible for
the entrance of women into industry; yet he must be well
aware that it is that entrance (the result of capitalism)
which is responsible for the movement. Does he really
believe that, if the Suffragist propaganda ceased, and the
voice of Christabel were no more heard in the land, the
influx of women into industry would be checked? Is it
Lady Cowdray’s eloquence that tempts the working man’s
wife to leave her home for the factory, or Mrs. Fawcett’s
subtlety that lures the middle-class girl to exchange the
dullness of family life for the dullness of the office? The
process was begun and will be continued by capitalism,
and no philosophy of “patience” will stop it. Yet Mr.
Brown offers no other remedy.
What would he have
woman do?
It is useless to advise her to stay in her
home when economic pressure is driving her out of it.
Either she must be prevented from taking part in wagepaid industries (to which I see no possible means), or
she must be organised when in them; and in spite of
Mr. Brown’s pessimism, this appears to be the only final
solution. Women cannot be kept out of industry, but
they can be kept from blacklegging by the same methods
as men. The question is a vital one for women and for
Guild Socialists, and ought not to be shelved. If it is
answered as I suggest, our obvious duty is to put our
shoulder to the wheel and not rest until every woman is
in her union on the same terms as the men. If any other
course is possible, let someone make it clear.
IDA
G. HYETT.
***
A NATIONAL GOVERNMENT.
Sir,-One hopes you will continue to direct attention
to the imperative need of provision €or the appointment
of a truly National Government, chosen from the members
of a new Parliament ; this can only be brought about
if the status and power of the existing “party” caucus
and its election machinery is broken down. It seems that
the simplest way to effect this would be by the adoption
of some such regulations as the following :(I) Every candidate to be resident in the constituency.
(2) Nomination to be by twenty-five constituents, whose
names and addresses must be printed on the candidate’s
election address.
(3) Each candidate to send to the returning officer copies
of his election address, sufficient in number for all the
electors.
(4) A copy of each candidate’s address to be sent to
every elector-, together with the polling-card, by the
returning officer.
(5) The holding of public meetings, canvassing by nonelectors, and all other such efforts to influence the choice
of the electors by personal pressure to be made a penal
offence.
(6) The property qualification to be retained, but one
vote, at least, to be given to every male citizen of eighteen
years of age. (This would give the vote to all men now
engaged in the National Service. In the case of soldiers,
and others serving abroad, their constituency to he
determinedby the address now registered.)
(7) Constituents serving abroad, or away from home, to
have the right to record their votes through the post.
(8) Failure to vote without sufficient cause shown to
incurafine.
(9) The whole cost of the election, except the provision
of the election addresses by the respective candidates, to
HOWARD
INCE.
be borne by the State.
***
TURKEY.
Sir,--I gather from Mr. Crawford Price’s letter on “the
Balkan problem ” that he does not like the Turks. He
says, “The Bulgars were speedily driven back to their
old frontiers, and Turkey reoccupied Adrianople, which,
to the lasting shame of the Great Powers, she was per-

mitted to retain.”
Your correspondent
does not
condescendto inform us why it was “shameful ” on the
part of the Powers to permit the retention of Adrianople
by the Turks, when the former had expressly stated on
the outbreak of the Balkan War that none of the
belligerentswould be allowed any territorial aggrandisement.
After a fine march, the Turks reoccupied Adrianople,
much to the joy of the inhabitants of that city and to
the satisfaction of everybody else, except Christian fanatics
I have discussed the
and the Buxton brothers.
Turkish situation with many Indian Mussulmans, and
can endorse Mr. Marmaduke Pickthall’s statement that,
“If the Government wants enthusiasm in India, it has
only to declare that it will go to war with Russia rather
than see Turkey further mutilated.” DOUGLASFox PITT.
***
TRADE UNIONISM.
Sir,-The three columns you devote to the preliminary
report of “The United States Commission on Industrial
Relations ” may furnish me with an opening for alluding
to a case in the English trade union world. In this case
the excellent plan adopted of charge followed by denial
and counter-charge is conspicuous by its absence.
In your third column, under No. 14, it is said
"witnesseshave cited the rules in the printing industry which
limit the amount and character of work which feeders
for pressmen are allowed to perform.” I have just been
taking up a somewhat similar matter with regard to the
Society of Compositors. Some extra work had enabled
me to employ an additional monotype keyboard operator ;
at the end of this work, being satisfied that the man was
desirous of using the whole of his ability in the service
of the firm, I told him I should be willing to keep him
on, but that, until some other work which I was expecting
came, I might want him occasionally, when copy ran
short, to take up other work; that is to say that, instead
of setting copy, I might require him to correct a proof.
The man was quite willing to do this, and expressed a
strong desire to remain.
I then applied to the trade union to know whether there
would be any objection. In my letter I pointed out that
to keep people always on the same work was a monotony ;
that I knew there was a rule against keyboard operators
being employed on other work, but when so many rules
were being relaxed I thought this relaxation, which made
for the benefit of the worker, might be agreed to; that I
should be quite willing, if they desired it, that the rule
should only be relaxed during this abnormal time of war
-that is to say, at a time when it was more difficult
than usual to keep men in regular employment ; and that
finally the men’s wages would never go below those of a
keyboard monotype operator, which wages are the best
in the trade.
In reply to this I received a most courteous letter from
the secretary of the society.
The secretary was good
enough to recognise my desire to strengthen rather than
weaken trade unionism and also my wish to try and
improve the lot of the workmen, though, no doubt, he
recognised that, being a master, he must guard against
the weakness of my flesh. His reply, although couched
most kindly, amounted to a mere bald negative.
Now, I am not grumbling at the negative. My position
in the matter may be wrong, but I do consider that
it would have been more helpful just to point out where
the relaxation I asked for would prove harmful to the
workmen.
J. EDWARD FRANCIS.
“Athenaeum” Office.
***
ENGLANDAND GIBRALTAR.
S i r , - I hope you will be good enough to let me say a
few final words in acknowledgment of the courteous Note
appended to my letter on the subject of “England and
I am glad to find Mr. S. Verdad sympathising
Gibraltar.”
with my feelings as a Spaniard who, having always
been an admirer of the English sense of fair play In
affairs, is much
national as well a s international
pained by the “little rift within the lute” which
in this critical hour of England’s destiny is being
magnified out
of due proportion
by her enemies
in my country. My position in this question, so vexatious
for Spanish pride, can thus be truly said to be that of
“Amicus Britaniae sed magis amicus veritatis.”
As
the Gibraltar problem is, from my point of view,
exclusivelyan ethical one, the sympathetic feeling expressed
by Mr. Verdad I take to mean, in this case, absolute
agreement of opinion as regards the justice of the Spanish
claim. Thus, as I expected, his statement is in accordance
with the noble opinions expressed at different times by
other Englishmen.

With regard to the practical question involved in the
righting of the wrong, that is, the peaceful restitution of
Gibraltar to the Spanish Crown at a future date, by some
means or other, the material advantages or disadvantages
thereby accruing to the Peninsular Government would
really matter very little from the juridical standpoint. In
this respect, I must say, I am not particularly enthusiastic
about the exchange of Ceuta for Gibraltar. Enthusiasm
over this point would imply a knowledge of certain facts
which I do not pretend by any means to possess. Ceuta,
however, does not geographically belong to the Peninsula,
and that fact alone must needs mean a good deal when
the whole question under consideration
is intimately
bound up with one of natural, national integrity of territory.
Further, I fail to see any reason why, if, as Mr. Verdad
says and I believe, Spain has no need to fear, and really
does not fear, the expansion of Gibraltar by a single foot
of Spanish territory, she should fear the expansion of a
British Ceuta in Morocco. Mutual bona fides and strict
adherence to the clauses of a treaty would, I suppose,
prove as efficacious on the African Coast as they have
proved on the European side of the Straits. One of the
traditional grievances of my countrymen is that Spain
was not really represented at the diplomatic discussions
which led to the Peace of Utrecht, when the status of
Gibraltar was defined. This contention would naturally
be non-existent in the case of a treaty for the amicable
exchange of Ceuta for Gibraltar.
To make the exchange more attractive for the British,
Ceuta could be given away with a certain zone of
surroundingterritory, thus making the fortress self-supporting,
a concession
which doubtless
would
mean
a
substantial advantage over the present status of the Rock.
In connection with this aspect of the question, and, therefore,
with the fears expressed by Mr. Verdad as to the
possible conflict of ambitions in Morocco, it must not be
forgotten that a good many of the Spanish politicians and
writers who favour the exchange are precisely those who,
for some time now, have been strongly advocating “an
honourable reduction of our new obligations in Africa.”
Besides the exchange of territories, there would be, of
course, if not a thousand compensations, as one of our
best statesmen (Floridablanca)
said in the eighteenth
century, when he uselessly tried to settle the question, at
least several other means-as,
for instance, a permanent
alliance, liberal commercial treaties, etc.-which
surely
could be found to afford an excellent ground to promote
the material interests as well as what is still more
important, the intimate spiritual intercourse of the two
countries.
JOSE PLA.
***
MR. SHEEHY-SKEFFINGTON’S SENTENCE.
Sir,-It has been stated in the Press that Mr. SheehySkeffington, released last Tuesday after a week’s hunger
strike, is to “report himself to the authorities on June
30.” He has, in fact, been released under the Cat and
Mouse Act and is required to “return to (Mountjoy)
prison on that date.”
This is the first occasion on
which a non-suffragist offence has come under the operation
of the Act, originally devised by Mr. McKenna to
compel suffragist prisoners to complete their sentences.
The authorities, not daring to let them die in prison,
released them on the point of death from hunger strike,
only to drag them back when their health had been
partially restored, to undergo again the terrible ordeal.
While Mr. Skeffington is at large, the currency of his
sentence is suspended.
He is therefore condemned, in
order to complete his year’s sentence, to fifty-two weeks
of hunger strike plus two years in fortnightly periods
for recuperation. Contrast the treatment given to Messrs.
Hethrington and Wilson, accused in Great Britain of
supplying iron ore to Krupps. They are given trial by
jury, and sentenced to six months without hard labour.
The offence of trading with the enemy in war-time is
surely the more serious, yet it receives half the punishment
without the additional degradation
of hard labour.
Mr. Birrell stated in answer to Mr. Ginnell’s question
last week that “action regarding offences under the
Defence of the Realm Act” would be confined within the
narrowest limits consistent with the safety of the realm
and the successful prosecution of the war. Isit necessary,
according to Mr. Birrell’s formula, “for the safety
of the realm,” that Mr. Skeffington undergo repeated
hunger strikes, followed by permanent disablement or
death, and is such a result likely to promote recruiting ‘in
Ireland?
Voltaire declared that the Government of the
day shot Admiral Byng “pour encourager les autres ;
are we to be similarly “encouraged” in Ireland?

Mr. Skeffington’s offence has surely been expiated
sufficiently by eighteen days’ imprisonment, including
seven days’ hunger strike. Justice demands that the rest
of his sentence be remitted.
HANNA S. SKEFFINGTON.
***
REPLY TO CRITICS.
Sir,-I see that I am the subject of three letters in your
issue of May 13. Each of them demands a brief reply.
In reading the abusive attack by “Romney,” I was
chiefly impressed by his defects of style.
It
so
happenedthat I had just finished re-reading with immense
delight the Second Philippic of Cicero, and I could not
help comparing Cicero with “Romney.” Such men as
Cicero and Voltaire, however bitter their rhetoric, always
give one the impression that there is a majestic personality
behind
it. Somehow one does not feel that in reading
"Romney.”
He also lacks the exquisite urbanity
with which Plato delighted to slaughter an antagonist.
I earnestly recommend “Romney” to study these great
masters.
I would also advise him and many other NEW AGE
readers to read a little book called “Feuerbach : The
Roots of the Socialist Philosophy,” written by Frederick
Engels, and translated by one of the most scholarly of
living Englishmen, Mr. Austin Lewis, of San Francisco.
It is an elementary text-book for beginners in the study
of the materialist conception of history, and deals
effectivelywith all the points raised by “Romney.” It is an
excellent book for Nietzscheans, Bergsonians, Fabians,
and other persons who are familiar with the drawingroom rather than the study or the market-place.
Your correspondent “G. D.” is a man of real intellect
and honest inquiry. There is one book, however, which
he has failed to read: “An Essay on Population,” by
T. R. Malthus.
Marx made the deplorable mistake of
attacking Malthus without reading him, and Hyndman
and Kropotkin have fallen into the same error. I hope
“G. D.” will take the hint, and be wiser than these
great men.
“G. D.” asks the question, “Why do not the
Malthusiansgive us their estimate as to the number of human
beings per square mile we can afford to grow in
England?”
This question indicates a grave fallacy which has
several times been met with in THE NEW AGE. It
is
absolutelyimpossible to set a limit to the population of any
particular country, for the simple reason that food can be
exported from one country to another. It would be possible
to concentrate the whole manufacturing population of
the world in England, and feed them from abroad. The
Malthusian knows nothing of nations or even continents ;
he thinks only in worlds. Happily agricultural
science
is gradually enabling us to calculate how many people
the world could possibly contain. Professor F. H. King,
an American agriculturist, lately proved that if every
drop of rain that falls on the United States were caught
and saved, and used wholly for the production of grain,
it would be impossible for that country to feed more than
a thousand millions of people. Malthus proved that, in
the absence of positive or preventive checks, every country
will double its population in twenty-five years or less.
A t that rate of increase it would take the United States
about eighty-five years to reach the ultimate mathematical
limit of the population it could feed.
“G.
D.” asks the further question, ‘‘How many
centuriesmust pass ere the Russian moujiks, the Chinese,
the Turks, or the Kaffirs, are convinced by the discreet
Neo-Malthusian pamphlet of the advantage of doing without
children?” I have no hesitation in saying that every
populous country in the world will be perfectly NeoMalthusian in fifty years. Thirty-eight years of agitation
have converted a third of the world, and fifty more years
will do the rest. From my knowledge of the Rationalistic
Chinese, I am certain that Neo-Malthusian pamphlets
are the very thing for them, and I think I can say as
much for the Japanese. The Hindoos will be a little
slower, because of their greater ignorance and poorer
education; but even for them fifty years will suffice.
“G. D.” has not quite outlived the “East is East and
West is West” delusion.
I advise him to leave that
entirely to spiritual persons who frequent drawing-rooms
and always get plucked in mathematical examinations.
Incidentally, I beg to inform “G. D.” that Malthus
had three children and not eleven.
With regard to Turkey, I have no wish to argue at
length with a gentleman whom I esteem so highly, and
who is probably so little inclined for argument, as Mr.
Marmaduke
Pickthall. I cannot help thinking, however,
that Mr. Pickthall believes the Turks to be a more
unworldly people than they redly are. It is manifest, for

instance, that a railway under German management,
running from Hamburg through Constantinople
to the
Persian Gulf, would greatly increase the material
prosperityof Constantinople. It would mean a huge growth
of population and trade, from which many Turkish
merchants and speculators would make fortunes. Does
Mr. Pickthall really believe that the Constantinople
merchant or financier does not think of such things?
Again, how does he explain the extraordinary power the
Germans have obtained in Turkey? Since the war began
they have treated her like a subject province.
How
could they possibly manage that unless a powerful body
of Turks favoured their plans? Nowhere in the world
is the commercial spirit growing faster than in Asiatic
countries like Japan and China, and I can hardly believe
that in so mercenary a world the Turks alone are a nation
of Bayards and Pickthalls.
Finally, I deeply regret that an article in your issue
of March 11 led me to do an injustice to Mr. H. M.
Hyndman-clarumet venerabile nomen! I gathered that Mr.
Hyndman had said that the main causes of the war were
not economic. I now learn from the “Fabian News”
for May that what Mr. Hyndman really says is that the
war was caused more by the military than the commercial
class of Germany. I presume, however, that Mr. Hyndman
is well aware that the Prussian military caste, like
all the other military castes of history, exists purely for
purposes of economic gain. The military conquerors who
came over from Normandy in 1066 were quite as good
at feathering their nests as any Jewish financier or
Baptistsweater, and the feudal lords of every country were
of the same type. What created the Spartan military
caste? Unless all historians are wrong, it was formed for
the sole purpose of keeping the Helots and Messenians
in economic subjection. If you want to know why the
Roman militarists annexed foreign countries read a few
of the speeches of Cicero-almost any will do. Prussian
militarists are like all other militarists. They want to
get rich, and they think a victorious war will make them
rich.
It must be noted, however, that the Prussian militarists
have intermarried so much with the commercial class
that their interests are no longer purely military.
A
Spartan was not allowed to marry the daughter of a
trader; a Prussian officer 4s delighted to do so, provided
she has the cash. Thus the interests of Prussian
militarism are blended inextricably with trading interests.
A war merely to make soldiers rich is no longer
conceivableinGermany.
R. B. KERR.
***
“THE GYPSY.”
Sir,-You ask for an assurance that I will not go again
to the Law Courts. You can take my word for it that
neither wild reviewers nor tame solicitors will drag or
entice me there. For the rest, you ought really to get
your young men to cultivate a sense of proportion. What
“The Gypsy” represents, according to “R. H. C.,” is
‘‘the unholy union of god and ape that we have set
ourselvesto annul.
The war should have completed our
work rather than have made it, as now appears, all to be
done over again.” I think it is Francis Thompson who
says that we cannot pluck a flower without troubling of a
If both THE NEW AGE and “The Gypsy”
star.
disappeared, the movement of the star would be very much
in the nature of a wink.
HENRY SAVAGE.
***
ART AND UTILITY.
Sir,-I object to beauty in articles of use on the same
ground that Meredith resented the intrusion of style in
a book of science. It is out of place.
Of course, Mr.
Kenway is right in saying that ornamental art was first.
But pure art is second-and better. In most craftsmen
there is, I believe, an imprisoned artist who awaits his
freedom through a regime of economic justice. The way to
liberate him is precisely to accommodate ourselves with
machine-made chairs and ready made clothes, and chemical
food and the rest of it.
But there are many craftsmen,
says Mr. Kenway, who do not want to be liberated,
because they find their “happiness” in their craft. Well,
then, let us organise ourselves in such a way that necessities
come first and ornaments afterwards. The production
of luxuries ought to be the free spontaneity of free men,
instead of being, as it is to-day, a way to satisfy the
hunger of the producers just like the production of
necessities.
Most luxuries are not produced for the pleasure
of the Craftsmen, but for the vanity of the rich. And that
is not good, especially in time of war. I notice, by the
way, that every newspaper of the kingdom has realised
that the costs of the war ought to be paid out of national
savings in luxuries. And I am glad of it.
RAMIRO
DE MAEZTU

