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NOTES OF THE

WEEK.

WE cannot profess to be much interested in the terms
of settlement of the South Wales miners’ strike. What
there was of “Syndicalism” in the agitation that led
to it very soon disappeared; and in it5 place we see
nothing but a common wage-strike.
But from this
point of view we can well understand the disgust of the
public; for a wage-strike pure and simple at a time
like the present is nothing less than highway robbery
with violence.
It is true that the justification, or at
any rate the excuse, for a wage-strike was given the
men by the action of the Welsh coalowners whose
extortions without violence are costing
the country
millions a year. But their robbery of the nation is not,
mitigated when their spoils are shared with the men.
In some respects, indeed, it is made worse. For, in the
first place, it may be taken for granted that the
advance in wages the men have obtained, amounting to
fourpence or fivepence per ton, will be first doubled or
trebled and then added to the selling-price;
and, in
the second place, the cost of living will be raised to the
detriment of the purchasing power of wages all over
the country. The South Wales miners, in short, have
succeeded in adding to the burden of the country and
particularly
of their own class.
Thanks to them,
instead of abolishing profits, profits will be increased.
Our coal will cost us more; and hence all those articles
of use into the manufacture of which coal enters.
***
This result, we need scarcely say, is precisely the
opposite of the result that “Syndicalism”
would have
brought
about. In denouncing
the “Syndicalism”
of
the strike the Press was, in fact, condemning the only
element in the agitation that made for public advantage.
As the “Times”
told
LIS, the “Syndicalist”
section of the men were “out for’’ nationalisation of the
mines and the miners, and the consequent abolition of
profiteering.
Had they won, there is no doubt that
profits would indeed have been eliminated
and the
nation would have been able to buy its coal as it buys
the services of its soldiers, sailors, and civil servants,
namely, at the cost of production. But it was, as we
have seen, just this good intention upon which the
Press fastened its poisonous fangs. Rather
than
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permit the profits of the coalowners to be absorbed they
would even see the men share in them. Rather than
that the public should own its mines and enlist the
miners in public service, the very propaganda of the
contrary,
among miners themselves,
should
be
misrepresented, abused, and finally killed. Well, we hope
the Press is pleased with the result. They bawled in
a sort of Yiddish for the abolition of profiteering,
without,
it is to be feared, knowing in the least what they
meant; and when the “Syndicalists”
of South Wales
took up the cry and began to act upon it, they
denouncedthem. The result is to be seen in the victory
of the wage-strike but in the defeat of the strike
against profits.
***
Having diverted the men from an idealist to a
material goal, the Press now turns again upon them
and once more denounces them for their very obedience.
The “Times,” for instance, that was the first to warn
the men against Syndicalist dreams, now threatens the
successful wage-strikers with a loss of prestige after
the war. “When the war is over,” it says, “and new
labour problems call
for
new
social legislation,
this strike will be counted for unrighteousness against
the organisation
of the workmen.”
Rut is that fair?
Admitting that as things have turned out, the strike
has proved to be a wage-strike only, was not a public
element contained in the agitation and ought it not
to count to the men for righteousness?
It is not their
fault, we say, that the strike did not end in the abolition
of all profits, including their own. We are sure,
indeed, that such a conclusion would have been as
welcome to the men as to the nation at large. We
repeat that their better intention was deliberately diverted
by the Press in collusion with the coalowners; and that
the advance in their wages was no more than a
composition for the bankruptcy their ideals had sustained.
Let it therefore count against the men that they failed
the nation when the Press and the coalowners were
against
them. But let it also count for them that
they tried, at any rate, to benefit the nation, and only
looted when they were defeated.
***
The coalowners themselves, on the other hand, seem
to have come well out of the strike. The Government

itself took care in its first announcement to thank the
coalowners for the settlement, as if in a national
emergency
they had a right to withhold coal, and we were
grateful that they only asked an unusual profit on it. A
little examination, however, will show that in truth
the coalowners were to blame not only for the strike,
but for the plunderous settlement. We have yet to
hear, to begin with, upon what grounds the coalowners
refused to consider the original demands of the men.
The men’s demands, we know were publicly canvassed,
so that anybody who cared might judge their merits.
But nowhere, to this day, have we seen canvassed the
grounds of the masters’ refusal. On the contrary, not
so much as the name of a coalowner has been published,
hut one and all the eighty or so brigands have rested
in secure anonymity. Again, as the “Times” itself
remarks, if the men’s terms were so exorbitant that the
coalowners were justified in refusing to discuss them,
even in the certainty that a strike would thereby be
provoked,how comes it that the settlement to which they
now agree includes at leastfour-fifths of the demands
they thought unthinkable? Let us quote the passage
from the “Times.” “The last meeting of the owners
and men was held on June 21, and when it broke up the
owners had not weakened in their absolute refusal to
consider any arrangement except the continuance of the
old agreement.
Over and over again they had
denouncedthe men’s demands as outrageous and exorbitant,
and likely to cause ruin to some of the smaller
collieries. On Monday they will find themselves
engaged in co-operation with the men in drawing up an
agreement which embodies nine-tenths of those very
demands.”
It is impossible, after that, to acquit the
owners of deliberately risking a strike in order to
enhance
theirprofits. Even, therefore, if we condemn the
men, the masters should certainly swing with them.
Not to them should the Government give thanks for
ending the strike; since it was plainly to them that the
strike was due.
***
Mr. Clement Edwards, whom we saw last week
promisingto urge the nationalisation of the mines if only
the miners would return to work, has changed his tune
very soon. In the “Daily News” of Friday, discussing
the settlement, he has riot a word to say of nationalisation,
but joins with Lord Northcliffe and Mr. Blumenfeld
in denouncing the men’s addiction to Syndicalism.
The Trade Unions, he thinks, should forswear these
dreams of nationalisation and partnership and return to
the old methods in the hope that he and his friends may
moralise the coalowners into paying a voluntary
"ransom”for their privilege of taxing the coal and labour
of Wales. But on these grounds, what has he to say
either to the strike or to the settlement?
It is
undeniable
that, apart from Syndicalism, both the strike and
the settlement are exactly in the spirit of. the oldfashioned Trade Unionism which Mr. Edwards would
restore. Wage-strikes, strikes for more advantageous
agreements, and such-like pudding, were the sole raison
d’etre of Trade Unions as they used to be before
"Syndicalism”
crept.
in. The c‘Syndicalists,” on the other
hand, denounce wage-strikes and urge the workers to
strike, if at all, for status and responsibility, even at
the cost of wages ! The older Trade Unionism, it appears, should be fully satisfied with the results of the
recent strike; for they can be measured in wages. It is
only the newer Unionism that would have been better
pleased to see wages reduced if, at the same time,
profits had been abolished and the miners were made
responsible €or their industry. In so soon turning his
coat Mr. Edwards is the politician of the satirist : a
poor chameleon that changes colour with his environment.
A nationaliser yesterday, he is nothing in
particular to-day; but to-morrow he may be begging the
coalowners to give a park to his constituency.
***
Little need be added here to the debate on the Coal
Prices Bill in the House of Commons last week. It is
clear that once more the Government has surrendered

to the profiteers. We do not know if the Government is
so convinced that our population “reads” picture papers
only that parliamentary reports may be assumed to
go unread. But it appears like it. The revelations,
both of intention and of effect of the Coal Bill, which
were made and reported last week would otherwise most
certainly have been censored as dangerous to the public
peace. Mr. Runciman, in the first instance, naively
confessed that the Bill had been drafted by the coalowners themselves. Next he accepted as true the statement that the cost of coal to the nation this year would
exceed last year’s cost by nearly forty million pounds.
Finally he pleaded that the “reduced output” of the
mines, consequent upon the enlistment of so many
miners, was a proper- ground for compensating--the
colaowners. The voice of the profiteer behind the
mask of a Minister was never more clearly heard than
when this astonishing proposition was advanced by
Mr. Runciman. The nation is to consent to pay more
for its coal because it is fighting for its life in Flanders;
and the coalowners are actually to be compensated for
allowing their men to die for their country. Words, we
feel, are inadequate to convey the comment that must
occur to every sane man. We would we could speak
daggers. The conclusion can only be that the Government are in the fobs of the coalowners and speak but
as their clerks. Together they mean to squeeze the
nation of its resources while the war is squeezing us
of our tears.
***
This paragraph is a digression, but it is not without
application to the rest. What shall we say if America
should request us, in the event of our declaring cotton
contraband, not only to purchase the German import,
which costs usually thirty million pounds, but to compensate American growers for their loss of war-profit?
Cotton, we are informed, is fetching in the neutral
countries bordering on Germany, four or five times its
normal price. In other words, instead of thirty,
America is making a hundred or more million pounds
by its supply of cotton to Germany. Why should she
not ask compensation for this as well as the purchase
price of the German supply? What can our profiteers,
including the Government, reply ? That we compensate our own coalowners for what they have missed
being able to plunder, and decline to compensate the
American cotton-growers for forgoing theirs, is not
consistent, however slim it may be. And it is no
defence that in the one case we at least keep the money
in this country whereas, in the other, it goes abroad.
There is no home or abroad for money: the whole
world is its parish. Besides, America can point out
that our own profiteers have a duty in the matter, while
hers have only rights. To compensate hers and to
leave ours to whistle would therefore be more just than
the reverse.
On the whole, we should not advise
the precedent of the coalowners to be published in
America.
***
It is not surprising after the Coal debate of last
week that the Government should have concluded that
it can get along better without the House of Cornmons than with it. As we foresaw would be the case,
the coalition of the Front Benches, while it has silenced
with salaries the official opposition, has given an excuse
for the creation of a small unofficial opposition to which
several honest men as well as the usual proportion of
asses belong. Their voices were heard in the debate
upon Coal in particular. The outcome of their existence is the Government’s proposal to adjourn Parliament in these critical days for a seven weeks’ penal
holiday. What, we ask, is the nation thinking of to
put up with it? The Government is not so firmly in
our credit that it can fill up blank cheques without even
the counter-signature of the House of Commons. Nor
are its current acts of such a character that we can
feel safe that it is even in the right direction.
Its
origin, we must remind it, is still surrounded with the
taint of political bastardy ; and its performances, since

its birth, testify to little patriotism but to a great deal
of low cunning in its ancestry. The Munitions Act,
artfully contrived only to appear to limit armaments
profits, while really limiting the men’s right to strike,
has by common consent met its Waterloo in South
Wales.
It is now of the value of an obsolete Act,
though its discussion passed away a good deal of
parliamentary
and public time. The National Register
is another careful and costly blunder, one of the most
extravagant
methods
ever invented for creating tons
upon tons of waste-paper.
And of the Coal Bill that
was passed as urgent last week we may take Mr.
Healy’s word that it is a sham and a mischief. This
is a pretty record for a Coalition of all the patriots,
including Mr. Arthur Henderson and the moustaches of
Mr. Brace. And it is on this that we are to withdraw
the few critics the House of Commons has, in order
that for a week of weeks the Government may have
rest!
As we say, their credit does not run to it.
Their account is, in fact, overdrawn.
***
For what reasons we do not know, the “Times,”
after deciding at the outset to support the closing of
Parliament
for
seven or seventy
weeks, suddenly
changed its opinion and began to oppose the proposal.
The explanation cannot,
we feel sure, be political
entirely, for Lord Northcliffe’s policy is well known to
be not entirely political.
Once, however, committed
to opposing a long recess the “Times” has conducted
the campaign with consistency.
The arguments
are
familiar.
The counter-policy (if we must flatter the
Press) of the “Daily News” is, on the contrary, a little
surprising.
Unaided reason, exercising
itself upon
experience, would have concluded that the “policy” of
the “Daily News” would be to deprecate a long recess
in the interests of free discussion, the institutions of
Liberalism and all the other by-products of the cocoamanufacture.
Only for such by-products,
in fact, is
the “Daily News” tolerable.
To our mild surprise,
however, no sooner had the “Times” declared for a
short recess than the “Daily News” declared for a
long one; and upon the most marvellous grounds.
“A. P. N.,” who was formerly a ‘‘Times’ ” employee
himself, and is now the Lobby-buttonholer
of the
“Daily News,” urged the dismissal of “the appeal of
the Yellow Press for more talk” (oh, haughty!) on the
ground that “if Parliament were to meet during the
next seven weeks there would be nothing for it to do.”
And why? Because “the Government have now passed
all the War Bills . . . and no more money is required
at present.”
Once upon a time-but
it is another
story-a House of Commons would have found this
excuse for suppressing it an excuse for cutting off a
king’s head. Once upon a time-but it was before the
war had turned journalists
wholly crazy-the
practice
of the House of Commons was to supervise the spending
as well as to authorise the raising of the public
money.
Once upon a time “A. P. N.” of the “Daily
News” would have been dismissed, even from that
journal, for talking treason through his hat. To-day,
it seems, we must put up with it while we teach
Germanybetter manners. Doubtless
the House will
adjourn, will adjourn for seven, or possibly only six
weeks. And in the interval the most critical war in our
history will be fought behind closed doors.
***
The City deputation to Mr. Asquith to urge him to
tax rather than to borrow again, probably indicates that
the City has now equally secure but more profitable
investments than the National Loan to attend to. For no
patriotic reason, we may be sure, were these moneychangers interviewing the Government ! At the same
time, as we long ago pointed out, the public policy, as
distinct from the policy of the financiers, was and is
always for taxation instead of loan ; and not only now,
but from the moment the expenditure on the war began.
We hold, in fact, that it was a poor compliment to the
merits of the war, or a sinister appraisal of the patriotism
of the wealthy, to refrain from heavy taxation lest

thereby the war should be made unpopular.
Is everybody to be paid to save the nation from destruction?
A tax has this advantage for the mass of the people,
that it tends to fall upon Capital rather than upon
Labour.
A loan, on the other hand, falls mainly upon
Labour.
The truth of this may be seen from a simple
illustration.
If an employer is suddenly called upon for
a large sum he must provide it out of his immediate
resources,
by selling something.
But if, on the other
hand, he is given time, he can then mortgage his men’s
labour and raise the sum on their credit, that is, at
their expense. For, after all, what is credit, when it
does not represent existing capital, but a title to wealth
still to be produced--that
is, to the results of future
Labour?
Most credit, in short, is a lien upon Labour :
it is a debt which the proletariat owe to Capital and
capitalists.
But it will be seen from this how preferable it is, for the working classes, to have the cost of
the war raised by taxation rather than by loan. Gladstone, however, was the last Chancellor of the Exchequer to tax instead of borrow for this reason. As
Governments become more and more capitalist in character, war loans tend to multiply as war-taxation tends
relatively to be reduced. It is therefore not odd that
the present war should be financed by the largest loan
ever known and the smallest taxation ever imposed.
***
Mr. Asquith was urged-was
it by Mr. Harold Cox,
the celebrated swallower of his words?-to
impose import duties for the double and, of course, incompatible
purposes of at once raising revenue and restricting consumption.
We are not in the least doctrinaire on the
subject of Free Trade; it has, in fact, gone the way of
Laissez-faire, and we are glad to see the last of it. But
Economy save us from a tariff the purpose of which
is to raise revenue. To restrict imports, whether alien
or destandardised,
on political, ethical, or Trade Union
grounds, is a proper use of a tariff; and in such cases
we would go to the length of total exclusion. But to
tax imports for revenue without a corresponding customs duty, has every disadvantage that a tax can have;
it falls unevenly; it yields a bounty to the homeproducer, and it costs the consumer at least three times
as much as the Government collects. Better, by far,
tax incomes and passing estates alone. These taxes
are fair, easily collected and graduable to a penny.
Nobody really objects to them or deserves to be listened
to if he does. The taxation of wages, however, stands
upon a different footing. It was advocated, we see, by
the City deputation in the fixed belief that wages are a
working- man’s “income.”
But they are not.
They
are the price of his keep. The poor old “Spectator”
last week fell by instinct into the same elementary fallacy. Assuming that “wages”
are the equivalent of
“profits, ” it asked why war-profits should be taxed and
war-wages
exempted? The answer is that wages are
never more, on the whole, than somewhere about the
cost of subsistence;
no, not even in war-time!
The
notion, set abroad by Mr. Lloyd George, who knew a
man who knew a man who was earning six pounds a
week-the notion that wages generally at this moment
afford a margin of “profit,” is entirely false. Even if
it were the case, the coming season of rainy days will
surely exhaust it. But it is not the case. Wages
generally have probably not even risen as high as the cost
of living. In many instances they had lee-way to make
up that is not yet covered. We have before us the
figures for a recent week in a town full to the shoulders
of war-work; the average weekly wage of over twenty
thousand
persons
engaged
is
less
than
nineteen
thousand
pounds. You cannot tax much meat off those
bones. What, in short, the Government ought to do (we
must be forgiven our utopianism) is to tax war-profits
to extinction. The profiteers have had the exhilaration
of making them. Apparently they are gamblers who
cannot play at industry for skill or love. They must
have something on the game.
Having had it and
cleared the pool, it would be well now if the Government
took it.

Foreign

Affairs.
By S. Verdad.

IT was expected last week that a vote of credit for a
hundred millions would be asked for; but at the last
moment the figure was changed to a hundred and fifty
millions, and Mr. Asquith made a very direct allusion
to “New Allies.” Even if he had not used the plural,
we should naturally have concluded that no one neutral
country could now ask for so large a sum as the difference
between the proposed and the actual vote of credit.
It is not that particularly noteworthy progress has been
made with our negotiations
with the Balkan States
since I last referred to the matter in these columns.
The Sofia correspondent
of the “Near East,” indeed,
tells an amusing enough tale to account for the
apparentdeadlock in the negotiations between the Entente
Powers and the Bulgarian Government.
On June 15,
he says, the Bulgarian Government sent a Note to the
representatives of the Allies, and this has not vet been
answered.
“Some politicians here ascribe this to the
circumstance that the contents of the Bulgarian reply
were telegraphed from Berlin to the Greek Minister
at Rome one day before its delivery. This diplomatic
scandal, it is said, has caused much annoyance to the
Entente
Powers, and the present deadlock is the
result.
” It is well known that not only Dr. Radoslavoff,
the Bulgarian Prime Minister, but also M. Gounaris,
the Greek Prime Minister, and the Roumanian authorities
as well, have all along been keeping in close touch
with the Vienna and Berlin Governments.
This does
not mean that they are at all times willing to be guided
by the advice which reaches them from these sources;
but it would be neglecting a most important factor in
these negotiations if we were to pretend that the Allies’
proposals could not be adequately balanced by counterproposals from our enemies.
In
spite
of
the
"deadlock.”the negotiations are, from our point of view,
proceedingsatisfactorily.
***
One point should be emphasised, and that is that the
Russian retirement is without any effect, “moral”
or
otherwise, in the Balkan Peninsula. The difficulties of
the campaign in the Eastern theatre, the methodical
preparation of the Germans, the disadvantageous
condition
of the Russian army and navy when the war was
forced on the Entente:
these matters
are quite
understood
and appreciated at their true value in the Balkan
capitals.
Even the greatest German sympathisers at the
Greek or Bulgarian Court know perfectly well that, once
Russia is supplied with arms, shells, and guns, another
“drive” will begin, and the zig-zag course of the
struggle will once more extend to East Prussia and to
Galacia. To the Serbians and the Roumanians the
Russianretirement is an unfortunate incident; but it is
nothing more. A sentimental value alone attaches to
Warsaw;
and
if the Russians
are driven
from
Ivangorodand back from the Blonie line no Balkan State
will regard such an event as a decisive German triumph.
Furthermore.
it is being realised, little by little, in
the three neutral Balkan States, that serious internal
divisions are likely to take place if the pro-German
trading and Court parties continue to exercise an
unfriendly influence.
In Roumania, for instance, the
tension between the followers of Take Jonescu and
those of the Prime Minister, M. Bratiano, is very Severe
and this despite the fact that M. Bratiano is not adverse
to the policy of the Entente Powers. The two groups
regard one another in much the same way as the
RamsayMacDonalds and the Joynson-Hickses regard one
another here. The same remark is true of the Venizelists

and Gounarists
in Greece. It may reasonably be
assumed, therefore, that all parties in the Balkan States
will seek an early opportunity of patching up a truce
and reaching a common agreement with respect to the
war; and Mr. Asquith’s announcement may be taken as
an indication that political intrigue in the Balkans will
soon give way to action.
***
We must not, however, confine ourselves to the
balkans when we are talking of Allies. Several
months
ago I indicated that the Scandinavian countries and
Holland might be looked upon as potential allies of
ours. True, German influence was for a long time
predominant in Sweden; but, in view of past relations, it
was not very effective in Denmark or Norway, and
Sweden was pro-German simply because she felt antiRussian.
Leave these countries aside for the moment
and consider the position of Holland in the war. It is
clear that an unfriendly Holland would be of great
detriment
toGermany. Assuming
for a moment that
Hollanddecided to join the Allies, the immediate effect of
such a step would be a most determined attack by all
the German forces that could be spared from Belgium
on the Dutch army, which has been mobilised to the
extent of more than 300,000 men since November last.
But the Dutch have natural as well as military defences ;
and, even if the Dutch troops could hold their border
lines no longer than a couple of weeks, sufficient time
would have been gained by the Allies to utilise the
Scheldt, the Dutch coast, and the Dutch railways.
If
we had shown as little scruple as our enemies, we
might have relieved Antwerp long ago by making use
of the Scheldt at short and peremptory notice. Then
there is the Rhine, which we can reach only through
Holland; and we have our special monitors--for use at
the Dardanelles.
***
The interview which Mr. Churchill gave to a Dutch
paper ten days ago is, in view of these facts,
noteworthyfor many reasons. It is useful to the public to
have the strategic advantages
of the mouth of the
Scheldt pointed out to them ; and it is even more useful
for the Dutch public to be called upon to realise what is
the exact truth, namely, that a German occupation of
any part of Belgium would mean the inevitable end of
the independence
of Holland.
As
I have said
over and over again,
the acquisition
of Belgium
and Holland
has always been
as much a part
of the German plan of expansion
as was
the
acquisition of Asia Minor and the development of the
Bagdad
railway. The Dutch waterways and ports are
of no less advantage to Germany than the strategic
possibilities
of Holland itself. It is equally essential
for us that those two countries, Holland and Belgium,
should be independent; and thus we revert to the old
problem which the public had to consider at the beginning
of the war. The English Channel does not represent
the boundary line of England. Our boundary line
lies at the Belgo-German and Dutch-German frontiers ;
and as soon as a hostile army has crossed those frontiers
we are bound to consider this country as invaded.
There is nothing new in this doctrine : it stretches back
to the seventeenth century, to Elizabeth, to the Tudors,
and even to the Plantagenets. With
Holland
and
Belgium as free and independent buffer States, this country
is as safe from attack by Germany as Germany is safe
from attack by us. The Power that violated
the
neutrality of Belgium deliberately intended to wage an
aggressive
war. That aggression was aimed at us; as
it would have been had Germany left Belgium alone
and made for the northern coast of France through
Longwy.
We have had our minds directed, of late, to
this important aspect of German expansion,
overlooking
the fact that, incidentally,
two
small countries
would have been snuffed out of existence. One of them
has nearly been exterminated.
The other does not
intend to have a like fate thrust upon her if she can take
steps to avoid it.

Towards

National

Guilds.

WE are no less implacably hostile to women in industry
than the editorial writers of this journal; and we agree
that the subject is vital to guildsmen.
Arguments,
however, as has been said, appear to be of no use; yet
we suppose we must continue them. For instance, one
correspondent
last
week,
after
declaring
himself
opposed to admitting women
into industry, pleaded
that since they are in, it were wise to make the best of
a bad job, and organise them into unions; altogether
forgetful, it appeared, of the reply we made to the same
plan when it was only recently urged in these pages.
On the same ground, we said, philanthropists,
like
Sidney Smith, urged the protection
of children in
industry during the early Victorian years; while others
were advocating their total abolition from industry.
What, we ask, would have happened if the former
meliorist
reformers
had
won against
the
latter
revolutionists? Why, more and more children would have
been drawn into industry which would more and more
have been adapted down to them.
It is certain we
should not have had Popular Education:
for the
schools were undoubtedly first designed as a means of
occupying children’s time. On the other hand, the race
might by this time have become extinct!
It must be
remembered, too, that relatively to the population there
were then as many children in industry as there are
now women.
The “necessity of the evil” of childlabour must therefore have seemed just as patent as
the “necessity of the evil” of women’s wage-labour.
Also, no doubt, the chances of abolishing child-labour
must have appeared small.
Nevertheless,
it began
gradually
to disappear : the standard
of age was
raised year by year, until to-day children up to thirteen
are legally exempted from labour. May not the same
comparatively happy results attend
on the agitation
against women in industry, provided that those of us
who are opposed to their employment refuse to stoop
to amelioration or to the argument from expediency ?
***
Another correspondent asks us to give “a concise and
convincing reason” why women should not take the
place of men in suitable occupations during the war.
To this invitation we reply that provided (a) no private
profit is made out of them; (b) they are paid at the
same rates as the men were whose places they take;
(c) it is really temporary;
(d) there is any need for
them; and (e) the game is worth the candle-we have no
objection
left. As none of these conditions is likely
to be fulfilled we have, at least, five objections to the
proposal.
***
Mrs. Pankhurst’s impudent assumption of the office
of women’s spokesman is, of course, supported
by
capitalists in search of cheap labour; but her representative character is testified in the returns from the
Circular recently issued by the Board of Trade inviting
women to register for work.
From thirteen million
women circularised, only 90,000 replies were received ;
and of these only 2,000 have found employment. We
may calculate from these figures that Mrs. Pankhurst
represents about one woman in a hundred and fifty
or a matter of two-thirds per cent. of her sex.
***
The same lady’s ignorance runs neck and neck with
her impudence. Interrupting
Mr. Lloyd George, who
was urging that the men need not fear that the temporary
employment
of women
would
be permanent
and
enter into competition with men’s labour, Mrs.
Pankhurstsaid : “Very healthy competition!” Competition
between a man and his wife and daughter, or between
a young man and his sisters, for the same job, would in
Mrs. Pankhurst’s opinion be very healthy !
It might
indeed be-for ‘profits; and we can believe that many
employers would pay Mrs. Pankhurst,
as they have
other great economists, to popularise the proposal for
them.
But healthy for either men or women we

humbly deny it to be. A few of our readers might
even agree with us on the subject !
***
It is, of course, Mr. Lloyd George’s job to get his
munitions by any means. He can safely promise men
that women shall not remain in industry after the war ;
in security that by the time the war is over,
circumstances
will so have changed and memories so have
failed, that either he will be able to excuse his want of
foresight when the men discover that women are in
industry for good, or it will be forgotten that he ever
offered assurances
to the contrary.
Mrs. Pankhurst
and her mob of profiteers’ wives and dependents will
take good care, moreover, that once in industry their
wretched women victims shall serve a life sentence.
Her own self and her owndaughters-catch
these ladies
in industry! They were all sensible and came out of
it, to drive other women in. Mr. Lloyd George can no
more guarantee that women shall not remain in their
temporary jobs after the war than the Government can
guarantee that Trade Union rules shall be restored.
As a matter of fact, their cheap labour will take some
shifting ?
***
We can agree that women appear to be about to
succumb to the wiles of the profiteers, without becoming
hopeless
of the future. Sooner or later, we say,
if the race is not to perish (and it isn’t!) women will
be forbidden, except in special cases, to enter industry.
’The reason is that racially (that is, physiologically and
psychologically) industry for women will be discovered
to be so detrimental to health, that their employment
will be seen to be anything but economic. The economics
of industry is only a department of the economics
of life; and it is often the case that an industrial
economy is a vital waste. Undoubtedly this was the
case with the employment of children. For the early
years of their life they were highly profitable; but it
was at the cost of-a decreased efficiency and therefore
profitability for the rest of their lives. In the long run
child-labour
was found to be extravagant
labour.
Similarly it stands to reflection that women’s labour,
however immediately industrially profitable, is hound in
the end to be an economic extravagance;
for industry
is bound to tell on them as wives and mothers and hence
As childupon the efficiency of the next generation.
labour may be said to anticipate and to expend the
energy of the adult; so women’s labour may be said to
anticipate and to spend the energy of the next generation.
In both instances we are living at the expense
of our reserves, exploiting the future. It is therefore
bad vital economics, and, in the long run, bad
industrial economics as well. Profiteers. whose minds
are ephemeral and whose
souls
are correspondingly
transient, are naturally indifferent about a future more
remote than their nose-tips. But society
is ex
hypothesi eternal,
and sociologists must legislate for
eternity.
They must get women out of industry faster
than the ephemeridae can lure them in.
***
It might be interesting to speculate on what may
be the concomitant variations of the descent of women
into wage-industry.
For one thing, industry itself will
be retarded in its development.
Without offence to
women (indeed, we are the only knights of chivalry left
to them!), we may say that they are less adapted to
industry than men.
It follows
that with their
incursion, industry must adapt itself to them-that
is,
to inferior workpeople. Imagine a lower race of
mankindsuddenly substituted for a higher, with just enough
intelligence
and adaptability
to carry
on their
predecessors’ institutions-and
a parallel
with
the
feminisation
of industry may be drawn. It is a poor lookout, in fact, for the progress of industry!
Another,
but more doubtful effect, is the division of women in
general
into the unsexed-those
who enter industryand the over-sexed--those
who manage to keep out.
NATIONAL
GUILDSMEN.

Why

I think the War should
be Stopped.

By C. H. Norman.
[With a Running Commentary by THE NEW AGE.]
ELEVENmonths have passed since the people of Britain
were plunged by the Liberal Government,
with the
assent of the Opposition leaders, and indeed under their
pressure, into the most terrible conflict in European
history.
This is, of course, deliberately misleading. While the
responsibility
of the plunge was undoubtedly assumed
by the Liberal Government, there is no doubt that any
Government under the circumstances would have taken
the same course or been arraigned by the nation for the
highest treason. As events have shown, the declaration
of war, whether wisely or foolishly made, had the nation
behind it. The nation should therefore be indicted.
Since August 4, 1914, when Britain declared war
upon Germany, prodigious efforts have been made by
the combatants on each side; but the military position
is no more advanced to-day than it was many months
ago; and the probability is that the war may be
continued on its present lines by the respective
Governments
“to save their own faces,” until Europe becomes
one vast cemetery, Britain a mourning house, and the
whole world a bankruptcy court.
It is, of course, not true that the military position,
taking everything, outside Flanders as well as inside,
into account, “is no more advanced to-day.”
On the
contrary, if nothing but time has occurred, time alone
betters the Allied position, and will continue to better it.
The proper moral of the paragraph, moreover, is not to
stop the war because we have made no advance, but to
prosecute it with greater intelligence and energy.
Thanks to the ceaseless vigilance of the British Navy,
Great Britain is in such little danger of invasion that a
costly and dangerous adventure
has been embarked
upon in the Gallipoli Peninsula and the Dardanelles.
This expedition
has the object of terminating the
Turkish occupation of Constantinople for the benefit of
the Russian Government.
It is instructive to recollect
that sixty years ago the statesmen of Britain induced
thousands
of their fellow-countrymen,
by rhetorical
appeals, similar to those which are used to-day, to end
their lives in the Crimea, for reasons precisely opposite
to those that are being urged as a justification for the
present attack upon the Turks. That is a matter for
serious reflection, when it is recalled that the wisdom
of this expedition was never discussed by the House of
Commons : but it is the people who are paying with
their blood
and treasure-NOT
the statesmen
who
initiated it.
Circumstances alter cases.
For the present, at any
rate, it is not, as it was in 1854, the hegemony of Russia
that Britain has to fear, but the hegemony of Germany.
Then it was our policy, perhaps, to support the independence
of Turkey against Russia; to-day it is certainly our
policy to support Russia against a Prussian-Turkish
policy. The object of the Dardanelles expedition is not,
moreover, the conquest of Constantinople in the interests
of Russia; the reduction of Constantinople, as the base
of Turkey’s resistance, is merely the necessary means to
the end of establishing communication between ourselves
and our Allies. A neutral Turkey would have maintained her independence, which was, in fact, guaranteed
by all the Allies, including Russia. It is, therefore,
untrue to suggest that our purpose is anti-Turkish or even
pro-Russian.
It is simply pro-English.
The question is : How long are the British people
going to remain quiescent in face of a policy which is
destroying the manhood
of the country, ruining its
economic prosperity, and under cover of which liberties
that the reformers of the past won so dearly are being
filched away by legislation
of the character of the
Defence of the Realm Act?
It appears to us that the British people are going to
put up with all these losses and to run all these risks
for as long as Germany holds out. The British people
have a notion, even if Mr. Norman has not, of the risks

at stake; and the sacrifices are not as yet thought
incommensurate.
The time has come for a check to be put upon the
wild career of His Majesty’s Government ; and to insist
that the Ministry should be brought to account for the
hundred thousand lives that have been lost or maimed,
in a war that could have been prevented by the British
statesmen just as the Crimean War could have been;
and which is far more insane and purposeless than that
disastrous war was.
The time has evidently not come for anything of the
kind, since all the exhortations
to the Ministry-save
those of Mr. Norman and a very small handful of persons
-are to prosecute the war with more vigour rather than
with less. The impatience of the nation with the Ministry
is not on account of its “wild career,” but on account
of its apathy. Far from being too active and requiring
a check, it needs a spur. The rest of the paragraph is
mere opinion and hypothesis.
The continuation of the war is being argued for (I)
in the interests of Belgium and France;
(2) for the
purpose of crushing “German militarism” ; and (3) for
the upholding of treaties.
What is the truth of the
situation?
These by no means exhaust the “arguments”
for
continuingthe war. The independence not only of France
and of Belgium are at stake, but that of Holland, Serbia,
and many another small nation. But they are all secondary
to England’s main argument which is no less than the
preservation of her own independence. Mr. Norman can,
if he likes, assume that our independence and the peace of
the world would be maintained under the German occupation
of Belgium and the north-eastern coasts of France;
but nobody else can believe it. Not only would England
be in perpetual jeopardy; but the very militarism Mr.
Norman professes to dread would inevitably be forced- upon
us. The preservation of our independence and of the
institutions associated with its security is the ultimate
argumentfor continuing the war until we have won it.
Dreadful as the position of Belgium and the Belgian
people is at the present juncture, it will become ten
times worse if Belgium is to be fought over yard by
yard and desolated as the country surrounding Ypres
has been. The wisest and most humane step to take
in regard to Belgium is to negotiate the Germans out
of the Belgian territories, instead of attempting
to
drive them out yard by yard at enormous cost to
Britain and to Belgium in lives and money.
Mr. Norman appears to have forgotten that his “wisest
and most humane” step of attempting to negotiate the
Germans out of Belgium was tried last July, and failed.
Would it be likely-even if the step were now desirableto succeed better this year than last year? But it is not
even desirable now.
Before Belgium was violated,
negotiation was proper and, theoretically at any rate,
hopeful.
But violation having taken place, and the
arbitrament of force having been deliberately chosen by
Germany, force must decide. Terrible as the plight and
prospects of Belgium are, they must be compared with
her prospects as a province of the German Empire. Her
people do not think their sacrifices too great to ensure
themselves against the fate of Poland.
With regard to France, much the same comment
applies.
France, with the dwindling birth-rate and her
enormous casualty lists-France
is reported
to
have
lost 300,000 killed up till the end of May-is bleeding
to death under the strain of this conflict, in which some
of her best provinces are lying devastated. The pride
of the French may be averse to negotiation; but one is
bound to point out that the French would never succeed
in forcing the Germans
out of France by military
measures
unless
the British forces were available.
Great Britain has far exceeded any obligation that was
entered into with the French Government, as the most
that it was alleged was ever agreed upon was to
dispatch 160,000 troops to aid the French.
More than
that number have been put out of action already in
defence of the French territories.
We may set this against the opinion of the small
minority of French Mr. Normans who complain that
England has assisted France less than she ought. But
the fact is that our pledge to France and our discharge
of it to-day, while, naturally, they must be measured

in amount by France’s needs, are determined primarily
by our own needs. The independence of France is as
necessary, and therefore as obligatory upon us, as upon
the French people themselves.
Is there the slightest evidence for thinking that
“German militarism” can be destroyed? This war has
established that a well-organised European State can
maintain a conflict against a host of enemies for an
indefinite period. The same remark would have been
true of France; except that no country can expect by
military means to stand against a well-conceived scheme
of attack when it has permitted its own defences to be
weakened by the operation
of corrupting
influences.
German militarism, meaning by that the permanent
predominance of the military over the civil authorities
of the State, can certainly be discredited, a fact which
would as certainly lead to its destruction and supersession. Allowing that a militarist nation has naturally
an initial advantage over civil nations, it does not follow
that such a nation can oppose the latter “indefinitely.”
Its advantages, on the contrary, are initial only-provided
that the “host
of enemies’’
exert themselves.
Militarism, of which Prussia is the last refuge, has been
destroyed elsewhere. We do not see why it should not
be finally exterminated as a form of European
government,
at
any
rate.
The fatuity of militarism is certainly displayed by the
spectacle now presented by Europe after ten months of
war.
Almost uncriticised,
all the Governments have
had at their disposal the mass of the young life of their
nations, and all the assets of their communities, with
the result that thousands of square miles of flourishing
country have been turned into a desert, populous towns
and villages have been transformed
into ash heaps;
which is all that our precious militarists
have
accomplished.
This does not seem to show that militarism is fatuous,
but that it is dangerous.
If German militarism can
necessitate a defence so destructive, how imperative it is
to put an end to it!
If civilian reformers had ever had put at their
disposal the resources of the various States and their
manhood to the same extent, the toiling masses would
certainly have had their wearisome and grinding lives
alleviated; and the drab slum cities of the universe
would have been turned into the paradises they should
be.
True, but if civil States are to be at the mercy of a
militarist State, at best they can only build with a sword
in one hand and a trowel in the other; that is, with half
their strength.
As a civilian reformer, Mr. Norman
should assist in depriving States of their excuse for
counter-militarism
by supporting
the Allies in their
attempt to end German positive militarism.
These are the principal reasons why I believe that
this calamitous
war
should
be brought
to
an
IMMEDIATE
AND HONOURABLE
CONCLUSION.
An immediate and an honourable conclusion are not by
any means the same thing.
An immediate conclusion
would not only be dishonourable, but fatal, if it involved
the forfeiture of the object the Allies, and England in
particular,have in view. It would be not only to confess
that the war was frivolously entered upon, but that
England’sobject in it is not vital. An honourable conclusion,
on the other hand, involving the formal renunciation by
Germany of her aggressive policy, may necessitate the
prolongation
of the war beyond any measurable
immediacy.
Thousands
of valuable British
lives have been
sacrificedin a Continental war, the excuses for which are
almost as confusing
as the military descriptions
of
so-called “progress,”
‘‘good progress,” and “strategic
retreats. ”
The following account of Mr. Alexander
Powell (the “New York World” correspondent)
dealing
with the “Caravan of Agony,” should bring home
to Britons the horrors that their countrymen are undergoing in defence of “the neutrality of Belgium,” or
whatever the pretence may be: “I remember a clearcut, fair-haired youngster who looked to be still in his
teens.
He was sitting on the floor of the ambulance,
leaning for support against the rail. He held his arms
straight out in front of him. Both his hands had been

blown away at the wrists. The head of another man
was so swathed in bandages that my first impression was
that he was wearing a huge turban of white and red.
The jolting of the car had caused the bandages to slip.
If that man lives, little children will run away from him
in terror, and women will turn aside when they meet
him in the street. And still the caravan of agony kept
rolling by, rolling by, rolling by.” If the statesmen of
Britain are left unhindered, the caravan of agony will
cover the highways of Britain; but NONE of the statesmen
or their allies,
the newspaper
proprietors
and
financiers, will be in it. Do not forget that ! Let each
reader picture in his mind that tragic scene, and
compareit with the recruiting speeches of Mr. Asquith, Mr.
Lloyd George, Sir Edward Grey, Mr. Balfour,
Mr.
Churchill, Mr. Bonar Law and Lord Curzon. Ask
yourselves: “Would the three cousins, the King of Britain,
the Czar of Russia, and the Emperor of Germany, fight
one another personally, or would Sir Edward Grey and
M. Sazonoff fall upon Count Bethmann-Hollweg
and
his Austrian
and Turkish colleagues, if they met in
some neutral spot?
Then, think over this passage
written
long, long ago by Thomas Carlyle : “Thirty
stand fronting
thirty, each with a gun in his hand.
Straightway the word ‘Fire’ is given; and they blow
the souls out of one another : and in place of sixty brisk
useful
craftsmen, the world has sixty dead carcases,
which it must bury and anew shed tears for. Had these
men any quarrel?
Busy as the Devil is, not the
smallest !
They lived far enough apart; were the
entirest strangers;
nay, in so wide a Universe, there
were even unconsciously,
by Commerce, some mutual
helpfulness between them.
How then?
Simpleton !
their Governors had fallen out ; and instead of shooting
one another, had the cunning to make these poor
blockheads
shoot!” Of the thirty or forty men directly
responsible for the policy which led to the war, not one
has received a scratch, nor is likely to.
We do not need the assistance of paid journalists or of
the historian and eulogist of Frederick the Great to bring
home to us the horrors of war. As little as they have
moved Mr. Norman to employ himself as a medical
orderly, can they be expected to deter men from
defending themselves.
Much the same, moreover, could
be written of the horrors of earthquakes. The question
is one of responsibility. Mr. Norman assumes that thirty
or forty diplomats, acting independently of their respective
countries, engage their nations in war for their
professional satisfaction ; that foreign policy, in brief, is
made by diplomatists. That the management of foreign
policy is in their hands is, of course, undeniable, and
from this point of view we must judge whether they have
managed well or badly. But both their object and the
means at their disposal for carrying it out are defined
and provided for them by the ruling authority of their
respective States ; and when this, as in Germany, is
militarist in character, the outcome, despite the diplomatists
themselves, is an aggressive and bellicose foreign policy.
What chance, we ask, would a pacifist Chancellor have
had in Germany during the last forty years? Amongst
the Allies, on the other hand, there have been many.
Once more we invite Mr. Norman to place, if not the
whole blame, the heaviest, upon Prussia.
For if the
Allies ought to have refrained
from
defending
themselvesin pity at the horrors of war, how much more
ought Germany to have refrained from necessitating their
defence !
We have heard a lot of remarkable statements about
“the sanctity of international
law,’’
which is a
finesounding phrase by which statesmen always gull their
own people. The same Ministers who have been posing
as upholders of treaties have just persuaded Italy to
break her Treaty of Alliance, of which she has had the
benefit for thirty years. To regard the breach of a
treaty as a proper cause for war amounts to a negation
of international law.
We do not remember to have heard German statesmen
attempting to gull their own people with the finesounding phrase.
On the contrary!
Nor was Italy’s
action a breach of her treaty with Austria, since Austria,
by making war on Serbia without Italy’s consent, had
already annulled the treaty. Finally, not all breaches of

treaty are a proper cause for war, but only those which
are vital.
International war involves, if it has any meaning at
all, the substitution
of law for force in settling
disputesbetween nations.
If the breach of treaties is to
be regarded as affording a moral excuse for war, then
international law is multiplying the possible causes of
war instead of diminishing them.
Under municipal
law, men who commit breaches of contract are not
liable to be murdered for their offence; on the same
principle, if international law is to progress at all in
regulating the affairs of nations and the disputes
between Governments, it is essential to reject entirely the
contention that the appropriate remedy for the breach
of a treaty should be the universal slaughter of millions
of men who have neither seen nor heard of the treaty.
Law without sanction is, of course, not law but custom.
Without some penalty for breaches of treaty, a treaty is
not a treaty at all. We agree that it is highly desirable
that the particular penalty of war should not attach to
any breach of any treaty, as, in fact, it does not to most.
But how to ensure that the first breach should not itself
be made by means of war, as in the case of Germany?
If a clause in any given treaty is important enough in
the opinion of any power to risk war to annul, the
presumption is that it is important enough for the other
signatories to risk war to defend. Upon the value of the
disputed clause, and not upon the equal sanctity of every
clause, the issue must turn. The neutrality of Belgium
chances to be a clause of the European treaty which is
vital to each of the Allies. Germany knew it, and yet
prepared to dispute it; and her action was a challenge
to international law.
Upon these grounds I demand that this war should
immediately cease; and that the questions in dispute
should be settled by negotiation, instead of by the killing
of thousands
of our fellow-countrymen.
This should be addressed to Germany. Germany made
the aggression. Germany must be the first to propose the
restoration of the method of negotiation. And let us add,
in conclusion, that Mr. Norman’s critical faculty would
be better engaged in assisting an immediate victory for
the Allies, than in pleading for an immediately disastrous
peace.

The

Bar

Habit.

ALL civilised countries, except China, have a legal Bar
--the liquor bar is another story; but in no country,
save England and the United States of America-twin
victims of one legal system-is
the Bar habit rampant.
Why is this? Because nowhere else does the Bar enjoy
the monopoly of producing the Bench-even
in British
India a third of the judges belong to the Civil Service,
not to the Bar.
Nowhere but in England
and the
United States does the advocate always appear before
a brother advocate-less
than kin but more than kind
-on the seat of judgment.
Nowhere else does the
advocate, in civil causes, find a jury of somnolent tradesmen
prone to be hypnotised by rhetoric. Nowhere but
in England has the Bar captured not only the Bench, but
the department of Justice and the machinery of government.
This country is witnessing the apotheosis
of
advocacy not only in the Temple but at Westminster.
Is our condition the more gracious on that account?
Before determining the quality of the Bar’s influence
on politics, where it has been predominant for less than
twenty years, we shall do well to consider the Bar’s
influence on Justice, of which it has been the custodian
for nearly eight centuries-that
is, ever since the Church
of Rome withdrew her dignitaries from the Bench.
During this long period the organisation of the Bar
is the greatest achievement of Anglo-Saxondom
in the
adaptation of means to ends. But these ends are not
the ends of Justice; on the contrary, they are the
glorification
and supremacy
of professionalism.
In
this respect the success of the English Bar
is
unexampled;so also is the inefficiency, the cumbrousness,
the uncertainty and the expense of the system it
exploits. For it is a safe rule that the effulgence of the

Bar in any country is in inverse ratio to the efficiency
of its methods. Huge emoluments,
amazing pensions,
many peerages are one side of our legal medallion;
the other-and
the relation is that of cause and effect
--is that Law, by the interaction of the money test and
letter worship, is rendered inaccessible to the poor and
a gamble for the rich. Nor is there any question of
Justice, because when there is not cheap Justice, there
is no Justice.
There is itscounterfeit-Legalism.
Thus
the titular custodians of Justice are proved to be false
to their trust.
They play an ostensible and a real
role
Hence the two voices that echo through the legal
domain : “Everyone is supposed to know the Law” ;
“No one knows what the Law is until a case has been
tried in court.” Again, “All men are equal before the
Law”; “the money test robs ninety-nine men in a
hundred of the boasted equality. ”
It is a psychological necessity, on the principle of the
dyer’s hand, that the exponents of such a system are
also its victims by its influence on their training,
characterand modes of thought. Nor can we view without
concern the invasion of politics by the Bar habit. But
grave as the outlook is there are compensations which
may yet save the situation. The main current of our
national interest is in politics, not in religion and
assuredly not in Law. During
the great
religious
upheaval in Reformation times, our people in the main
were placidly indifferent until the problem took on a
political hue.
While as regards Law, our people,
although
lovers
of fair play-which
is Justice-have
never associated Law with Justice. Not without much
grumbling
and objurgation
they tolerate
a thousand
shortcomings in the legal domain; but our lawyers may
yet live to rue the day when they secured predominance
in the political arena.
They ignored grave warnings a couple of years ago
when their fuglemen claimed-and exercised-the
right
to defend clients in the opposite political camp, although
by so doing they temporarily disfranchised their own
constituents
by enforced silence in the House of
Commons.
Nor can we doubt that but for the indignant
protests of the Press the dual capacity of the advocate
would have been pushed to its logical extension and the
client who had been eloquently defended in court
during the afternoon would have been roundly denounced
at Westminster
the same evening
by hisadvocatepolitician. Here the advocate was on thin ice. The
politicalintuition of our people, in spite of occasional lapses,
is thoroughly sound.
An organism, rather than an
organisation-for
it depends on feeling rather than on
calculation-which
possesses
the charm
for converting
a subject race into a Sister State in a few short years is
as much out of reach of the Germans as their material
organisation is beyond us.
Our wholesome political intuition will rescue us from
our present lawyer-ridden condition when our people
perceive that its continuance spells bankruptcy in credit,
bankruptcy
in resources, bankruptcy
in security
as
certainly as a great corporation mismanaged entirely by
lawyers in recent years found its way into Carey Street
after losing millions.
The supreme test of war has now provided an objectlesson which will rudely hasten the national awakening.
Seen in its true perspective the failure to make provision
for the safety of the Empire is merely the destined and
inevitable continuation of the great betrayal of Justice
which we have meekly tolerated until we are a century
and a half behind our neighbours in all that appertains
to civil causes. But it is inconceivable that our people
will disregard the danger now that it has appeared with
startling suddenness in the political domain. They will
perceive that the Bar habit, which has always subserved
the interests of a caste and has never ministered to the
public welfare, is necessarily a grave disqualification for
the public service.
The ingrained conviction of the
Bar habit is that phrases are incomparably
more
important than facts; that any difficulty may be
surmounted by sonorous sentences and sophistical dialectic;
in a word, that we should carry on a war exactly

as we should conduct an action at law ; and-this is the
worst feature of all-that
in any event, no matter what
outrageous blunders have been made by the advocatepolitician, he is never to be held responsible; the client,
that is the country, must always pay the piper.
We are paying an appalling fine for our purblind
devotion to the cult of advocacy. The idiosyncrasy of our
people which tends to absorption in politics, combined
with exceptional circumstances arising out of the
NormanConquest, has given the advocate a degree of
importance which has long been pernicious in law and is
now disastrous in the political arena.
The pitiable
spectacle presented by the casuists in the fiery test of
war will not soon be forgotten. If our people grasp the
larger issue, namely that the Bar habit, which connotes
all those dark and devious methods which have built up
a parasitical state within the State, is a heavy handicap
to the nation in the eternal rivalry of peace, the Great
Legal Trust is doomed; its monopoly will be swept into
the limbo of exploded mediaevalisms, and the war will
not have been fought in vain. Militarism and Legalism
are berth deadly foes of Justice; the difference is that
other
whereas one rides roughshod over her, the
betrays het with the kiss of Judas.
W. DURRAN.

A

Talk

in

Hades.

By H. P. Adams.
A GROUP of thoughtful spirits reclined upon a terrace
overlooking the fields of asphodel.
“When
Raleigh
introduced
these
things,”
said
Socrates, lighting a cigar, “he added a good deal to
But we were talking of
the pleasure of conversation.
happiness.”
“NO good from a practical point of view,” said a
shaggy, pipe-smoking shade, with profoundly beautiful,
introspective but dyspeptic
eyes and sad projecting
underlip.
“Not all the kings can make one shoebIack
happy.”
“But what else is there to aim at?” said Alexander
Pope querulously, propping his brow upon his hand,
and looking very much like that famous portrait of
him which has influenced him so strongly. “After all,
it’s our being’s end and aim.”
“Tell me,” said Socrates, “did you not once say that
man never is, but always to be blest?”
“I did, Socrates, and it is true.”
“But that means, does it not, that a man cannot be
happy?”
“He cannot; but he is always trying to be. It is a
law of his nature.”
“Then you did not mean that happiness is what men
ought to aim at, but what they do aim at, though many
of them know that it is wrong to aim at it.”
“But, as I said before,” responded the little poet,
“what else can you follow after if not happiness?”
Carlyle, who had never much respect for Socrates’
intellect, but who took a pleasure,-which was more
intellectual than he knew, in hearing him run on, now
felt it unsafe to leave so important an ethical cause in
the hands of such a quibbler. He therefore broke in
abruptly.
‘‘YOU ask what there is? Why, duty! There’s
duty.”
Socrates turned to him.
“I’m glad to hear you
speak so confidently,” he said, “for, do you know,
there is something in the tone of your voice when you
talk like that, something one can bow to, something
that reassures one. But, to a mere intellectual like
me, if you will have patience with me, there is an
advantage, I assure you, in knowing precisely what you
mean.
Now tell me; if duty is our being’s end and
aim, all we do should be done for the sake of it ; is that
not so? And so it is most important that we should

have a rule for knowing duty from everything else,
and follow only that.”
“A man knows when he does his duty and when he
doesn’t.
Let him think on the situation.
Let him
look on it with the single eye and he will. know when
and where to say, with a certain great man, ‘Here I
stand; I can no other.’”
Socrates shook his head. “How does he know?” he
asked.
“He has a feeling of satisfaction,” put in Pope.
Carlyle locked at him with contempt and puffed smoke
angrily.
“But answer me this,” said Socrates, “did you write
your ‘Frederic’ because it was your duty, or for some
other reason?”
“For no other reason than because it was my duty.’’
“Then duty consists in writing Jives of Frederic,”
said Socrates. “It is good at last to have found a
definition
of duty. And yet, do you know, I have a
difficulty.
The daemon that counsels me in critical
moments of life-and surely it is a great moment when
one learns what is duty-seems somehow to be warning
me not to undertake a Iife of Frederic.”
“You are pleased to be facetious,”
said the grave
sage.
“The life of Frederic was badly needed by the
British public for the good of their souls.”
“Rut I am perplexed again. Did you write it for
the sake of duty, or for the public good. Or are you
changing your definition of duty, and coming to make
it signify whatever promotes the public good? In that
case, it seems that it is everybody‘s duty to do good
to somebody else, and everybody else’s duty to do
good to him. Now, it seems to me that this good is
something as to which everybody understands his own
case best. Would it not be simpler for everyone to do
good to himself? But what is this good?”
“What I told you. That a man should do his duty.
And that was the good, that doctrine, that my books
had to afford to the poor silly public. ”
“Then it comes to this: that everybody’s duty is
to make everybody else do his duty. But It seems we
are in a circle. It sounds to me like this (since one
should not, in a definition, repeat the term defined), that
everybody’s duty is to make everybody
else make
everybody else make everybody else . . . to an infinite
series.
But we are not getting at our being’s end
and aim very fast. We are going round in a circle,
and a circle has neither end nor aim.”
During
this conversation
Alexander
Pope several
times seemed eager to speak. He now had
his
opportunity.
“Our being’s end and aim is happiness.
It is duty
to seek the happiness of our fellows, like the man of
Ross.
There is an example for you. We shall then
be happy ourselves, because we shall be acting in
accordance with the universal plan.”
“Very neat,” said Carlyle, “but I must take my
walk,” and left them.
“I wonder,”
said Socrates, “supposing
Sophocles
had been thinking like that, whether he would have
written his ‘Antigone.’ Did he write that for the happiness
of his fellows, or because it pleased him to write
it? For, after all, is anybody made happier by reading
tragedies?’’
“One is made better,” said Pope, “and
therefore,
in the true sense, happier. In the true sense a poet is
happier than a pig, though superficially the pig may
seem perfectly contented, and the poet not so.
You
see I quite understand your way of talking, and do not
despise it as Carlyle does.’’
“I am obliged to you,” said Socrates.
“But it
seems to me that, since something or other makes one
sort of happiness better than another sort, it is that
something, and not happiness, that is what we must
aim at.”
“And what is that something, Socrates?”
“I hoped,” said Socrates, “that you were just going
to tell me.”
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IT is not very comforting to find oneself on the same
side as Mr. Belloc, who has been accused of writing
about every thing and knowing nothing.
But, though
we may be frankly tired of his geometrical excursions
by Land and Water, it is none the less true that he was
on the right scent in his vigorous pursuit of the
politician and the lawyer.
Attacks upon lawyers, like
attacks upon capitalism, may have become stale and
flat, but we have got to go on with them. For the
lawyer is one of the nastiest products of the age. The
classical pleader was at his best an orator of genius,
at his worst a gas-bag and a bore : later he might have
been a learned gentleman, or at worst a pedant. But
your modern barrister is primarily neither eloquent nor
learned nor a gentleman.
He is just a profiteer.
It is this corruption of the law that deserves our
attention, and for his eloquent assault upon our OldMan-of-the-Sea Mr. William Durran is to be congratulated.*
Let us remember the spirit of reverence and
exaltation with which the Greeks regarded the precious
thing called Nomos;
let us consider
how this
traditionalpassion for justice runs like a golden thread
through the whole of Greek literature; let us bear in
mind the lyric outbursts of AEschylus and the stainless
iambic praise of Sophocles, the perfect Platonic pursuit
of Justice and the Aristotelean worship
of law as
“Reason
without Desire.” And then let us turn to the
position and status of law to-day. It isopenly acknowledged
as the rich man’s weapon against the poor; it is
undeniably dreaded and hated by the working-class ; it
is the concrete foundation of privilege and oppression.
It has not even brains. It is a Hass.
The legal mind has been a nuisance, infecting
everything it touched with pedantry and rigor mortis.
Beneath its deadening influence British political theory
was turned from realities to trifling, until it was
believed that the correct placing of legal sovereignty was
the chiefest problem of mankind. What a blight was
cast upon our political thinking by the Blackstones and
the Eldons ! And as for our practical politics-well,
read the papers !
Yet it is charged against us that the lawyers are a
Guild, that they represent
a self-governing
industry,
that they have the virtues as well as the vices of
privilege.
If the National Guilds are to be closely
related to our present Lawyers’ Guild, then heaven
avert them ! But the facts of the case do not bear out
this conclusion.
It is true that the mediaeval guilds
were in many ways dangerous associations, and it is
merely ridiculous to extol them as faultless and completely admirable. Just in so far as they were associations
of private traders or makers, they contained
in
them the seeds of their own decay. At first, no doubt,
:hey were fused with a fine ideal of public service, but
the presence of the profit-hunter within them, and the
possibility of moneymaking by the degradation of the
apprentice and the journeyman, led to dissolution and
decay. The Guilds split up into associations of masters
and associations
of propertyless,
proletarian,
wageearning
journeymen.
The top-dogs survived in their
wealthy companies, the bottom-dogs
sank yet lower
and lower into the ranks of the capitalist wage-slaves.
It is by the raising of the industrial workers to their
* “The Lawyer.” By William Durran.
Sir Robert F. Fulton, LL.D. (Kegan Paul.
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old status and by the abolition of the distinction between
owner and owned that the real Guilds may be built up.
This present guild of lawyers is nothing more than a
dangerous survival of the very system and the very
tendencies that broke up mediaevalism.
The craft
Guilds were killed by powerful oligarchies
within.
Law, being not an industry but a profession, did not
need a large body of under-strappers.
So in this case
the oligarchy, instead of tyrannising over the journeymen
and
petty
craftsmen, made victims
of the
community.
“The Inns,’’ writes Mr. Durran,
“are essentially
private
and irresponsible trading enterprises-a
species
of Mercator’s projection of the thirteenth into the
twentieth
century. Their first privileges-a modest
instalmentwere
conferred
upon
them
during
the
last
decade of the thirteenth century. ‘These were immunity
from arrest while in attendance on the courts and
exemption from jury service. Succeeding centuries
have
piled privilege on privilege.
In some cases they have
ripened into monopoly.
Two are highly significant.
We refer to the monopoly of the right to plead. And,
arising out of this-it having been decreed that barristers
alone are eligible for the Bench-the
monopoly of
recruiting
the judiciary.”
It is the old story of a decadent mediaeval guild,
unchecked by a powerful State.
Once the mediaeval
morality of the just price and the mediaeval concept of
local common service had been destroyed, the guilds,
just because they contained private gain-seekers,
were
liable to vile abuse. Corruptio
optimi pessima.
So the modern relict of the lawyers’ corporation has
nothing of the guild morality or the guild idea. Few
barristers
have the impertinence
to call themselves
“public servants. ” And rightly, for they are nothing but
profiteers, ambitious, place-hunting,
replete with jobs
and rumours of jobs. In the claws of these vultures
Justice, the “reason without desire” of the Greeks, has
become a trust-held monopoly, a commodity as much
as corn or labour, to be sold at a price to them that
have need. Not that monopoly in itself is bad. But the
guild monopoly of production must be checked by a
strong consumers’
authority.
We look to Parliament
for the salvation of consumers. And what do we find?
The lawyers have queered the pitch. They are there as
Free Traders or Home Rulers, as this and that and the
other, but they are still lawyers, and they are not going
to permit any assaults on their family party. They have
harnessed Leviathan and they am riding him for all they
are worth.
Their dream and their goal is the job.
A
recordership for A, and elevation to the judicial bench
for B ! But C will not go up : he is doing very nicely,
thank you, as a pleader.
Mr. Durran has written a vigorous condemnation of
these pseudo-guildsmen
and their petty, greedy little
minds.
He is a crusader
and lays about him lustily.
Our fathers slew clericalism; but Legalism is as strong
as ever in the land. Mr. Durran can stand the honest
fee-hunter.
It is when the Bar Council objects to the
extension of local administration
of justice through
county courts because “it will break up the profession
into fragments and reduce its efficiency in the service
of the public,” that his wrath ’boils over. Has not the
cant of the lawyer received immortal handling from
“G. K. C.” ?
Talk about the pews and steeples
And the Cash that goes therewith!
But the souls of Christian people . . .
Chuck it, Smith!
IVORBROWN.

Impressions of Paris,
THE conclusion which should be drawn from the
“Daily Telegraph’s” hypocritical article on the way the
French have received the news of the Welsh strike is
that French opinion is being educated by the English
press to think very small bones of us. If the French
are astonished, and consider our workmen to be a pack
of treacherous drunkards under German pay-it
is form
the English press that they have gathered this idea.
“L’Information,’’
states
that the “Telegraph”
made
especial mention, of “L’Information,’’ ” The news of the
strike in this paper was all signed “Daily Mail”-and
you may imagine its character.
Of any issue of
“L’Information,’’
at least one third is marked “Daily
Mail”
or “Times.”
The “Telegraph”
knows this
quite well, but, for its own capitalistic purposes, is not
adverse from dishing up its readers the continental
wash of its rival. The big prize offered by the
"Express” for the discovery of the German agitators behind
Considering
the strike was taken almost seriously here.
the stubbornness
likely to be excited among the
insulted workmen by such an accusation as that made
by the “Express”-a
tu quoque charge would appear
more probable, namely, that the wicked Kaiser is
subsidisingthe paper itself. One would instantly conclude
so, were it not so clear that capitalists all over the world
are mad and driving to destruction.
After the first day, the French press, taking its cue
as ever from the English press, became a little more
respectful to the men who obviously were standing their
ground.
On the boulevards people blamed the Coalition
which had allowed the men to be driven so far.
But the first impression will long remain that of the
“Echo de Paris” which published a cartoon of a bar
full of drunken workmen.
Even M. Gustave Herve,
who has all along played an indignant, and serviceable,
part on behalf of the remote Jew, the Croat and the
Pole, turned on our workmen with the sneer that they
were only striking for the means to swallow a few
extra glasses of whisky! It takes all one’s English
patience to remember that this and similar credulous
absurdity comes from men whose country is invaded
up to the neck, as they say, and who would naturally
be ready to dispute with Jehovah himself his present
right to attend to any other tribe. Also, there is the
envy and grudge of a conscript nation against us-a
thing to be noted even among the by-ways.
Alack! one abandons so much nowadays with scarce
more effort than a shrug; at leas:, I do. Almost all I
could find in my heart at first to say about the 50,000
imbeciles who paraded London demanding to save
England
was-“There,
they’ve gone and done it again!”
Fancy the Minister of Munitions having to bother with
that theatrical crew-and
on pain of these very women
making trouble ! Nobody wants them to do anything.
Many of them have been life-long idlers, and all of them
expose themselves as so helpless that they can find
nothing to do without the help of Mr. Lloyd George or
some other man.
One would not care to trust such
women to make a sock for a soldier, let alone a shell.
But the dears will make the bluggy soldier-man shells
or make trouble, so perhaps they may be set to shellmaking-though
the shells may never leave England !
Not a doubt that they are all “Mirror-soakers”
and
have seen pictures of Frenchwomen “making shells” :
these women, needless to say, have been heavy workers
for generations, poor things, and they do not make
shells, they sort certain ingredients,
many chambers
away from anywhere where a false movement would be
dangerous.
If anyone would wish to charge me with
abhorring my sex-now is their chance while I have
my eye on these detestable actresses, bullies and blacklegs.
Among the women so prominent in last
Saturday's
parade as to be named, were more than one of the
journalistic blacklegs
mentioned
by ‘‘F.”
in
these
correspondent
columns.

Women of the parading type will never do even the
first thing helpful in war-time, namely save labour.
What avail would it be to ask them, for instance, to
cease frivolous travelling
by train, tram or tube, to
write none but necessary letters, to buy as few
manufacturedthings as possible, to burn less light, and to
hold no large meetings of any kind? They would do
so if they really were concerned to spare men’s labour.
And if any one of them were fitted for any work she
might simply find it without playing the length of the
London streets to look prim under the admonitions of
Mr. Lloyd George.
Deughf-wimming
! “They gave
three cheers for the Army and the Navy and then the
procession broke up. ”
I knew that my “opinion” about the war would not
suit.
It was not my personal opinion which was
craved, but my political opinion.
And I haven’t got
So that’s all about it. My side on such a matter
one.
would be right for me however often it were
demonstrated
wrong.
I keeps my seat for the future on this
subject.
I heard a wondrous comment from a lady who
asked my opinion about the Iniquitous rise in prices-“But I really can’t see why Wright’s Tar Soap should
have gone up. I’ve used it for yers!” Seeing that I
was interested,
she added reasonably-“Of
course
I
don’t know the ingredients.”
The English in Paris as
a rule are tortures to hear.
’They all affect their
language in a way to fascinate the Nu Spelers but to
make anyone else afraid for the country. “End weh
set neah the fahoontehn in the Lucks-om-booarg
. . .
Ai wis muhst engry,
reahlly. . . the braidsmed’s
brathar is on the ‘Delly Tellygreph’. . . . Yas, sh’s
reahlly well orf b’t naoow sh’ g’ts f’ts o’ ’conomy. . . .
Fency, sh’s dahoon t’ guh tuh th’ front, but sh’s on’y
duhn Farst Ed. . . . Chorming w’m’n, b’t sh’ll nevah
mek ’nangfairmiaire-nevah.
. . .
Dr. Hed’n Guest
. . . yas, chorming, b’t feahf’lly erretic ’n impahlsive
. . . . Yas, ai muhst goo . . . goo-bai!” A foreign
friend of mine who rather fancies speaking English,
always carefully says “Goo-bai.” No wonder !
A very nice, but so far anonymous, person has sent
me a copy of Bishop Earle’s “Microcosmographie,”
reprinted by Messrs. Dent in the Temple Classics, and
edited by Professor Israel Gollancz, to whom I am not
too grateful; for although he retains all the notes by
one, Philip Bliss, he does not go to the trouble of writing
more of the life of Earle than born 1601, died 1665.
With
the
“Microcosmography”
is
included
“Theophrastus,his moral characters.” They are mostly
immoral; and one feels that every one is oneself !
“A caviller is he who will entertain his enemies with
a pretence of love.”
“A flatterer laughs at a jest as if he were tickled.”
“A prattling
fellow inveigheth against
the giddy
multitude. ”
“A newsmonger he is who asketh you : ‘Is there any
news
stirring?’”
“A querulous man complains upon no ground.:’
“A vaunter boasts of things not present.”
But I should not quote Earle in this prejudiced
fashion.
Almost any one of his brief essays contains
more stuff for drama than a dozen modern plays
together. I like him much better than Rochefoucauld,
who is amusing at first, but, at last, tiresome and tedious
in his scepticism as to the virtues. If the virtues
do not yet exist, the principles of virtue do exist, and
they are what permits life to be somewhat gay. For
instance, much of our dullness comes (like
Rochefoucauld’s)
from
resentment,
and
resentment
comes
from
not understanding either our own worth or that of other
people, especially from
not understanding
particular
worth in relation to general worth. Thus, we are still
so tribal in our manners that we almost regard as a
traitor our friend who finds something admirable in our
enemy : but this admitted, must be also admitted our
sense that we are unjust, heavy, and ridiculous. Virtue
works here on our humour to ease us out of our en-

veloping amour propre and enable us to understand why
as individuals we have not the least claim to have our
personal
offender regarded
as an enemy
to
all
humanity.
The principles of virtue must thus reach
the reason through the gall; and they do mysteriously
reach. Rochefoucauld, who will have all exercise of
virtue nothing but a laziness or a self-interest, is more
bore than all the apostles.
ALICE MORNING,

Drama.
By John Francis Hope.
WE have all been rejoicing over the sudden death of
all “modern” literature, agreeing joyfully with Ibsen
that “the new truth is no longer true”; but I doubt
whether we are all conscious of the completeness of
that demise.
“Modern”
dramatic
literature,
for
example, afforded the opportunity for the rise of new
methods of production, of which the most famous in
England was Mr. Barker’s unitarianism.
The
only
unity that was ever tolerable was unity of spirit, and
spirit was the last thing that Mr. Barker could convey
to his actors. The controversy concerning his methods
and their results that took place in this journal two or
three years ago ended, if I remember rightly, with the
damnation
of Mr. Barker as a tyrant and a kill-joy.
What THE NEW AGE began, the war has concluded;
where is Mr. Granville Barker now?
We have been
assured by Mr. Palmer that Mr. Shaw is dead (who
killed Cock Robin?);
but Mr. Barker is better than
dead, he is forgotten.
Even I do not remember him.
His method of producing unity without diversity failed
when he produced
his last “mental performance,”
Thomas Hardy’s “The Dynasts”;
then he gave us
diversity without unity, and I remarked at the time that
he had failed utterly to subdue to his level of
mediocrity certain
of the actors in that production,
notably Mr. Sydney Valentine and Mr. Murray Carrington.
But we all feared that he had killed at least one
artist, our only Paolo; Mr. Henry Ainley had suffered
everything at the hands of Mr. Barker, he had been
drilled
and directed
and stage-managed
until
he
seemed to have become a mere marionette worked by
Mr. Barker, and all the followers of Gordon. Craig
shouted for joy. Go to the Haymarket and see Mr.
Ainley in “Quinney’s,’’ and you will understand how
dead Mr. Barker really is.
The resurrection
of Mr.
Ainley is an accomplished fact ; it is true that he was
sown a romantic actor who should have developed into
an actor of tragedy to fill the space left by ForbesRobertson; it is true that he has been raised a character
comedian, which is not quite what we expected; but
there is no doubt of his resurrection.
Henry Ainley
is alive again.
I suppose that Mr. Ainley has been assisted in this
revival by the producer of “Quinney’s.”
Mr. Lyall
Swete, like Mr. Henry Ainley, came to London with
Mr. F. R. Benson; and has evidently not forgotten his
early training.
Mr. Benson differed from Mr. Barker
in one important particular; he believed that comedy
should be comic, and he taught his actors to play the
comedy scenes of Shakespeare
in such a way that
people would be amused by them. It may have been
sacrilegious ; compared with some of the performances
at the Savoy, the method savoured of blasphemy; but it
was very amusing.
I have never seen a better performance
of Slender in “The Merry Wives” than was given
by Mr. Swete when he first came to London with Mr.
Benson; but indeed, the whole production was alive
with the spirit of comedy. There were no depressed
comedians in a company that included Oscar Asche,
Charles Brydone, H. R. Hignett, Charles Weir, Lilian
Braithwaite, and Mr. and Mrs. Benson; Mr. Barker
would have been shocked, for people actually laughed

“Ha, ha,” instead of saying “Amen” as they did at the
Savoy.
It is the Bensonian spirit that is revived at the
Haymarket.
The whole performance moves with an ease
and swiftness that is born of freedom of spirit; these
people are not painfully recollecting that their next step
must be twenty-four and three-quarter
inches long, or
that they must speak the next passage mezzo forte, at
the rate
of seventy-two crotchets
to the minute,
measured by a metronome. There are times when they
do actually play for the laugh-and
get it in such
volume as must make Mr. Barker turn in his grave.
If he had produced “Quinney’s,”
Mr. Ainley would, I
suspect, have had to train for the title part by taking
a course of lectures at the London School of Economics,
and to have rendered Quinney according
to the
Fabian conception
of a capitalist. Instead of which,
the play reproduces
the story of the industrious
apprentice who marries
his master’s daughter;
and
Quinney himself is from the first a lovable and loving
man whose tempers and obstinacy deceive no one, not
even himself, and are acted mainly to amuse.
Mr.
Ainley, for example, has a trick of stamping that is
quite unreal and quite unnecessary, but is very amusing,
and has no other intention than that of amusing.
His trick of pulling up his sleeve when threatening to
“spank” his daughter is the trick of a comic father,
and he even hurls glasses into the grate without
convincinganybody that he is really in a temper.
Everybody
in the play conspires to prevent the audience from
taking the play seriously, and this unity of spirit keeps
the audience pleased throughout the play.
I do not mean that the acting lacks verisimilitude;
the players have enough resemblance to human beings
to make their exaggerations credible.
I have seen men
like Quinney, but I have seen no one quite like him;
the type of depressed housewife represented by Mrs.
Quinney,
too, is quite familiar, but Mrs. Quinney is
none the less a character.
For here is a woman who,
apparently,
is suffering tragedy, who feels that her
husband’s real love is for things, not for people; and
yet Miss Sydney Fairbrother manages to get the idea
stated without making tragedy of it. It is not that she
fails in expressing the pathos of the situation, but that
the whole mood of the acting reduces the situation to
its proper dimensions.
One knows that what
she
objects to is not fundamental in her husband, that, at
bottom, he does love people more than things;
and
because there is no division of spirit between them, no
tragedy can really arise.
So when she leaves her
husband, we are quite sure that there is no real
misunderstanding; we know that after a little solitude, he
will come, not to his senses, but to his sentiments, and
that the apparent misunderstanding
between
them
indicates the real understanding
of the heart.
Thank
God, there is no damned psychology in “Quinney’s,”
no more than there is in Mr. Pickwick or Uncle Toby,
but a spirit of humour that, if it does not solve, at least
dissolves
difficulties.
The play itself does not matter. The young lovers
are no more than an occasion for the display of the
character of Quinney; even though the part of the
industrious apprentice is played by Mr. Godfrey Tearle,
one is glad when Quinney pups around the screen and
stops the cuddling and kissing at midnight. Although
Quinney accepts him as a son-in-law, it is quite clear
that he will not be a successor to the spirit of Quinney’s.
He is merely a good craftsman, a faker of imitation
Chippendale ; Quinney himself started business
as a
“worm-holer,”
but
the resemblance
of circumstances
which is suggested throughout the play does not imply
a resemblance of character. James is a very dull dog,
and there will be no comedies written about him when,
in his turn, he tries to prevent his daughter from marrying
the man of her choice. A lamentable conclusion,
for I was beginning to hope that Quinney would live for
ever. As played by Mr. Ainley, he would make
immortality tolerable.
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PERHAPSI am becoming a little sympathetic in my new
age.
The second issue of “Blast” (Lane, 2s. 6d.)
appears to me much better than the first. Except for
that Balkan fragment, the “Enemy of the Stars,’’ by
Mr. Wyndham Lewis, the first number of “Blast”
contained nothing of literature that was even interesting.
The present issue-largely,
I suppose, because
Mr.
Lewis is the main contributor-contains
a good deal.
In fact, it is worth buying and reading.
Vorticism,
which, until yesterday, was an enigma to me, has now
become, I will not say intelligible, but intelligent. And,
as sure as I am alive, even Mr. Pound’s Imagism,
which only last week was an American Sphinx in my
mind-a hybrid, that is, between the commonplace and
the incomprehensible-has
begun to shape itself into a
familiar form.
Mr. Lewis, I need not say, can write;
and when he chooses he can even make himself
understood.
Quite a change in this respect has come over
his attitude in the interval between two “Blasts.”
In
the first he was designedly obscure, leading one to
suspect he had nothing to conceal. Vorticism was then
not only the last word in Art but the first that had ever
been uttered. Its mission was to reduce the past and
In the current
its contemporaries
to oblivious ages.
issue, however, Mr. Lewis obliges us by explaining
himself; and, after all, it turns out that he had really
something to say, which he now says. But Vorticism
is no longer, except in isolated paragraphs that have
failed to be deleted, the only form that Art is permitted
to take; it pleads for admission as one form.
This
changed attitude
I personally
find more ingratiating
than the old monomania;
in which there
was
something
Judaic. You see, it has changed mine !
***
Let me first copy out a few sentences from Mr.
Lewis’ contributions.
Note, in the first place, that
Mr. Lewis shares THE NEW AGE’S detestation of the
Naturalistic or Realist school.
He says : “Imitation,
an inherently unselective registering of impressions,
is
“The first reason for not imitating
an absurdity.”
Nature is that you cannot convey the emotion you
receive at the contact of Nature by imitating her, but only
by becoming her.”
I think we have made that
criticism ourselves many times ; and also the suggestion
that follows.
“The finest artists,”
says Mr. Lewis,
“are those men who are so trained and sensitised [a
horrid word, by the way!] that they have a perpetually
renewed power of doing what nature does.”
And
again : “If the material world were not empirical
and matter simply for science, but were organised as
in the imagination, we should live as though we were
dreaming. ” Applying all this to Vorticism-both
the
criticism and the doctrine-it can be seen now why the
Vorticists first repudiated so much of past and current
Art: they repudiated its naturalism, that is, its imitation
of Nature. On the other hand, they proceeded to
attempt to plunge into the “vortices”
of Nature’s
forces, where these are still primitive, potential and on
their way to manifestation
(see “The Enemy of the
Stars”); and to direct them into forms which unaided
Nature would probably never have achieved. Hence
Vorticist pictures; forms never yet seen in Nature, but
made of the stuff of which natural forms are made;
determined by the same natural energy, but directed
by artistic intelligence instead of by Nature. If, without
irony or blasphemy, we suppose Mr. Lewis, instead
of God, to have been the “Spirit of Nature,” the world
would have become manifest as the Vorticists now
represent
it. A queer world, you may say; hut doubtless
we should have got used to it as we have to God’s
world !

I flatter myself that Mr. Lewis will be pleased at my
comprehension
so far.
But now for a step farther.
Theoretically, as I have said before, the number of
possibleworlds is infinite. “The infinite is infinite in an
infinite number of ways.” In the “Mahabharata,”
for
example, you may read of hosts of non-human orders of
intelligence existing contemporaneously
with our own
race and seldom or never coming into any contact with
us. As well as these, the potential variations are endless.
Monsters,
in our eyes, could conceivably
be
created as readily as new forms of flowers. Mr. WeIIs
once
wrote
a “Vorticist”
work,
“Dr.
Moreau’s
Island,’’ in which he actually imagined them.
And
Mr. Shaw has talked airily of a “super-snake.”
The
repulsion I feel, however, towards all these is the
reflection (at least, I hope so) of the repulsion the Spirit
of our World itself feels.
I refuse to be interested,
except in hostility, in anything that Nature could do if
she wished ; and confine my friendly interest to discovering
what Nature actually does wish yet cannot do. Mr.
Lewis, if I understand him, claims the right to manipulate
the plastic forces of Nature and to make a world
of his own out of them. I do not deny that it is
possible;what I deny is that it is right. The circumscriptionthe
Ring Pass-Not-that
Nature
has
put
upon
herself is a circumscription that the artist should cheerfully
accept;
his business,
it appears
to me, is to
forward Nature by divining her plans and manifesting
what is in her mind, not to use her energies for
confusing and frustrating
her intentions.
J’accuse Mr.
Lewis of being, to the best of his ability, disloyal to
Nature.
We agree that Nature should not be imitated.
The second commandment must be obeyed in art as
well as in ethics. But we are hopelessly at variance
when the next step is to be taken. Mr. Lewis is for
creating a “Nature”
of his own imagination.
I am for
perfecting the Nature that already exists in strenuous
imperfection.
He is for Vorticism;
I am for the
idealisation
oftheactual. It is worth quarrelling about.
***
To provoke Mr. Lewis I will add a few irrelevant
remarks.
It is a pity that an artist for whom neither
the world as we know it nor the world as it will become
is good enough should not at least understand it. To
aspire to be initiated into the Greater Mysteries before
the Lesser were mastered was always an offence. Yet
Mr. Lewis, while dreaming strange worlds, actually
falls into elementary
contradictions
concerning
this.
He has views, for instance, on the war, and particularly
upon the effect the war is likely to have upon Art. But
they are not consistent in our world. He writes in one
place that “it seems to him that, as far as art is
concerned,things will be exactly the same after the war as
before it.” And elsewhere he says (what to my mind
is true) that “the war may affect Art deeply, for it will
have a deep effect on the mass of the people, and the
best art is not priggishly cut off from these masses.”
Old Moore could not have prophesied more equivocally.
Again, he must needs be patriotic and make a fault in
the Germans of what he regards as a virtue in the
English.
The Germans, he says, have become too
thoughtful; yet if only to personal good manners we
English were to add “an organised intellectual life,”
“any German
claim’ to world-dominion
would
be
ludicrous.”
Quite so; but why blame the Germans?
It is not their fault that they are “too thoughtful” for
us at present. It is perhaps their only virtue, as it is
our chief disgrace.
These, however, are trifles.
Much
worse confusion, I venture to warn Mr. Lewis, will
fall upon him if he pursues Vorticism with literally
infernal logic.
***
Mr. Pound’s “Imagism”
is not Vorticist, whatever
else it may be.
His new volume of verse, “Cathay”
(Elkin Mathews,
IS.) is excellent.
The translations
from the Chinese are a revelation.
R. H. C.

More Letters

to My Nephew.

Religion
(continued).
MY DEARGEORGE,-YOU seem surprised that a man of
the world like me should betray any strong feeling
upon affairs of the soul in general and orthodoxy in
particular.
I hope you are not confusing a man of
the world with that social pest “the man about town.”
If, by chance, you have done so, you have paid me a
poor compliment.
The man about town is really a
denizen of the under-world, vicious when not vacuous,
stupid when not perverted.
An odious type.
But the
man of the world ! Suppose some Chinaman (why do
we always postulate the Chinaman as belonging
to
another world?) came over and took the term in the
precise meaning of its words, would he not instantly
be struck with the positive grandeur of the title? To
refuse to have one’s brains and feet strapped tight
with the insigniae of sect or faction, to see with
understanding(and, understanding, to forgive or condemn)
the world movements; to travel without arrogance;
to
read without bias; to meet men and women without
prejudice; this were surely no mean status to achieve.
But it, by no means, precludes strong feeling and
intensity of conviction. For my part, I am not minded
to be spewed out of God’s mouth for being neither hot
nor cold.
It is not despite but because I am a man of the world
that I strongly resent any attempted usurpation of my
spiritual rights by an outward authority whose sanction
is highly disputable.
I prefer thy guidance of my own
inner light. The more I see of life the more am I
impressed with the belief that to follow one’s light, to
fight for it, and, if needs must, to die for it, is the only
justifiable cause for war.
I am not even afraid of
There is a smooth fellow out here whom
intolerance.
I am ready to kill. He suffers from excessive
tolerance.
From stray bits of conversation
I can piece
together
his undistinguished
life. Born in a pietistic
rather than a religious family, he spent his young days
between
school
and Presbyterian observances.
Me
early acquired a reverence for the Sabbath, with a
corresponding disregard for spiritual things. Evidently
a rather good-looking boy and conscious of it, I can
see him quite early decked out in pretty clothes by an
adoring mother, who, herself,
had thoughts
of her
own bonnet when she ought to have been listening to
the sermon.
At school, a sedate little sneak.
His
father puts him to the law, and, in due course, he
practises in one of the West Indian islands. It is not
difficult to trace the growth of his mind.
He soon
discovers that the realities of life are foreign to the
Sunday seclusion of public worship.
Seclusion ! Yes ;
for, although it is public, it is nevertheless secluded
from actual life. It is, in its way, amateur theatricals,
I
involving a particular mode of dress and behaviour.
could not imagine this fellow going to church unless
all
the
accessories
are forthcoming-a
respectable
church edifice, a fashionable, if not a popular, preacher,
and himself specially dressed for the occasion.
Nor
would he dream of going unless women went also. To
him, worship is a formal affair, like the holding of
assize, and barely remote from a decorously conducted
garden-party.
His emotions are not dissimilar in these
varying circumstances-a
certain exaltation,
a feeling
that all is right, that he too must be right or he wouldn’t
be there. Gradually there creeps over him a consciousness.
that he is a morally superior person-that
he is in
the social and religious swim,-social
and religious ; for
he discovers (not being exactly a fool) that his particular
social milieu makes the church its rendezvous and its
defence.
He feels, rather than realises, the part played
by women. Marriage is an integral part of the game;
it is a social and religious factor in the economy of the
life lived by his respectable friends. He must marry
respectably.
Meantime the law brings him into touch
with less respectable elements. Divorce,
bastardy,
indecent assault and similar cases are constant reminders

that there is a world outside his pietistic circle. He
finds that there are men and women ready to break the
sex laws his church would impose, and, oddly enough,
he regards them with a certain envy. At the Club,
too, he meets men who laugh at his righteous
pretensions.
It is curious, too, that these men stand
higher in the regard of the community than he does.
It is very puzzling.
It is evidently an essential part of religion that one
should prosper. To prosper, the fellow finds it prudent
to “keep in” with these worldly men, who decline to
be impressed by his apparent piety. So he hints in the
proper quarters that he is a veritable Don Juan. His
experiences in the law courts have taught him the sex
jargon used by “men about town,” whilst various hotel
episodes,
real or invented, are cited to prove to the
heretics that he is no namby-pamby.
He fails to learn
that decent men never discuss their love affairs. Very
soon, his amatory reminiscences are smelt a mile away
and he is shunned, because he is a bore rather than a
hypocrite.
And, I regret to tell you, although his
phylacteries are of gentlemanly width, deluded litigants
prefer another lawyer, who, frank and honest though
he be, plays tennis or goes fishing on Sunday.
So the
fellow applies for a magistracy in the Colonial Service,
and he is fobbed off on us.
Arrived here, he plays the same game. He attends
church twice on Sunday and is soon on a committee or
two.
Also he has added to his Don Juan repertoire.
All this does not annoy me; I am hardly conscious of
it, until the local question arises : Shall we play tennis
at the Golf Club on Sundays?
Up to now, the unco’
guid have kept the Club sabbatically sealed. And our
hypocritical stipendiary now joins them. Those of us
who have had to listen politely to his amatory stories,
not untinged with bawdiness, are first surprised, then
annoyed, then downright angry. At this stage, he
invites himself down to the Estate.
On the boat, he
sidles up to me, says he knows I am a man of the
world, and (to cut his hesitating circumlocution short)
could I find a girl for him during his visit? I tell him
with tolerable directness precisely what I think of him.
Is he abashed?
Not he. He replies that no man is
thoroughly consistent and that in condemning him for
the stand he takes on Sunday tennis, combined with his
natural disposition
for fornication,
I am merely
intolerant and do not sufficiently take human nature into
account.
During his self-invited visit, I am cold
towards him. He complains of it; says I am prejudiced
against him because of that Sunday tennis dispute ;
that I am the most intolerant man in the West Indies.
I prefer your Quaker grandmother’s intolerance to
this beast’s tolerance. About the time you were born,
I lay in bed with death lurking near. Hot-foot
she
came to me-her reckless and erring son. When the
battle ended in my favour, she determined that my
days of convalescence
should not pass without
warnings(given discreetly and in great love) as to my
eternal welfare. Very weak I was and glad to lie back
in the quiet of my room, the fire flashing images on the
I can hear her voice, gentle and insinuating,
ceiling.
“What shall I read to thee, dear?”
I knew that she
was “about her master’s business. ” ‘‘Artemus
Ward,’’
said I. “Remember, dear, thou art not yet free from
danger.
Let it be something
less frivolous.”
"Anythingyou like,” I smiled back. She searched my
shelves, finally returning
with Lacordaire’s
Sermons.
Their charm carried her away. On and on she read,
forgetting
me.
“Who was he?”
she asked.
“A
Catholic priest,”
I answered. “How very, very dreadful,"
she exclaimed, “what would thy father say if he
knew?”
“Let it be a guilty secret between us,” I
answered, trying not to laugh-for laughing was painful
and dangerous.
She put the book down, took off
her spectacles, busied herself about the room, and went
down to dinner. Afterwards she returned and, thinking
I was asleep, picked up the forbidden book. After
a while,
I caught her eye.
“Naughty!” said I.

“Thou’rt quite sure he was a Roman priest?” she asked
anxiously.
“Well,” said I, “he belonged to the Gallic
branch.” “Ah!”
said she, “that puts a totally different
complexion on it.”
She went on reading.
A few
weeks later, she rose in Quaker meeting and practically
recited one of these sermons which she had memorised.
Not much given to speech, but rather to deeds
(as is every good home-builder),
the dear Friends
listened to her entranced. “A precious manifestation
of the Holy Spirit” was their verdict.
I humbly apologise to my mother’s spirit if I have
soiled her memory by contrasting- it with an amative
hypocrite.
But, perhaps, in the contrast, we may
discover some understanding of a clean religion.
I again
suggest that what really counts is conduct;
beyond
that, theology
really merges into or is submerged
by philosophy.
It is in conduct that a proper intolerance
expresses
itself. Contrary to- the general opinion,
intolerance may be coloured with humour. And who
knows that better than we Irishmen? Down in a little
Kerry village, there lived, a few years ago, a Catholic
priest and an Episcopalian rector. They never feared
to fight each other; each was always true to his “faith.”
but in private they were inseparable cronies.
One
night the rector had eaten dinner and spent the usual
pleasant hours at the Catholic vicarage. “It’s time to
go,” he said reluctantly. “Man, ye can’t go in this
rain; have another tot.”
So he stayed on.
And the
rain rained on. “Ye’ll just have to share my bed with
me,” said the priest.
So they went upstairs, undressed, and both knelt down to pray, one on each
side of the bed. Each prayed on, waiting for the other
to rise. Neither would rise before the other.
Thus,
for an hour or more, did the praying proceed, each
looking at the other through the tail of his eye.
Finally, both fell on the floor, too sleepy and exhausted
to continue the contest. And there they slept until the
priest’s housekeeper discovered
them
next morning.
“Ye’ll stay and have breakfast, ye stiff-necked heretic,”
said the priest. “Indeed and I won’t, ye poor deluded
child of Babylon; I’m going to take ye along this instant to the Rectory and it’s a grand breakfast we’ll
have.”
As they walked, the priest suggested that
“mebbe” he’d been praying all night by a sick bed.
“Easy for you to tell your flock that, but what would I
be doing ail night when there’s nobody would call for
me?” “Sure,” said the priest, “didn’t I call ye out
to witness the dying man’s will?’’ But the priest’s
housekeeper was garrulous
and the story leaked out.
Neither priest nor rector was dismayed. When chaffed
about it, the priest asked if he was the man to yield
in prayer to a Protestant “blagyard.”
The rector, in
his turn, asserted that, when it came to praying, he
wouldn’t yield by the tenth of a second to a Papist ruffian.
A propos de rien--I’m writing a letter and not a
treatise-I
like another priest and rector story, this
time from Tipperary. The priest, meeting the rector,
remarked “Ye’re not looking your usual cheery self.”
“Nor feeling it,” said the rector. “What’s
wrong?”
asked the priest. “To-morrow week my bishop makes
a visitation,” answered the rector. “When my bishop
comes along,” said the priest, “I always give him a
chicken, with the bacon done to a turn.” “It’s a good
idea and I’ll act on it; but, man dear, that’s not the
trouble.
He’ll preach a sermon and the congregation
will be composed of my wife, myself, our three children,
the governess, the nurse and the sexton.” “You look
after the chicken and I’ll attend to the congregation,”
said the priest.
Next morning, being Sunday, the
priest addressed his people thus: “Next Sunday, at
eleven o’clock, I want every faithful member of my
flock to attend the Episcopalian Church across the way.
Anybody disregarding what I say will be liable to
excommunication.”
On the Monday morning, after his
visitation, the Protestant ‘bishop said to the rector : “I
must say the size of the congregation was most
surprising and gratifying.”
“I’m glad your lordship’s
pleased,” said the rector.

Heigho!
I’m getting into my anecdotage, when I
really intended to write to you about religion. The
truth is, I do not know how to put my thoughts into
words.
I want you to be fundamentally
a religious
man; but I know with certainty that the truths,
intuitions and motives that moved my generation will not
appeal to yours; or, at least, will appeal with varying
stresses.
After all, is not the religious life a fine and
delicately appointed form of good taste? Is it not the
sum-total of your spiritual and intellectual beliefs and
apperceptions expressing themselves
in your life and
conversation?
Yes ; if you read my meaning into the
term “good taste,’’ you won’t go far wrong, even
though we know not, and may never know, any arbiter
elegantiarum in the realms of the spirit.
I have often
wondered why Matthew Arnold did not hit upon this
idea. Surely he, if anybody, who both saw and felt an
“abiding spirit” behind the blind horrors and insensate
cruelties of the society of his day, might have realised
that church organisation,
based so largely on sheer
casuistry, could be as cruel and unrelenting as the
industrial organisation
which he taught my generation
to hate. Yet he joined the Philistines and did his share
in hounding Colenso, who, you may remember, bluntly
declared against the literal inspiration of the Bible.
How very remote do his words read to-day?
“In
writing the story of the Exodus from the ancient legends
of his people, the Scripture writer may have had no
more consciousness
of doing wrong, or of practising
historical deception, than Homer had or any of the
Roman annalists‘.”
What was Arnold’s criticism
of
this now universally accepted fact ? ‘Theological
criticism
censures this language
as unorthodox, irreverent
:
literary criticism censures it as false.” This fine critic
(what a debt we owe him!) could not see that the
religious
life was beautified and not injured by
intellectual honesty.
To Arnold, pure thought must be
divorced from the emotional life of religion. He cites
Spinoza, who wrote very much what Colenso wrote :
“The Bible contains much that is mere history, and,
like all history, sometimes
true, sometimes false.”
What is Arnold’s comment? “We must bear in mind
that Spinoza did not promulgate
this thesis
in
immediate connection with the religious life of his times
[he was not such a fool] but as a speculative idea: he
uttered it not as a religious teacher, but as an
independentphilosopher; and he left it, as Galileo left his,
to filter down gradually (if true) into the common
thought of mankind, and to adjust itself, through other
agency than his, to their religious life.” Very good;
this “speculative idea” did “filter down,”
finally to
adjust itself in the mind of Colenso, with dynamic
results. Was Arnold glad that the truth had at long
last filtered down and adjusted itself?
Listen again
to him: “The Bishop of Natal does not speak as an
independent philosopher, as a pure thinker; if he did
and if he spoke with power in this capacity, literary
criticism would have no right to condemn him. But he
speaks actually and avowedly, as by virtue of his office
he was almost inevitably constrained to speak, as a
religious teacher to the religious world. ”
I think I am content to rest my argument (such as it
is) upon the implications of this old, far-off, forgotten
controversy.
It is as true to-day, as then, that
mankind
hates to have the basis of its emotions shattered
by a bomb charged with palpable truth. But great
emotions are only possible when informed with truth,
whether it be philosophic, scientific or historical.
I
should not like to think, as I passed from your ken,
that you had ,followed Arnold’s plan and kept your
emotional life carefully untouched by modern truth as
though it were an unclean thing. Nevertheless, in my
own untutored way, I gather hope, and even inspiration,
from the belief that were there any Arnolds living
to-day (I know of none) they would see, what they
could not see in the Mid-Victorian period, that pure
thought and pure religion are neither divorced nor
ANTHONY
FARLEY.
quarrelsome.Your affectionate Uncle,

Letters

from

Russia.

By C. E. Bechhofer.
AN English war correspondent,
securing
with much
expense and trouble permission to enter the Southern
Caucasus, leaned back in the train and gazed with
relief as the torrid sun set in the sea. Suddenly he
pricked up his ears and thrust his head out of the
window. “Tipperary!”
he gasped, “Who the devil?”
A little procession was passing slowly along the road
beside the railway.
Two bullock-carts led, driven by
huge, bold-featured
Georgians,
and a nondescript
individual with a gigantic rush hat was driving a pair
of bulls after them, whistling. What the correspondent
thought, I do not know ; from his stare I imagine I shall
play a strange part in some paper or other.
I know how these newspaper accounts are written.
A well-known war correspondent at Warsaw let me into
the secrets.
For instance, said he, suppose
I had
caught the Tsar for a moment as I wanted. You know
he visited the troops here. Well, I chased him up the
railway to Vilna, introduced myself to all the officials
there, and, if only he had continued his reception five
minutes longer, I should have been presented to him.
What good would that have been, you say? My dear
fellow, do you know what I should have done?
I
should have said (in English, of course; they say he
always speaks English at home), “Beautiful weather,
your Majesty.”
He would have said, “Yes,” and that
would have been all I wanted. The great thing always
is the personal touch. “I had the honour to-day to
be presented to the Emperor.
In the course of our
conversation,
which turned of course upon the topic
of the war, His Majesty laid great stress upon the
conditionof the weather.”
And so on and so on; I should
have worked in the actual words somewhere about the
”
middle of the second column.
and the
“Daily--would have been sold out twice in the streets
of
London.
I wonder what queer notion this other correspondent
formed, of me. It came about from managing another
man’s estate.
When the war broke out, my cousin
was called up from his youthful retirement
and
replaced in command of a torpedo-boat in the Baltic.
His mother my aunt, and his sister my cousin, stayed
on until the Turkish troops came to be barely three
miles away, and they were left the sole Russians in the
neighbourhood.
Then they sat for three days at a
small railway station, eating sour bread and waiting
for the last public train that left the Black Sea coast
for the north.
The Turks got no farther,
as it
happened;
but for eight months none knew if the
estate were still in existence or the house whole. Then
we received a letter from the local do-all and hurried
south to see what was to be done. The house was a
little shaken from the cannonades, and ferns and weeds
and briars had sprung up and covered
the estate.
Where had been clean rows of mandarines and tea was
an uneven mass of impassable greenery. The paths no
longer existed. In the short half-year wild nature had
overcome the cultivation of half a decade. Yard by
yard we cleaned the plantation. Once more the ugly
tea-plants formed their ranks, the files of mandarines
again stood out from the red earth. The roses, vines,
and bamboos and all the other crops of my cousin
began to take on their accustomed view.
As we
cleaned empty slopes, we sowed in them a hasty crop
of maize.
That was a month ago, the shoots are
eight inches tall already. The marvellous fertility of
the Colchian shore preserves us from the dangers of
the owners of single crops. On the estate we have
some of everything, and a great deal of tea, mandarines,
oranges,
lemons, bamboo,
roses and lilies, Indian
corn, eucalyptus, peaches, mushmallows,
grapes
and
other marketable
products. Roses grow here from a
six-inch cutting to a heavily burdened bush in a year;
bamboo springs
up eight feet in forty-eight hours

(though, to be sure, it grows no taller all the rest of its.
life.) Nothing but the apple-tree fails to grow and
increase and bring return to its owner.
My cousin’s bulls had been placed in safety a hundred
miles away.
With
five hundred nine-month
rosecuttings courageously waiting to be planted out, and
labourers at fifty shillings a month, I sent for the
bulls to come and do the heavy work of the estate.
I accompanied them the last part of the journey; hence
the surprise for the English war-correspondent.
I cleaned up a dozen rose-bushes this morning. Ah!
I murmured, as I clipped--if only this bush were the
constitution;
this inward-growing
shoot, breeding
civil
strife, out with him, oh ! Northcliffe.
Every now and then I clean myself, put on
uncomfortable
clothes and pay visits of ceremony to my
cousin’s neighbours.
The estates here are small but
valuable, each site of five to twenty acres is worth more
than the usual thousand acres in European
Russia.
For here, in Asia Minor, there is no winter, and,
thanks to heaven, the heavy rain keeps away summer
drought.
The farmer’s year is a perpetual harvest.
The palm and pine rub branches, in defiance
of the
poet. Snakes abound, but few are poisonous, and our
worst enemy, bar the thieving gardeners, is the jackal
prying into roots and seedlings.
We live in almost
complete security, though occasionally some young lady
or rich child is carried off into, the mountains and held
to ransom.
One of our neighbours did not ransom
his son when he was stolen for the third time, but put
the police on the rogues’ tracks. The police found the
boy-dead.
Last week I saw a tall old man in rags
led through the streets of Batum by a company of
soldiers.
Fifty lives were on the bandit’s hands, but
he had raided’ once too often.
The Turks
are
fifty miles away now, and mountains, almost untracked
and unknown, lie between them and us: we have
returned to the normal life of the place, and make our
usual parade of respectable poverty lest any tribe should
think it profitable to snatch us away.
Turks, unfortunately,
are
no longer available
as
gardeners.
The nearest approach
to them is the
Georgian Mohammedan,
Religions
are extraordinarily
lax in the Caucasus; a Mohammedan will eat my food
off my plate, but, for all this, he is almost honest and
diligent in comparison with the Christian Georgian, the
Armenian
and the Russian
colonist.
Still, twenty
young
mandarine-bushes
disappeared
last Thursday
night; Friday the men went home; our dogs, hostile
to strangers, did not bark-ah
! we regret the Turks.
Our nearest neighbour
is a middle-aged lady who
grew tired of her husband and now lives on her land
with a youngish but ugly retired major.
I have been
taught that Russia is extremely lenient towards social
sinners.
Divorce, for instance, is common and carries
no discredit with it. Similarly, one may live how and with
whom one likes, and nobody thinks any the worse. So
we say-but
we boycott my neighbour.
In the other
directions,
we
are surrounded
by
seven generals.
Generals are appallingly cheap in Russia. Not long
ago a lady lived in Moscow with ten sons, all generals.
Our seven generals are miscellaneous.
There is one
who speaks twelve Asiatic languages, but dares not
speak at all when his wife looks at him. Another is
a septuagenarian
rake who scandalises
us with the
chorus.
A third was governor of a small town and
retired with a large fortune. He confines himself now
to minor villainies. Once, I am told, he contracted to
build a villa for two ladies who were coming from
Siberia.
He proposed to them that it should be ‘‘in
the Russian style.”
Poor old ladies ? He squeezed
them dry and built them an exact Russian peasant hut !
The rogue is now mixed up with the Red Cross. He
receives a big salary, double travelling expenses, and
pickings,
and also his pension.
The amount Russia
spends on her services must be gigantic
Every third
person one meets in civil life is drawing a few hundred
pounds a year as wife or widow or son or daughter

of an officer.
The lowest paid officer nowadays
receives 450 a year. Not long ago four admirals at
once were drawing a huge annuity as present and past
naval
ministers.
All my seven generals are drawing
pensions, and making what they can by their positions.
But, bless our hearts! the bureaucracy has done itself
in. It is more respectable nowadays in Russia to be
a private gentleman than to hold general’s rank.
Another neighbour is a professor. Half a Georgian,
he in intimate moments renounces his Russian half and
expands with national pride. He tells me tales of the
Empress Tamara, the Elizabeth of the Georgians or
Gruzinians.
She reigned
at the beginning of the
thirteenth century and kept Georgia independent of the
Persians and Greeks. Her death is as misty as her life;
some say that she is not dead but sleeps in a golden
cave lighted by two unquenchable
lamps.
Once a
shepherd slept with his head upon the stone at the door
of the cave. When he woke in the morning, he was
mad.
He ran into the forests and lived with wild
brutes.
His fellows begged him to show them the
place where he had slept that they-might avoid it. He
neither answered them nor knew where to find the spot.
At last Providence led him to the cave and he prayed
to Tamara to forgive him. She heard his prayer and
he lost his madness, but never again could he or any
other find the tomb.
Once Tamara was sunning her pet faIcon on the
terrace of her palace, when it slipped away from her
hand and flew to a marble fountain in the middle of the
lake. Tamara promised to grant the wish of whomever
should restore it to her. A young soldier plunged
into the water and commenced to swim towards the
distant
bird.
The Empress
catching
his glance
suddenly grew afraid and silently prayed that if in his
heart he held evil intent towards her he might never
return successful and alive.
But the soldier swam on
in the sunlight, captured the bird and plunged into the
water again. Soon he drew near the Empress, but,
just as lie was leaving the water, the falcon bit him and
flew of its own will into the Empress’s hand.
Tamara happened to journey into the mountains. She
left the keys of her palace to her old nurse, forbidding
her to open a twelfth apartment.
The curious nurse
opened that door and the Snow-star, which Tamara
had imprisoned there, escaped. After this snow began
to lie every year upon Mount Elbruz and once a decade
upon the very sea-shore. When Tamara returned,
she
discovered the crime and dismissed the nurse, who fled
to the mountains and became a witch. Tamara,
after
a long and glorious reign, died. The witch snatched
her out of her death-bed, carried her off and laid her in
the earth on Elbruz. Then, fearing lest her desolate
subjects should seek out the cold corpse and bear it
away, she scattered marble tablets about the earth, and
whereon was written that there lay the Empress’s body.
Another neighbour of ours is the son of a general
and a bachelor of arts of a university. For five years
he buried himself on a plantation
in the forest,
cultivating
tea. Finally he plucked up courage to call on
us.
I expected
an interesting
personality,
a
philosopher; not at all, our neighbour is a dull little
Philistine.
Just beyond my cousin’s boundary is the little
hillside
on which I build my hopes. Black earth, gentlemen,
black earth and a south-west slope! A fine view
to the sea, a natural platform for constructions and
only a young wood to be cleared. Four acres, gentlemen,
four acres, and in a week they may be mine.
Then I shall clear the undergrowth, save one of the big
beeches for its age’s sake, use the others and the chestnuts
to build a hut, plant tea and roses for a speedy
return, with mandarines blooming towards the future.
A few oranges and lemons, some bamboo for old time’s
sake, a dozen mushmallows for jam and a hundred
fibre-palms.
And my first grapes shall be pressed and
the juice sent to THE NEW AGE. All this-if
the four
acres be mine.

Views
Lord

and
Curzon’s

Reviews,
Speeches.

I AM not quite sure what the chaplain to Parliament
prays for, but I hope, as is the case in America, that
he looks at the politicians and then asks God to save
the people. Certainly such a volume of speeches as
this one* of Lord Curzon suggests that our politicians
are past praying for.
As long ago as 1872, Walter
Bagehot wrote : “Our statesmen
have the greatest
opportunities they have had for many years, and
likewise
the greatest
duty. They have to guide the new
voters
in the exercise of the franchise; to guide them
quietly and without saying what they are doing, but
still to guide them. The leading statesmen in a free
country have great momentary power.” Lord Curzon
apparently interprets
his duty differently ;
not
guidance,but swimming with the stream, seems to be his
maxim.
Amid the fury of the French Revolution,
Burke could sit down and write his “Reflections” ; and
if he did not always maintain a just balance of phrase,
if the fervour of his feelings did prompt him to the
use of over-wrought phrases and similes twisted out of
recognition,
he
none the less made clear certain
principles which inform our political structure.
But
we are far indeed from reflection when we read Lord
Curzon’s speeches; the very title, “Subjects
of the
Day,” indicates
the ephemeral
nature
of
his
communications.He exhibits only the pathetic eagerness
of the journalist to say something before the matter
has lost its interest for the public. The Right Hon.
George Wyndham died on June 8, 1913; “The ‘Times’
of June 10 contained the following appreciation
over
the
initial ‘C.’”
Similar
announcements
precede
several of the “Personal ’Tributes” of this volume ;
but, mutatis mutandis, the heading
might
be used
before every one of these speeches or writings. Lord
Curzon is always trying to keep pace with “The
Times”; and it is difficult to acquire dignity in such
a pursuit, or to maintain it in such company.
Dignity, indeed, cannot be attributed to Lord Curzon.
In spite of his editor, his tastes are not “catholic”;
they are promiscuous.
He has been Viceroy of India,
but he accepts with equal solemnity a Trusteeship of
Shakespeare’s
Birthplace,
vieing
with
Miss
Marie
Corelli in his care for the cradle of genius. He accepts
the Lord Wardenship
of the Cinque Ports and opens
“A Palestine Exhibition in the Drill Hall of
Basingstoke"
with equal alacrity.
He will talk
of Smoke
to the House of Lords, of Literature and Poverty at a
dinner of the Royal Literary Fund; and being a Trustee
of the National Gallery, he talks of Old Masters without
saying a word about their value as paintings, but
is authoritative concerning their value as possessions.
Give him a dignity, and he makes a speech; give him
a dinner, and he makes a speech; give him nothing
but an opportunity and an audience, and he makes a
speech.
He ranges from the Great War to Women’s
Suffrage,
from
Birds to the British
Empire, from
National Service to English Scenery, from the Indian
Civil Service to the centenary of “Pop,” from the needs
of Oxford to the reformation of the House of Lords.
Like Benedick, he will forever be talking.
There is, of course, nothing intrinsically wrong in
versatility.
An intelligent man ought to be able to
*“Subjects of the Day.”
(George Allen and Unwin.

By Earl Curzon of Kedleston.
10s. 6d. net.)

bend his mind to the consideration of any subject; and
Huxley’s ideal of the educated man was of one who
knew something
of everything
and everything
of
something.
It is in the second particular that Lord Curzon
fails us. If there is one subject with which he is identified,
and of which he should be master, it is the subject
of Imperialism; but one may search in vain through
this volume for any reasoned exposition of Imperialism,
for any scheme of the relation of the constituents of the
Empire, for any ordering of their purposes, any division
of their functions. He talks, indeed, of the “cement”
of Empire, and tells us that it is “brotherhood, and the
real basis of brotherhood
is mutual understanding.’’
But politics is no more explicable in the terms of
bricklaying than it is in the terms of the family. An
Empire is not a home, and brotherhood is not an
intellectual but a physiological fact ; its real basis is
common
parentage, and it is a fact of common observation
that mutual understanding
does not always accompany
community of blood.
An Imperialism of this kind, born of the glamour of a
phrase, is of no value even to the person who believes
it. If the Empire were “cemented” by brotherhood,
it
is too vast an organisation
to be treated as a
homogeneousunit.
When Lord Curzon adopts another
phrase, “National Service,” he not only limits its meaning
to compulsory military service, but he forgets his
Imperialism.
He does not propose compulsory military
service for the Empire, but for the United Kingdom;
although the reasons that he gives would apply equally
well to India, to Canada, or to South Africa. Words
apparently mean little to Lord Curzon, for against those
who “are willing by violent and arbitrary means to
create an artificial level between all sections of society,”
he submits “that there cannot be a healthier antidote
to these, as I think, malicious aims than a scheme, a
system, such as this, which takes all classes equally, the
duke on the one hand and the coster-monger
on the
other.”
Against a proposal of equality, he urges a
measure of equality ; wishing to preserve distinctions,
he proposes to establish an identity of function. Why,
if we must all be soldiers, we may not also all be dukes,
he does not tell us.
The prime defect of Lord Curzon as a statesman is
that he has no principles; he has only catchwords, to
which he can tag a few sentences that are not always
appropriate.
Of guidance we find none, not even in
matters of poetry. Although translations
of
M.
Cammaerts’poems appeared recently in the “Times” signed
“C. of K.,” we cannot accept his assurance that the
phrase, “Still let the burden of rule rest on the shoulders
of men,” is a pentameter line. We shall be assured,
as indeed Lord Cromer assures us in a preface, that
these speeches are eloquent; yet Lord Curzon does not
hesitate to use phrases of this kind : “I sometimes read
a certain amount of goody-goody wishy-washy talk of
a quasi-sentimental
description, ” and to compel his
readers to imitate his action. Of economics, he seems
to be ignorant ; for example, he says that “no doubt, if
we lived in an unarmed world, we could afford to scuttle
our ships and to throw our rifles in the Thames, and
then we should have all the millions we could save
thereby to spend upon relieving the condition of the
poor!" and he calls that a “noble aspiration.’’ He sees
no incongruity
between extending
the sphere
of
woman’s work and refusing them the vote; as though
the phrase, “One female politician the more, one mother
the less,” were any more true than this, “One female
worker the more, one mother the less.” Women
have
not got the vote, but they are in industry to a
considerable extent ; and the birthrate steadily declines.
If we are to encourage motherhood by refusing the
vote to women, why should we discourage motherhood
by inviting women into industry? Do we want women
to be mothers, or do we not?
But Lord Curzon is
deaf to all question of principle, and the Empire still
awaits the definite direction of its activities.
A. E. R.

REVIEWS
A Far Country.
6s.)

By Winston Churchill.

(Macmillan.

Mr. Winston Churchill made a mistake when he cast
this novel in the autobiographical
form.
If Hugh
Paret had been capable of taking this intensive and
extensive view of human nature and the evolution of the
social system of America, he would not have been the
Hugh Paret of this story, the corporation lawyer who
evolved from boodle to biology. The story is far too
long, and drags tediously when it lapses
into
domesticity;indeed, the story lives only in the varied
incidents of his legal career. The incident of the passage
of Bill 709, for example, has the tense interest of real
activity, and at the same time, is an efficient attempt at
political “muck-raking”;
and the same may be said of
the whole of the political incidents and characters of the
story.
“Boss”
Jason,
Scherer
the iron-master,
Watlingthe lawyer and senator, even Mrs. Scherer with her
social ambitions, these people live because they mean
something; but Nancy, who will not commit adultery
unless Hugh is sure that it is the will of God that she
should do so, Maude, the American mother, who leaves
him because she decides that he does not want her or
the children, what does it matter what they think or
do?
All this pretended psychologising of women only
hampers the story, and leads the author astray. Nancy
goes back to her husband when he has an accident, and
stays with him for ever when she learns that he has
become childish; she stilt loves Hugh, of course, better
than ever, but she is afraid of it, and she cannot leave
her husband, etc., etc. Hugh goes back to his wife,
after he has had an illness and studied biology; but what
of the political situation? Krebs, the pertinacious reformer of municipal politics, announces his panacea of
commission
government, and then dies; leaving it to
Paret to study the modern sciences, “especially biology,
psychology, and sociology,” to get a clue, an idea, of
all the striving of modern life, and to pass that idea on
to the children.
On these terms, Maude takes him
back as husband and allows him to father his own
children; and presumably his career as a corporation
lawyer is at an end. The conclusion is a revelation of
the pathetic American faith in reading, to which it is
only natural that a popular novelist should subscribe ;
but unless the reformers can develop some one better
than the mere “muck-rakers”
of this story, the case
is bad indeed.
The real criticism of America, and of
all popular forms of government, is that the political
institutions are more highly developed than is the
politicalconsciousness of the people ; with the consequence
that the people cannot work their own institutions,
which fall into the hands of private persons or groups
of persons who use them for private profit. But it was
not necessary to write a novel of five hundred pages to
tell us that.
Sally

on the Rocks,
6s.)

By Winifred

Boggs.

(Jenkins,

This is a quite clever study of husband-hunting
complicatedby malicious gossip. For anything to match
Miss Maggie Hopkins, we should have to go back to
“The School for Scandal”; and even there would be
unable to find her pertinacious malignity. Miss Maggie
is a creation; Sally is more truly an imitation of Irene
Vanbrugh in “The Land of Promise.” Tart at the first
taste, she mellows; but when she turns from the fleshpots
to love on a ranch in Canada, we are reminded of
Swinburne’s
line, “But sweet as the rind is, the core
is.”
If she had married Alfred BingIey and three
thousand a year, she would have been a fiend; but
Robert Kantyre, a competence, and colonisation, bring
out the best of a really good character.
Mrs. Dalton,
her successful rival for the money-bags of Alfred
Bingley, is painted in such very neutral colours as to
be scarcely visible in the story; and she might as well

have been left out but that Sally’s brilliance had to be
suggested by contrast.
The real foil is Miss Maggie
Hopkins, and against her, Sally, like everybody else,
was helpless.
As with Byron’s Lucifer, “where
she
gazed, a gloom pervaded space.” The story does not
make for edification, but is very instructive in the art
of marrying for money.
The Meeting of the Spheres;
or, Messages
from
Dr. Coulter.
Edited
by Charlotte
G. Herline.
(A. L. Humphreys.
7s. 6d.)
This is a series of messages from a disembodied spirit
apparently received through the mediumship
of the
editor and Mrs. Scott-Gatty, the niece of Lord
Sandwich.
Dr. Coulter asserts that he is living in an
etheric body, as indeed are all other spirits that have
passed over; and the etheric world that he describes
seems to be a counterpart of the material world that
we know. When we reflect that the ether is only an
hypothesis, we can admire the scientific faith that gives
substance to it; but we must confess that we have
some difficulty in understanding
how an hypothesis,
which, ,ex hypothesi, penetrates everything can yet
retain form and represent
what
it penetrates.
Moreover,we do not quite understand how anyone can
study chemistry
in the ether;
we have always
understoodthat the hypothetical ether was necessary to
electricity and the allied phenomena, but chemistry (in
spite of katalysis) requires so many material factors
that we are by no means clear concerning their presence
in the etheric sphere. But we become more dubious
still concerning the value of these revelations from the
etheric world when we notice what earthly teachers are
recommended
to our approval.
For example,
Dr.
Coulter seems to be acquainted with Keshub Chunder
Sens, who became identified with the Brahma Samaj;
but does not seem to be aware of the fact that the
Brahma Samaj has been superseded by the Arya Samaj,
and that Keshub Chunder Sens can, in no sense, be
regarded as an Indian prophet. He is really a Christian
eclectic.
Dr. Coulter also gives his approval
to
Bahaism, another religion without definite concepts or
spiritual revelations ; and we may legitimately doubt
the value of Dr. Coulter’s knowledge when we observe
that he says:
“Greece . . . is good soil for man’s
mind-it
produces
Platos.” This is, we think, an
exaggeration. We notice that Dr. Coulter is quite upto-date in some of his subjects, expresses his opinions
on penology and white slavery and similar subjects,
although we do not remember that he says anything
about female suffrage. But the war is not forgotten ;
a letter from a new arrival is given in this book, while
Dr. Coulter’s comments reveal him as a convinced
pacifist.
The whole conception of life after death
representedin this book corresponds with curious accuracy
to the teachings popularised at Pleasant Sunday
Afternoon
meetings ; even the method of exposition is similar,
for example: “The whole true science of earthly as
well as spiritual laws might be expressed in one wordLove; L for light, O for omniscience, V for vision, E
for evolution.’’
If this sort of thing is typical of life
on the other side, we shall never die; but we think that
the trips to the ether can be so arranged as to avoid
the Brotherhood
tourists.
The Dardanelles:
Their
Story
and
Their
signiBy
the Authorof
ficance
in the Great War.
“The Real Kaiser.” (Melrose. 2s. net.)
To those people who still do not know what a
Dardanelle is, or how it may be opened, this little book
may be recommended.
It begins with the Trojan war,
does not forget the Persian invasion, revives the story
of Hero and Leander, recounts the downfall of the
Byzantine Empire, in short, tells us the whole story
from Achilles to Mr. Asquith and the Australians.
The
author is quite sure that our attack on the Dardanelles
was inspired by the best intentions, and will have the
happiest results.
He is quite sure that the fall of

Constantinople will pacify the Moslem tribes who have
been misled by the Germans to suppose that the English
are determined to crush the Mohammedan faith; the
fall of Constantinople
will prove to them that Mr.
Asquith was wrong (or, perhaps, right) when he said
that it will signify “the death-knell
of the Ottoman
dominion,
not only in Europe, but in Asia.”
We
wonder why the author of “The Real Kaiser” did not
try to prove that the Christianity we shall take, or send,
to Constantinople
is the real Mohammedanism,
which
will suit all Islam that “looks on, rapt and intent” in
one paragraph, and,
in the next, has become the
“heathen”
who “must still wait for the event, sullen
and watchful.” However, the book has eight illustrations,
showing holes in walls and similarly interesting
things; and it is really written about the Dardanelles.
It’s

an
Ill Wind.
By Douglas Goldring.
(George
Allen and Unwin. 6s.)
Adrian is intended for the Church, but, after a lapse
from virtue with a music-hall artist
in Mornington
Crescent (who was indignant with his attack of bad
conscience the morning after) he doubts his vocation for
the priesthood, and turns to writing for a living. He
drops into what is called “the Squash,”
a Bohemian
set in Fitzroy Square, where persons of both sexes run
about the house in pyjamas, sit on one another’s beds,
kiss one another on the ears, call one another by
pet-names,
in short, are emancipated without being
immoral. Here Adrian becomes a distinguished
journalist,
and finally editor of a supercilious and unprofitable
monthly magazine called “The Monocle.”
Here
he
might have remained for ever, doing his distinguished
journalism and living his Bohemian but quite reputable
life, if a female cousin of markedly sexual nature and
conventionally pious habits had not come to live with
them.
Instantly,
fig-leaves
became necessary,
and
shame entered “the Squash”; and as the cousin flirted
successfully with the men, jealousy resulted. Matters
came to a crisis when she was seen being kissed in a
cab by one of the bespoken Bohemians ; and Dilly, aged
twenty-nine, who had been friendly with fat Hugh for
ten years, and had always intended to hang on to him
when “the Squash” broke up, seized her advantage,
told Hugh that she would not put up with it any longer,
and off they went and were married. Then
“Queen”
Elizabeth went away to nurse a drunken poet back to
sanity; and because she did not seem to understand
Adrian’s letters,
he succumbed to the seductions of
Rose.
After another attack of bad conscience (for
which Elizabeth reproached
him), the war broke out,
and he joined the Army (he will have a commission, of
course);
Rose captured the old nobleman
who had
financed “The Monocle” ; and Elizabeth “lived through
some of the most miserable days of her whole life.”
But Adrian came up on furlough, miraculously timed
to get Rose out of the way; so Elizabeth had him to
“He was a man now. . . and he would
herself.
manageher. He would stand no nonsense. Probably, she
reflected, he had occasionally been unfaithful to her
while he had been at camp-without
thinking much
about it.” So she said : “Adrian, I’ve been a beast.
Take me, darling.
Don’t be scrupulous
any more.
I’ve no scruples left,” etc. It’s an ill wind that blows
no novelist into a new psychology.
Another proverb
adapted.
One touch of woman made the whole
“Squash”
squirm.
It is a pretty game if one has
in
this
patience, but the less said of “ideals”
connectionthe better.
LINES
Written in Sadness on Viewing a Photograph in the
Public Press.
Come, ye Women, come ye, come,
To the sound of Pank and Drum,
Marching blindly, rank on rank,
To the noise of Drum and Pank.
P. T. K.

Pastiche,
BLESS
THE WAR!
Inaction. Appointed to be sung in
Fleet Street.)
LORD, what a thing it is to be a man!
A thing that we have never been before.
What butterflies we were when It began,
But, God, what men it’s made us-Bless the War!
(Hymn

during

Oh, we were madcaps in those far-off days(Not quite a year ago, it seems a score!)So full of fun and with such pretty ways.
But now we’ve put on trousers-Bless
the War!
Those aimless times! We hunted and we shot,
Trifled in boudoirs, trod the ballroom floor,
Bagged lions now and then, and sailed our yachtHeroes! and never knew it-Bless the War!
Shakespeare we loved. We are ashamed to own
How deep our love. But when the cannon’s roar
Broke on our startled ears by telephone,
We simply closed our Shakespeares-Bless
the War !
Ye piping times of peace, a long farewell!
More murder (what an age!), oh, more, more, more!
Others endure, but we enjoy this hell.
We’re simply superhuman-Bless
the War !
H. K. LUNN.
IMMORTALITY.
Extract from the “Bugle,” November 15, 1907:“. . . and the name of Rupert Watkins, which hitherto
was familiar only to a small circle of admirers, will now
take a permanent place in the annals of our dramatic
literature. This is a bold saying; but the ‘Copper Tub,’ a
symbolic play of marvellously delicate texture, bears the
undoubted stamp of greatness; its accents have the true
ring.
We venture to predict that last night’sperformance
opens a new and significant era in the theatrical world. . .”
Extract from the “Bugle,” December 2, 1908 :“. . . and although the hopes that we had placed in the
art of Rupert Watkins were very sanguine-too sanguine,
some of our critics were disposed to believe-last night’s
performance has justified them to the hilt. ‘Ructions’ is
a noble play; it is a great play; it is a moving play; and,
above all, it is a human play. The final scene was nothing
short of titanic, etc. . . .”
Extract from the “Bugle,” September 10, 1910:“. . . for his subsequent works have played our original
judgment on a firmer footing than ever. Ructions,’ ‘The
Humming Bird,’ ‘Noughts and Crosses,’ merely represent
varying degrees of excellence, and the choice between
them would be a second Judgment of Paris. In the one
we find depth, harmony and colour, in the other, width,
etc. . . .”
Extract from the “Bugle,” November 20, 1911.
“. . . and it is inevitable that an artist of the calibre of
Rupert Watkins should evoke imitation and arouse
opposition.
To this in itself we have no objection, provided
it is sincere. But in the name of fairness no less than for
the cause of literature, and the high ideals of criticism that
we have always striven to maintain, we most emphatically
protest against the venomous attack with which THE
NEW AGEdisfigured its columns last week. This journal,
never too squeamish-at the best of times, suggests,
forsooth,that, etc. . . .”
Extract from the “Bugle,” January 5, 1913 :“. . . signs of a not altogether ineffective reaction against
the dramatic methods inaugurated by Rupert Watkins.
It is, therefore, rather a matter for regret that at the
present moment, when he might well be vindicating his
position in the dramatic world, Watkins appears to be
resting on his laurels. He has, it is true, done some
magnificentwork in the past, but, etc. . . .”
Extract from the “Bugle,” September 12, 1914:‘‘. . . . distinctly a disappointment.
His latest play
accentuates that looseness of technique and tendency to
wordiness which we have previously noted in his earlier
work. For our part, we have always avoided the danger
of overrating contemporary authors. Hence, we may
consistentlypoint out that from the very first, Watkins was,
etc. . . .”

Extract from the “Bugle,” October 30, 1917 :“. . . . degree of feebleness which is positively revolting.
Why such a play should be accorded a prolonged hearing
we cannot imagine. The work of a man like Watkins can
possess no currency at a time when Timothy Peck is
producing marvels of epigrammatic dialogue, dramatic
workmanship,and subtle atmosphere. His ‘Stitch in Time
saves Nine,’ for example, which was so enthusiastically
received last Thursday evening, is an object-lesson in the
art of, etc. . . .”
Extract from the “Bugle,” May I, 1951 :“. . . . regret to announce the death of Robert Watkins,
whose somewhat gimcrack plays provided useful parts for
actors of an older school. He was perhaps better known
as a good amateur quoit player. He also invented a patent
fog-signal, which had the honour of being adopted by the
Corean Government.”
Extract from the “Bugle,” May 4, 1951 :“. . . and owing to the unfavourable weather, the funeral
was very sparsely attended. Among those who followed
the deceased to his grave was Timothy Peck, who himself
has written one or two plays which had a slight vogue a
generation or so back.
“We take this opportunity of amending a misprint to
which a correspondent has drawn our attention. In our
issue of the 1st inst., we spoke of the late gentleman as
Robert Watkins. It should have been Rupert Watkins.”
Extract from the “Bugle,” July 4, 2057:Answers to Correspondents.
“Inquisitive
(Clapham
Common) .-You
are probably
thinking of Rupert Watkins, the inventor of a patent
foghorn, which was purchased by the Siamese Government,
but proved a failure in practice. So far, we have found
no record of any plays that he wrote, but we will make
further inquiries. ”
P. SELVER.
THE POISONERS OF THE WELLS.
Blumenfeld,
Blatchford,
Bottomley,
Garvin,
Hulton,
and Harmsworth).
Sweet is the warfare in the miry trench
To that which our corrupted pressmen wage
To wreck the minds of men and spread a stench
Through this wild climax of a frenzied age.
With draff they feed the hungry mob, and lies,
And all that lives grows bloated and obscene
When these ghouls mumble it. And all that dies
Dies doubly in their obsequies unclean.
War is not such an evil as the curse
Of paltry minds in power that distil
Venom into the people and asperse
Courage and Truth and Chivalry. They spill
Their ink on that poor spark that still retains
Its dim, precarious fire amidst the blastThe ray that struggles in a myriad brains
With sulphur and with pitch they overcast.
You crowds that writhe and gabble in the gloom,
Drugged and besotted with a toxin dire,
You that are smitten by a darker doom
Than War’s red mace or Havoc’s flail of fireO sorry helots to the basest breed
Of wretches that defile the printed page,
Whose slimy tentacles twice daily bleed
Your brains and souls-how mocks the huckster age
Your puerile talk of “liberty,” who wallow
In the black marshes of a noisome pressYou serfs of dead Democracy who swallow
The monsters’ spawn, yet starve in emptinessLong have you heard their shrieks of “liberty!”
When Law against their, dens of evil treads“Their liberty of speech !’ What leprosy
Is on you that your heels should spare their heads?
Once more the stark Black Ages seize the Earth;
Its soil was ripe for madness and the dance
Of giant Superstitions that had birth
From that great womb of Lies and IgnoranceThe felon Press. The boon becomes a bane;
The Liberator hounds his million slaves ;
The Source of Knowledge is old Night again,
And Truth sits weeping by her countless graves.
Upon those starless plains where nations teem,
I saw the welter of the eyeless herds
And slaughtered minds, and heard the ceaseless scream
Of ink-stained jackals and of carrion birds,
And knew it for a more abhorrent sight
Than mangled armies shrieking to the night.
ATTILA.

(Messrs.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR,

Current Cant.
“Our
soldiers’
Chronicle.”
“I

have never

‘‘The
Mail.”

Next

“HOW German
Britain.”-“Daily

Tea.”-‘‘Daily

mainstay-Lyons’

been
War.

an agitator.”-BEN
Man

Spies Foment
Sketch.”

versus Insects.”--”Daily
Labour

“I, being a wild Socialist. . . .”-ROBERT
“The question of punishment.
ARNOLD,
WHITE.

TILLET.

Trouble

in

BLATCHFORD.

Why always forgive?”

“Is the British Empire to be sacrificed to
Unionism and Socialism?”--GEORGE R. SIMS.

Trade

“Let me get back, therefore, to my text. . . . We are
nearer to the throne of God.”-HORATIO BOTTOMLEY.
“Happily,
cheaply as

women no longer hold themselves
they did.”-MRS. C. DESPARD.

so

“The divine nature of women I have seen since the
war began as I never saw or realised it before.”JANETTE
STEER.
“I fear that I am the only dramatist.
R. SIMS.

. . .”-GEORCE

“I think the chief reasons why Labour and Socialist
papers fail are, firstly, that they give the public too
much Labourism and Socialism, and secondly, in the
nature of things, they appeal to a small minority of
people.”-ROBERT BLATCHFORD.
“Already the good work of the I.L.P. is bearing fruit.
The I.L.P. stands almost alone to-day in paying homage
toliberty.”-J. RAMSAY MACDONALD,
M.P.
“This
useful
little
contrivance,
the
‘Blick
typewriter’’’ has served me now for more than a year . . . it
has written me-well,
let’s say, between twenty and
thirty
thousand words, and earned me---well, let’s say,
between twenty and thirty thousand pounds.”-A. NEIL
LYONS.
“If, then, we are to try and recruit regiments of
prayer-men, we need as a first step a great mission of
help.”-‘‘The
Challenge.’’
“The National Register and the War Loan are symbols that will take the place of the ego, and heal the
stigmata of lust and ease.”--REGINALD R. BUCKLEY.
“The Prince of Wales recently attended a concert . . .
he joined heartily in singing the ‘Marseillaise’ and the
National Anthem.”-“
Observer.”
“The friendship between Mr. Lloyd George and Mrs.
Pankhurst is not the only instance of changed
relationships."
-“
Mr.
Gossip ”
(Hulton’s
Stable).
“Fancy a strike at such a time as this!
treason! . . .”-M. GUSTAVEHERVE.

I call it high

“There is much interest just now in the talk of Mr.
Bottomley’s early return to Parliament, where, as the
recognised author of the Business Government ideawhich everyone now advocates-he
would undoubtedly
exercise considerable influence as a fearless and
independent spirit. From the announcement which appears
on page 23 of this issue it will be seen that he is putting
forward a scheme for the find adjustment of his business
affairs.”-“Sunday
Pictorial.”
“There still linger some of the prejudices which came
to us as a legacy from the days when quacks, scamps,
and
impostors,
astrologers,
and fortune-tellers,
matrimonialagents, and lottery promoters mere our leading
advertisers.
Rut that prejudice is rapidly dying. . . .
Advertising has finally and formally come to its own
during the year of this great war.”-“Daily
News,”

MR. NORMAN REPLIES.
Sir,-Mr.
Cecil Chesterton, in his lengthy letter,
continually reverts to certain “charges” he and Mr. Belloc
have made against Mr. E. D. Morel. All I can say is
that I have never discovered what these charges were.
There was nothing actionable in Mr. Belloc’s articles in
1907; it was for the purpose of seeing whether Mr. Belloc
could be pinned down to anything definite that I was
instructed by the editor of THE NEW AGE to interview
him. The result was that Mr. Belloc would not come into
the open ; nor has Mr. Cecil Chesterton done so yet.
Mr. Chesterton will pardon me pointing out that he is
not a very satisfactory person to make a defendant in a
libel action. Mr. Godfrey Isaacs obtained a verdict against
Mr. Chesterton.
Will Mr. Chesterton tell us whether he
has ever paid the costs of the prosecution in that case?
I should imagine Mr. Morel has not the resources that
Mr. Godfrey Isaacs had, and he would be seriously
handicappedby embarking upon litigation with Mr. Chesterton,
as I fancy, if he won, his verdict would be a barren
one, and he might be left to find his own costs, as the
German money is of the nature of fairy gold, which is
not currency in the legal profession.
Mr. Chesterton is
not doing himself any good by making odious insinuations,
such as he has done in the “Daily Express,”
against men and women as honourable and as patriotic
as himself.
I must repeat that I have never received any articles
from Mr. Cecil Chesterton on the subject of Mr. Morel,
nor any evidence.
All I know about the Union of Democratic Control is
this: Immediately after the outbreak of war I wrote to
a number of gentlemen urging the importance of forming
a “Watch the War Committee.”
Mr. Trevelyan asked
me to come and see him, which I did. He then explained
that the Union of Democratic Control was in course of
formation, whereupon I said that I would enrol myself
as a member. I did so, and subscribed, and have done
nothing further, as I do not quite understand what the
principles or the policy of the U.D.C. amount to. I have
neither seen nor spoken to Mr. Morel in my life; but it
is only just that I should state that, though I have heard
many innuendoes against him, I have never come across
any fact which would warrant the insinuation that he is
the paid agent of a foreign Power, which is the only
allegation against him that is relevant at the moment.
However nebulous the activities of the U.D.C. many be,
I think educative work is being done, and anyone who
is striving
to warn
his countrymen
against
the
consequencesof the pro-Russian, pro-French, pro-Belgian,
pro-Italian,pro-Servian, pro-Japanese, pro-Montenegrin policy
pursued by the Lansdowne-Crey-Asquith gang is rendering
his country a greater service than the patriots who
stay at home abusing their critical and independentminded fellow-countrymen
as “pro-Germans.”
Now that Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. Horatio Bottomley
are the political genii of the country, one can well
appreciate the force of the Johnsonian remark. That a
country which follows such men will be damned, in my
judgment, is as certain as that night follows day : hence,
one must make a stand against the policy these men
represent.
Mr. Harrison, who seems to be in a bad way in these
days, may be interested in the following letter which
I sent to the “Morning Post” as an item of military
news : “Sir,--1 notice that the ‘Morning Post,’ though
the organ of the British military classes, omitted to
record one of the most notable deeds of the New Army
in this war. I refer to the inspiring charge on Hampstead
Heath on Sunday morning, July 11, when Mr. Bramley
and I were defeated by a body some fifty strong of the
19th London Regiment. I am surprised that the ‘Morning
it has been
Post,’ considering
the kindly interest
taking in my welfare, has not lavished its praises upon
the authors of this undoubted victory-I write as one of
the routed enemy. I trust that you will use your
influence to secure a proper recognition of the efforts of
these heroes. His Majesty might spare them a few V.C.’s.
The colonel commanding certainly should urge the claims
of his regiment.
“I hope you will insert this tribute to the British Army
upon an occasion when ‘progress’ was undoubtedly made.
Whatever the Germans may pretend, some of the workers
for peace in this country now understand the gallantry
of the British Army when arrayed on the heights of

Hampstead Heath with odds of thirty to one in their
favour.”
I am sure Mr. Harrison will appreciate that incident
better than the editor of the “Morning Post” appreciated
my letter.
C. H. NORMAN.
***
THE CASE OF MR. CHESTERTON.
Sir,-Mr. “Chesterton” may if lie likes try to impugn
the good faith of Mr. “Morel,” but who is Mr. “Chesterton"?
Is this another case of pot and kettle? I don’t
know anything of Mr. “Chesterton” personally, but I
once saw a cartoon of him on your back page which sticks
in my memory. He didn’t look exactly like an Englishman.
The name underneath the cartoon was certainly
“Chesterton,” but one cannot be sure it was ever thus. I
am rot learned in Armenian, but I think I have seen in
one of George Borrow’s books a statement that the word
“Chestertone” is the Armenian equivalent of Satan (I am
not certain.
I may be “mistaken”---also Borrow often
was, I believe). This is a suspicious circumstance any
way, and I think it is “up to” Mr. “Chesterton” to prove
to us that his father’s name was Chesterton (we should
probably be satisfied with so much of his pedigree).
If Mr. “Chesterton” does not care to “rake up” his
father, he ought at least to repudiate the cartoonist. It is,
of course, impossible to be too explicit in this letter, but
have we not other prima facie damning evidence? Is not
Mr. “Chesterton” a member of that underground Association
(on this point see the works of Borrow also) the
Roman Catholic Church?
How many enemies of our
National Honour, Ancient Liberties, and so on, are there
amongst the subscribers to this Association?
Let Mr.
“Chesterton” bring them into the light of day.
Again, it was only the other day that Mr. “Chesterton”
was doing his best to drag into the mire the names and
characters of those chosen patriots and national honoursmen, Sir Rufus Isaacs and Mr. Lloyd George. May we
not put two and two together in order to prove conclusively
riot indeed that they quite make five, but, at any rate, that
the man who so recently was attacking a Statesman who
now stands pre-eminently
for all our great national
traditions--English Honour against German Dishonour- must
he in the pay of the enemy? What is evidence for if we
cannot do this with it?
Unless Mr. “Chesterton” can publicy satisfy us on
these points, I submit to you, Sir, that we are entitled to
ask: “Who the Devil is Mr. ‘Chesterton,’ anyway?”
I have just written the first damned nonsense that came
into my head, but perhaps it is a sufficient reply to Mr.
“Chesterton.”
SIDNEY J. BERRY.
***
LET THERE BE PROFITS.
Sir,-I have read with approval your reasoned and
unanswerabIe condemnation of war profits--a condemnation
which, with the exception
of the profiteers
themselves,is approved by every citizen and soldier of the
Empire, but which is, nevertheless, owing to the present
corrupt and mercenary state of the Press, without any
means of expression, and must needs fretfully smoulder
and consume its own smoke.
The justification that a
profiteer advanced to me for his profits was that old tag
of popular economics so fatally and fundamentally
unsound, the tag that has in the mouth of the Press done
such invaluable service to the rich for the last century,
that riches circulate and give employment. This when
the nation’s cry is for munitions
and agricultural
workers !
But I hope to suggest a more excellent way-one that
will deal effectually not only with profiteers but with
the privileged classes as a whole.
Let them make
profits.
Socialist though I be, I can but think that a munition
factory run for profit will at least be free of the inefficiency
of a Woolwich Arsenal or Aircraft Factory.
I repeat, let the profiteers make profits and the
privilegedhave great incomes, but let the nation see to it
as well that they cannot spend them.
Let the one virtue they boast-the specious virtue I
have mentioned-be
deprived them; let it be made
impossible for them to circulate their riches and give
employment.
Let all industries of luxury be closed; let those that
make and drive their motor-cars or carriages, that groom
their horses, that preserve their game, that tend their
parks and gardens, that build or decorate their mansions,
the flunkeys that open their doors, the valets and ladies’
maids that dress them, the waiters and cooks that feed
them, and the milliners and others that minister to the

vanity of great ladies (who, to judge from the fashion
advertisements in every periodical, must be as busy as
ever)-let all these and others less obviously at present
employed by the rich be liberated for the service of the
Empire in her great need.
And how is this, indeed, to be accomplished? Through
the National Register.
And here I must beg to differ from you and some of
your correspondents.
In my opinion, the National Register is the first and
only endeavour to throw the burden of this war equally
and without respect on all classes. Till now we have
grown accustomed to seeing the wage-earners working
for unconscionable hours at much the same wages, when
living is at a much higher cost, accustomed, too, to
having taxes on necessities-the
only things, I suppose,
besides munitions, that even a Cabinet of intelligentlyhungry baboons would have protected from taxation,
and to hearing such proposals as those of Mr. Harold
Cox, that the income tax should be extended to the
working classes, and that tea, sugar, and tobacco should
be further taxed. But in the day of the National Register
every man and woman, high or low, rich or poor, will
have to render an account of his life, and, if it be found
to be of no use for the carrying on of the war, it is my
hope that the Government will be courageous enough to
compel that man or woman to do whatever work is at
the time most needed, and that work, I am inclined to
think, will be in no way connected with the entertainment
of the rich.
And lastly it may be asked, what will the monied men
do with their money? They can do just what they like
with it.
The dragon’s teeth are drawn; no longer has money
a power over other men’s lives, for even the rich can
but consume a limited amount of necessities. Of course,
they must not invest or spend it abroad-that is to say,
no bullion must leave the country. This will easily be
accomplished, as Lord St. Aldwyn suggested at the
deputation of business men to the Premier, by putting
a prohibitive tax upon all imports that were not war
munitions or necessaries of life.
In conclusion I would add this qualification. As far
as is possible, the production of all commodities, even
luxuries, for export should not be checked. Only our
exports can eventually save us from the bankruptcy that
threatens our enemies.
N. B.
***
NATIONALFINANCE.
Sir,-Mr. Verdad should beware of accepting what the
“Financial News” has to say about German finance. That
excellent journal appears to have lost its head on this
question.
It maintains, for instance, that the Reichsbank
holds no gold at all, as though
of that metal
could be distributed among the Scandinavian countries
without anybody being the wiser-For it certainly has not
gone to America. German currency has not, as a matter
of fact, depreciated to nearly such an extent as Russian
currency, and not much more than French currency, and
I have not yet seen any convincing evidence that
Germanyhas issued much more paper money than France.
After all, as far as internal supplies are concerned,
Paymentfor them is merely a matter of machinery, in the
construction of which German bankers lead the world;
and as for external supplies, I think we should be wise
to rely more on the British blockade than on currency
depreciation to cause a shortage.
The “Wall Street
Journal” says the Reichsbank’s
of gold has
only a “parade value.” Has it? When the mar is over
the United States are likely to have to adopt a different
view.
in gold, when nobody wants gold
yet has to recognise it as “legal tender,” will have more
than a “parade value” as a means for righting the
exchanges.
I should like to see THE NEW AGE bestow upon the
subject of finance a measure of that penetrating criticism
that has made it in other fields the only review that people
of intelligence regard with any particular attention.
A
thorough exposition of finance might enable it to influence
from yet another point that body of current opinion which
From many directions is certainly being diverted “towards
H. W. I,.
National Guilds.”
***
DEMOCRACYANI) ARISTOCRACY.
Sir,-“Romney”
really ought to leave this question of
democracy and aristocracy alone. It is too complex for
a simple, soldierly mind like his. You will remember
in what an amazing tangle “Romney” enmeshed himself
some time ago.

For instance, he then presented us with the spectacle
of an officer, representing aristocracy, whose non-coms.
tailed to instruct him in a little matter of week-end leave.
He solved his difficulty by the (presumably) aristocratic
device of shaking up names in a hat.
“Romney” says that while we are sneering at the
politicians their incompetency is ruining us. Now the
“we” to which I belong, the working class, has been
sneering at the military caste beloved of “Romney,”
The “soldiers”
of the Ordnance Department
have
exhibited their organising genius by granting contracts
to the big armament firms and leaving these latter to
organise the rest of the national possibilities of productivity
by a system of subcontracting.
We have heard,
on the other hand, of a comparatively obscure “manual
instruction”
teacher who has organised the farriers, big
and little, for the supply of horseshoes. Again, we have
had from “A. G. G.” of the “Daily News” a story of a
Captain of Industry and a Gallant Major, which suggests
that, instead of closing the beer-shops in munition areas,
we should close the tea-shops in the vicinity of Whitehall.
We are also unconvinced that the superiority of
military control over popular government is supported
by the fact that it has been found necessary to appoint
a “lousy attorney,” as the gentlemanly “Romney” calls
him, to supersede the soldiers of the Ordnance
Department.
I have been re-reading some of the Letters of Junius,
and find myself unable to bestow any more adoration
upon aristocrats
than
upon “lawyers,
moneylenders,
Welsh Methodists, and other criminals.” I am even tome
to this pass: I am so aware of our dire want of any true
leadership that prefer even Labour leaders to any of
the above-mentioned. These, at least, are in the main
honest men until they mix with the above-mentioned.
A WORKINGMAN.
***
WOMENIN INDUSTRY.
Sir,-Allow me to thank you for your courageous thump
on the table in last week’s NEW AGE on the matter of
Women in Industry. It is the most distressing experience
I have ever had in connection with the Suffragists-this
persistent unpolite ignoratio elenchi. Presumably
one
may swear at them in logical terms! It is a thankless
task, at any rate, to have to call people to order, and I
feel I ought to thank you. I attended an informal gathering
of the N.G.L. at (the atmosphere was not congenial)
the offices of the Women’s Emergency Something at
Manchester, and a distinct cooling in Guild enthusiasm
was the result as far as I was concerned. It was pointed
out that the book, “National Guilds,” was seriously
defective in that it ignored the question of women in
industry.
I am afraid that sometimes I sense a thing
instead ofthinking-anyway,
it seemed to me then to be
rather an irrelevant criticism. As if, while we were trying
to liberate someone from some predicament, someone had
noted the fact that we had ignored the case of someone
who was anxious to get into the same predicament. Your
now well-established formula, “Keep them out,” seemed
to me to meet the criticism. I did not say anything,
but inwardly uttered a most subtle and theological damn.
I have since not persisted in my attachment to the
N.G.L., although my subscription is due. If I find that
the affair has, beyond redemption, got into the hands
one could only expect to choke it in the attempt to fondle
it, I shall simply pay half, and resign.
I was positively feeling “mopy” after the two previous
issues of THE NEW AGE. But now, thank heaven, one
is spared the dread such an awful dereliction as your
recantation of your famous criticism of August, 1912,
would imply. Again, thanks!
Of course, the problem
is terrible-what to do with all these women who flock
into the offices and the mills.
We are accustomed to
solace ourselves in the case of individuals who are
runningamok with such philosophic tags as “Those whom
the gods, etc.” But when a whole generation go like
sheep (no, not so innocent as lambs!) to the slaughter,
what can one do or say? Perhaps improve on Job, and
curse the day of their unfortunate birth.
Some-a good few-months ago, while still at college,
sitting at dinner next the warden, I ventured to suggest
a solution of that distressing problem of Socialism. “Who
will do the dirty work?”
My answer, which I was
bitterly conscious was truer than I pretended, was :
“These women who claim all labour for their legitimate
province.’’
Of course, you will guess the reception of
such a suggestion!
The other day, while casually looking at a few volumes

in a second-hand bookshop, I was challenged by the
shopman (I suppose these people are doing worse than
anybody now) if I would buy. I said : “Have you a
copy of the ‘Maid’s Comedy’?’) He said he thought he
had seen something of that name--and there it was, a
”review” copy; he had had it some years. The hook
is simply delightful!
Indeed, I wonder if your readers
can ever be sufficiently thankful to you for the good
things you put in their way!
I owe THE NEW AGE
especially a competent (competent because “on a little”
I had found your reviews trustworthy) introduction to
Croce.
Croce is enough of an emancipation; if our
acaedmies (and those whom they have weaned, and who
are, consequently, by as much as they were then
incapable of resisting the stereotyping of their thought,
now are more beyond any chance salvation that may come
to those academies-as born out of due time) could only
absorb one statement of his they might see the light.
I forget the actual words : “I base my philosophy on the
principle that you can think about thought.”
I have read Kant’s essay on Perpetual Peace, and owe
this to you, though it is smaller than your other favours.
T. M. SALMON.
***
Sir,--If it be true that “any theory or philosophy relating
to the common life of humanity must be brought into
connection with the great dominant force of Capitalism”
or collapse, I think your correspondent, “F,” in the otherwise
remarkable letter in your issue of July 15 goes beside
the point in stating that “the equal pay for men and
women is unfair and economically unsound.”
As to this
claim being made for the most part by women, I beg to
remind “F.” of the last meeting of the Railway Union,
where it was unanimously agreed upon by the men to
demand equal pay for the women taking the men’s place.
These last four words form the gist of the question since
the introduction of female labour nearly always means the
substitution
of men.
The development
of modern
machinery has rendered human labour more and more
dispensable not only hy performing physical work at a
quicker and better rate, but also by rendering men’s mental
powers almost a nuisance rather than actual help.
This way of industrialism, and I am speaking only of
the industrial branch of capitalism, to reduce human capacity to a trifle as a producing force, naturally led the
capitalists to the idea of introducing less responsible, and,
therefore, cheaper labour, viz., female labour, as being
more expedient to their interests.
Men, suddenly, saw themselves confronted with the
aspect of being thrown nut of work, and, consequently,
starving through the competition of female labour. They
found theinselves unable to achieve a legislative prohibition
against the influx of this cheap material or cope with
the situation in any other way. What is nearer than to
lay hand on the very cause of this danger ? What is more
palpable than to ask for equal wages, striking by this
claim the very root of the peril? For what else does it
mean but that every woman working means the unemployment
of a man!
The claim for equal payment for men and women is the
effort of the men to stave off the avalanche of female or
cheap labour that is going to ruin them.
For if the capitalists see themselves confronted with the
problem having to pay equal wages to men and women
or none at all, he will prefer to employ men as being
better fitted by their superior qualities.
This, I believe, is the real cause of the actual demand of
the Trade Unions to claim equal pay for men and women.
S. F.
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The only person who objects to uniformity and order
. . . is the man who knows that under these conditions
hi5 “individuality”
would not survive.
Every
real
individuality and excellence would welcome conditions
where they would inevitably be a hierarchy of power
and vitality. The Rest would then be Free. Under no
other conditions is any Freedom at all possible.-WYNDHAM
LEWIS in “Blast.”
And who will dare to say of the South Wales coalowners that they are wholly blameless ? They are
resisting as cxcessive their men’s demand for increased
wages, but what consideration
have they themselves
shown to the consumer in their continuous increase of
prices?
Moreover, they have not met their men as they
ought in this quarrel, but have let it drift on to the
present deadlock and thrown upon the Government the
onus of finding a way out. But we say of them, as of
the men, that it is not a question of apportioning blame,
but of an immediate resumption of the production of
coal. The Government must take hold. If any mistake
has been made, it must be rectified, even if the only
practicable solution should prove to be some measure of
State control over the coal mines in this troubled area.
We do not pretend to see a clear way out of the darkness.
But we may be sure that it is no good threatening
Welsh
miners
with
pains
and penalties.-“ Daily
Telegraph.”
From our survey of the position of the craft gilds in
different towns certain conclusions may be drawn. At
first they appear to have been private and voluntary
associations which struggled into existence in the face
of vigorous opposition on the part of the municipal
authorities, who regarded with jealousy their attempts to
establish feudal immunities, and were apprehensive of
an exclusive industrial monopoly
which might prove
detrimental
to the welfare of the community.
subsequently, however, the authorities, impelled by the
expansion
of industry,
changed
their attitude
and
actively encouraged the formation of crafts and the
development of the gild system, in order to tighten their
hold over those engaged in trade and more effectively to
exact a satisfactory standard of workmanship.
It is
worth while to notice that in the thirteenth century the
gilds as a rule mere founded by the municipality, and
not---as in the former century-by the Crown, and on this
account were the more amenable to its control.
The
craft gilds now became public bodies vested with semilegal authority,
an organic but strictly subordinate
department of civil administration,
supported
and
controlled by the municipal government, which always
retained a reserve of power while delegating to them the
supervision of trade and industry. Whatever degree of
autonomy and separate judicial authority the gilds may
have possessed, they were strictly subservient to the
rulers of the town. We find the authorities electing gild
officials, amending gild laws, punishing bad workmanship,
interfering on behalf
of the oppressed artisan,
regulating wages, and fixing prices.--LIPSON’s ‘‘Economic
History of England.”
(Black.
7s. 6d. net.)
What is certain is that, at the close of the war, tens,
even hundreds of thousands of workers will be thrown
on the labour market, and that, in the scarcity of capital,
employers will have to pay higher rates in order to obtain
investors’ money. Under these circumstances, wage-rates
are certain to be affected, and employers will be less than
human if they fail to play off the new workers against
the old.
It is surprising that the trade union leaders
should not have used the opportunity to initiate preparations
for a careful scheme of registration to cope with
the difficulties of demobilisation and the cessation of warwork, and to secure the most explicit guarantees to save
themselves and the country from the industrial chaos
which can be predicted.
The war has revealed the full importance of the
position
occupied by the trade unions in the industrial government
of the country. . . . The State has formally
recognised
a state of things to which the public has been
steadily growing accustomed-the
existence of a dual
authority in the Government of Labour.--“The
Round
Table.’’

I have been a voluminous writer for a quarter of a
century, but I do not think you will find in my writings
anywhere a single sentence of blessing upon trade unions.
At the best I have regarded them as a necessary evil,
and in the worst, most highly organised case, the case
of the lawyers, as a heavy weight round the neck of
civilisation.
Collective haggling- and striking on the
part of the workers is the answering blackness to private
profit on the part of the directors of industry, the two
blacks that fail to make a white civilisation.
As a
Socialist, I curse both sides in the economic scramble
with all my heart. If this war should prove the fiery
crucible in which private profit and trade union
restrictions
are both melted down, if the trade union should
emerge no longer as a resisting and restrictive, but as
a public and productive organisation with which directive
ability has been incorporated, then this war, even
if it have no other beneficial results, will not have been
wholly evil.-H.
G. WELLS in the “Independent.”
Whenever the Legislature attempts
to regulate the
differences between masters and their workmen, its
counsellorsare always the masters. When the regulation,
therefore, is in favour of the workmen, it is always just
and equitable.-ADAM SMITH.
‘‘When the text of the Munition Bill was published, it
brought a real disappointment to those who believed, as
we did, that the Government intended to take the Trade
Unions into partnership. This principle should clearly
be the foundation of any scheme for organising labour for
the production of munitions. One obstacle to rapid
productionis the code of Trade Union rules and regulations
by means of which the working classes have built up some
kind of defence against the mere caprice of arbitary
government.
That code may he compared for its moral
effect on the great industrial population that was
exploited at will a hundred years ago with the Civil Code
that gave to the victims of feudal power on the Continent
a status and rights before the law. That code is now to
be suspended. The assent by the Trade Unions to this
step is an event and a concession of the greatest
significance.
.. The Trade Unionists, then, have ceded a vital
principle. . . . This want of democratic feeling runs
through the Bill. The scheme envisages the State,
employers, and workmen. The Radical critics of the Rill
have secured from Mr. Lloyd George an undertaking that
a workman summoned before a Munition Tribunal shall
have the right to be represented by his Trade Union
agent, but the text of the Bill treats the workman as the
workman, and nothing else : the Trade Union is as little
recognised as in the old days of the railway companies.
And the factories, it must he remembered, are riot
national, for private profit is not eliminated.
The
employers are allowed to make a profit up to 20 per cent.
above the average profits, as reckoned by the profits taken
on the last two corresponding periods. Thus,
the
employer is to benefit by the suspension of Trade Union
regulations, and this introduces a most undesirable element
into the scheme, for it puts the State in the position of
enforcing on the workman a course of conduct by which
the employer reaps an advantage.
The workman
surrendershis freedom, not to the body that represents him,
but to the Government acting- with the class that employs
him. In other words, because he gives up his Trade
Union regulations, he is to give up a great deal besides :
he cannot cease work, he cannot transfer his labour, and
he is to be subject to a tribunal on which he has at the
best one representative out of three. Meanwhile, what
about
wages?”--“Nation.”
“Thanks to the efforts of Mr. W. Crossley, president of
the Leeds Trades Council, many Trade Unionists and
others had an opportunity of hearing Mr. W. Mellor,
secretary of the National Guilds League, at Leeds, last
Thursday.
A very representative audience gathered at the
Trades’ Hall, and Mr. W. Crossley, who presided,
effectively
quoted Mr. Wardle, M.P., the editor of the ‘Railway
Review,’ the organ of the largest union in this
country, who showed that they must have every railwayman
organised if the workers wanted power. . . . Mr.
Crossley said that he had taken considerable interest in
the future development of Trade Unionism as advocated
by a school of writers in THE NEW AGE,”--“Leeds and
District Citizen. ”

