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NOTES OF THE

WEEK.

EVERY attempt to minimise the objection of Labour to
the Conscription of Men Bill only serves to show the
importance that must be attached to the attitude of
the Labour movement.
Surely, if its opinion were
negligible,
so much protestation
of its negligibility
would not be necessary.
But two conferences now,
and a third to follow before the month is out, will
leave plainly expressed the view of Labour, namely,
that, in opinion at any rate, the working classes of
the country are opposed to the present Bill. How far
beyond mere opinion the movement is likely to go in
opposition to the Bill we confess we have been too
often disappointed in the resolution of Labour to be
disposed to forecast.
It may be that, as the governing
journals are fond of saying, the Merthyr Tydvil
election is proof that the working-classes are of a
different opinion from that of their official representatives.
And in that event the Bill will not only pass the House
of Commons, but it may carry the bulk of the
proletariat
withit. On the other hand, and as we prefer to
believe, Merthyr Tydvil may have had none of the
significance attached to it by people unacquainted with
the local circumstances, but was a mere flash in the pan
which as a political guide is no better than a will-o'-thewisp. And, in that event, pass the Bill as you please in
Parliament, it is dead. For nobody will deny that Mr.
Thomas was right when he said that, if it likes, organised
Labour can kill compulsion in an hour.
***
Under these circumstances the folly of those who
declare that the majority of the House of Commons is
representative of the nation while the minority who
opposed the Bill last week represented only themselvesthe " Spectator " was fatuously insistent upon this
point-will
become apparent.
And, after all, this
hypothesis is at least as good as any other. For, to
begin with, who dares pretend that in matters outside
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PRESS CUTTINGS.
the Conscription Bill the House of Commons at this
moment represents the nation in any other respect than
its resolution to continue the war? Have we not seen
the House of Commons shamefully acquiescent in all
the crimes and blunders of the Executive, so that it
needed Press campaign after Press campaign to goad it
to any remonstrance whatever?
The power of the
Press during the war is the measure of the impotence
of the House of Commons. And, again, anybody who
is aware of the mechanism
of the Parliamentary
systemmust discount the figures of the division last week,
for it is practically certain that, but for the financial and
electoral pull exercised by the Executive, at least a
couple of hundred, instead of forty, members would
have been found voting against the Bill. Why did they
not?
To pretend, in face of their unconcealed private
opinions, that they approve of the Bill is impossible.
The fact is-and they would not deny it-most
of them
allowed themselves to be bullied or bought to support
it. Finally, it is too heavy a draught upon our credulity
to credit a House of Commons with a fully
representativecharacter when we know, in the first place,
that it was never elected for war at all; and, in the
second, that it dares not now face a General Election,
but must needs perpetuate itself, like any other despot,
by its own act. Official Labour, we do not deny, may
prove to be unrepresentative of the rank and file of the
working-classes;
but,
at least,
it is no more
unrepresentative
than the House of Commons of the nation,
***
A
taken
show
final
would

single specimen of the equivocation of members,
from the debate of Wednesday,. will suffice to
the nature of the forces at work to produce the
result.
Sir Henry Dalziel is not what anybody
call an ordinary good party man, his knighthood
notwithstanding.
On occasion, even, he has been
known to raise questions of extreme inconvenience to
the Executive, and to insist upon an answer. The fact
is therefore the more surprising that last week he was
found voting for a measure he has often declared to
be unnecessary, and one designed to strengthen a Ministry
which, in the debate itself, he declared deserved
to be impeached.
With
few exceptions-Mr.
Bonar
Law being, we gather,
the only one-his
Majesty's
Ministers, Sir Henry Dalziel 'said, ought
to be im-

peached for their conduct of the war; and on other
occasions he has boasted that he knew enough to hang
the lot of them. Yet most inconsequently he went on
to say that he should support their demand for still
more power in the hope that more power would
Provoke in them a greater sense of responsibility.
We
never heard of such a doctrine before; and it sounds
most uncommon nonsense. But it serves, as we say,
to measure the sincerity of the support of the Bill. For
Sir Henry Dalziel by no means stands alone in his
attitude. Every Lobbyist could, if he wished, bring at
least a round hundred of Members under the whip of
the Defence of the Realm Act for expressing opinions,
not once, but repeatedly, differing only in being stronger
from Sir Henry Dalziel’s own. To such as know these
things, we once more say, the representative character
of the House of Commons is a lie to laugh at. The
poor creatures’ votes do not even represent their own
opinions.
They are little more than the rubber-stamps
of the Executive.
***
It may please Mr. Asquith to believe that by the
promulgation of another pledge he has overcome the main
objection of Labour to the Bill. But the fact is otherwise.
For one thing, Mr. Asquith’s pledges have not
now the value that was once set upon them. He
remains, it is true, one of the most veracious politicians
ever known; but we cannot forget that events have
frequently been too strong for him. He has not always,
that is, been able to pledge fate. What,
for example,
became of his pledge that this country was under no
secret agreement to lend France and Russia military
support?
Does anybody believe it to-day?
And where
is his pledge that the Territorials should not be
employed against their will in foreign service? And his
pledge that the National Register should not be used
for compulsory military service? Where are the snows
of yester-year?
And relatively .to his pledge of last
week the foregoing pledges might easily have been
kept, for they were within his power. The pledge that
the present Conscription Bill will not be used as a
precedent for Industrial Conscription is, on the other hand,
not within his power to keep. As we said of a similar
assurance from Mr. Balfour, Mr. Asquith is not immortal,
nor can he mortgage the future. Parliament
can
resolve what it pleases, and is not bound even by its
own acts. When we see that not a single Unionist
voted against the Bill, when we know that scores of
them are in favour of Industrial Conscription even
before Military Conscription, when we have daily evidence
that a party is arising that means to establish the
ServileState (of course, with the best of intentions !), and
when, finally, the Bill itself contains conditions that
make industrial conscription the work of the stroke of
an employer’s pen, the conclusion that Mr. Asquith’s
pledge is worthless becomes inevitable. We ourselves
would not stake a penny on his pledge, and not, we once
more say, because we do not believe the word of Mr.
Asquith, but because we know he cannot keep it. He
might as well promise us the moon.
***
Even, however, if Mr. Asquith’s new pledge could
be kept, our own opposition to the present Bill would
remain.
For our case against it is not only, and not
mainly, that it may probably lead tu industrial
conscription in the future, but that it does involve, here
and now, at present and at once, a most unjust
discrimination of the national resources
to which
compulsionis to be applied. In general, as we have often
said, we are in favour of a universal compulsion in
matters outside conscience and at the discretion of the
“general consent”;
but only upon condition that the
compulsion is really universal and demands from each
in proportion to his means, be they personal service or
money.
The present
Rill, however, takes advantage
of our consent to compulsion in general to single out
for practical application the one form of service that

should he the last rather than the first to be compelled.
Nobody, whatever his views in the abstract, would
seriously object to the compulsion of money or of
property for the purposes of a national war. Everybody
instinctively realises, on the contrary, that such things
are accumulated during peace subject always to the
risk of being commandeered
and re-communised
in
time of common trouble. As we approach, however,
the compulsion of personal services, ethical questions
begin to appear; and by the time we are contemplating
the compulsion of men to kill we are in the very thick
and quick of the rooted ethics of the human race. For
this reason we should say that on grounds of expediency
alone, it would be wiser in a State like ours to apply
compulsion tu things, at least, well before applying it
to persons.
Even supposing
the distinction between
things and persons to be unreal, time and tradition in
a country like ours have made it appear real; so that
the general sense is shocked when it finds that things
are actually treated with more, instead of with less,
consideration than persons. The present Bill, it will be
seen, shocks the enlightened (or shall we say the
dogmatic?)conscience of Englishmen upon this very point :
it proposes to conscript the person in a highly sensitive
matter not only before conscripting things (money
and the like), but without promising or suggesting their
immediate
sequence. This it is, we once more repeat,
that supplies us with our strongest ground for opposing
the
Bill. It begins compulsion at the wrong end;
and, moreover, it contains no prospect of ever enabling
us to reach the right end. A Government that is so
insensitive as to start with the compulsion of men will
continue in the compulsion of men. Wealth will never,
we may be sure, be conscripted by a plutocracy.
***
We have, however,
to congratulate ourselves upon
the publicity now being everywhere given to the
foregoing criticism.
For some months, as our readers
know, we were a voice in the wilderness raising alone
our cry that the Compulsion of Men was unjust in the
absence of a general compulsion, particularly of wealth.
But now, it seems, we are not only not alone; but,
with no complaint be it said, our single voice has been
drowned in the multitude of witnesses.
Of them all,
perhaps, the National Union of Railwaymen is the most
powerful, and in a compendious resolution carried by
the Executive last week, the principle has not only
been clearly laid down that Wealth must be compelled
as well as Men, but this strongest Union in the world
has affirmed that Wealth shall be compelled before
Men. We are quite aware of what will be, and what
has been, said against our “tacking-on”
of this
condition to the Conscription of Men Bill. It will be
affirmed that we are demanding the impossible as a
means of .wrecking the possible.
But examine the
matter closely and it will be discovered that at bottom
the objections to the Conscription of Wealth are no
more and no less than “conscientious objections”
of
precisely the same intensity, though of a different order,
from
the “conscientious
objections”
to military
service.For how do the wealthy defend the retention in
war-time of their private property but on the plea that
it is theirs to volunteer or not to volunteer at their
discretion?
And on the further plea that volunteered
property is worth more to the nation than compelled
property?
But so, too, we may reply, is life; and
hence the same considerations apply to both. There is,
indeed, in actual fact, no argument that applies to the
conscription of life that does not apply with much
greater force to the conscription of property; and in
insisting upon this order of values, the National Union
of Railwaymen is doing us a national service. We
hope that the Union means what it says, and will
proceedto do what it means. For the attitude it takes
up is not, it will be seen, uncompromising or irrational;
nor is it based upon a theory merely. What
the
resolutionamounts to is the offer of a bargain of Labour
with Wealth. Conscript wealth, it says, and we will

then consent to the Conscription of men. But fail to
do that, and we shall resist the conscription of men as
sincerely and as desperately (and for the same reasons)
as the nation is resisting the injustice of Germany.
***
But how probable is the consent of the wealthy to
the Conscription of Wealth may be judged by the
conduct of the Government in the matters of economy,
shipping, and a score of other details. It is all very
well to urge that economy, money and a low cost of
living are not as important in our war with Germany
as men; and hence that, injustice apart, the conscription
of these is of less urgency than the conscription
of men. Without claiming that things are as important
as men, we may still affirm that of necessary factors in
any given result one cannot be more or less necessary
than
another. All necessary things are equal in
value.
Hence, if it can be shown-and
nobody, we
take it, denies the fact-that economy and the rest are
necessary, then their conscription is at least, on this
ground alone, equally urgent with that of men. But
see with what reluctant steps the advance to the mere
contemplation
of this compulsion
is made
by our
governing
classes. In the matter of economy, for
example, we have had quite as many warnings published
of the peril the country is in as of the peril from our
shortage of men---but, has it led anywhere to the
demand for compulsion? Not only has it not in any
"influential” quarter, but from the very sovran shrine of
personal compulsion,
the “Times”
only
last
week
urged that the Government ought to promote economy,
but only “by example and by precept.” The case of
shipping, with the implication of exorbitant freightage
charges, is infinitely worse, for here not only is the evil
admitted, but the remedy, if only it could be
compulsorily
applied,
is
unmistakable
and
everywhere
recognised. The freightage-charges,
says the “Times, ’’
that cannot be accused of exaggerating
them, have
risen in some instances several hundreds per cent. ; and
not upon account of a corresponding increase in the
cost, but solely on account of the reduced cornpetition
brought about by the Government’s requisition of ships.
In some cases, the “Times” states, the excess profits
tax of fifty per cent. has been more than covered by the
increased charges; and in single instances a ship is
made to pay a hundred per cent. of its value upon every
voyage.
The plea of the shipowners that they are
accumulating funds for expansion after the war is
dismissed by the “Times” with the obvious criticism that
the country has no guarantee of the fact. It is a pledge
without a backing, and it is worthless.
Meanwhile
there is not the smallest doubt that, as well as paying
through the nose for the ships requisitioned for the war,
we are paying through the heart for the services of
the shipping left in private hands. If this is not a case
for compulsion, none exists or has ever existed in all
the affairs of men.
Yet we see that no word of
compulsion
isuttered. Mr. Runciman, who is responsible,
continues his support of the Compulsion of Men, and
the Government remains silent but drawing its salary.
That, we insist, is the reply of the governing classes
to our demand for the compulsion of property.
It is
to treat us with contempt and our inquiries with insult.
***
Contrast this petting of property not merely with the
proposed conscription of men but with the conduct of
the Government towards the wretched wage-property of
the working-classes. Millionaires are to be allowed to
multiply their foul kind with every provision for their
up-bringing-though,
as we know, a Government
pen
could as easily commandeer and nationalise the entire
shipping as one has already nationalised the railways;
but wages are to be definitely limited and confined
within the merely monetary value that now sinks with
every vessel coming into port. No more scandalous
order was ever issued than that published
by the
Government last week announcing that as wages are

at this moment so must they remain for the rest of the
war.
If wages, which are the price of the commodity
of Labour, can be and are to be arbitrarily fixed, why
not the prices of the commodities upon which Labour
lives?
The market of profiteers is to have all the
advantages of competition in fixing its prices of things
sold; and, in addition, it is to have the advantage of a
Government-protected
monopoly in respect of the price
of labour ! We invite our readers to take a few minutes
to reflect upon this, and to ask themselves whether it is
fair even as things go? Put the matter in any light
you please, argue it sleeping or waking be, for all the
conclusion cares, Tory, Liberal, Socialist,
or nothing
whatever, we defy anybody out of hell or bedlam to
approve of or even to excuse so monstrous a piece of
injustice. That the conscription of wealth should neither
precede, accompany,
nor follow the conscription
of
men, we can understand; but that in its absence not
only the conscription of men but the conscription of
their wages should be possible, this we not only do
not understand, but we shall not believe.
***
We know that it is said that the compulsion of men
is for the present war only. But there is a fatality in
events that, apart from our wishes, urges an incident
to a conclusion unforeseen and often enough disastrous.
While from the standpoint
of the journalist, living
from day to day, the present Bill may mean no more
than it says, carry no seed in it For the future, and be
only
a
practical
device
for
a
practical
emergency; in the view of any mind capable of
statesmanship-that
is,
of
thinking
ahead-it
is
most manifestly
a decisive act, one of those that
determine a series of consequences stretching as far
into the future as imagination can pierce. Both here
and elsewhere, ourselves and our colleague,
Mr. S.
Verdad observed last week on the wellnigh inevitable
effect upon our -.Continental policy of the establishment
in this country of the principle of military compulsion.
We need not repeat what we then said. But the fiscal
debate in the house
of Commons
on Wednesday
showed even more clearly what consequences we may
fear from the Bill in the direction of industrial
conscription.Mr. Belloc, we see (in the “New Witness”),
is of opinion that our war for liberty has brought the
Servile State nearer than ever to us. So much for the
irony of the present. But after the debate initiated by
Mr. Hewins last week we can add that peace will bring
servility still nearer. For what was the upshot of the
whole discussion?
It was to recommend the national
organisation of industry in such a fashion as to place
at the disposal of capitalists not only the military and
naval forces of the State (paid for, it must be
understood,by thepeople at large), but allthe civil government
services
as
well. The Foreign
service,
the
Consular service, the Home service, the Trade service,
are all to be more closely associated than ever with
private industry to the end that our international Tradecompetition with Germany may be as successful as we
hope our military rivalry will be. Very good; we have
not one word to say against it. National
organisation
is a necessity of the twentieth century.
We have
preached nothing else ourselves. But we point out that
a national organisation
that favours capitalism must
necessarily be at the same time hostile to Labour. The
State cannot serve two masters who themselves are at
variance; it must despise the one and cleave to the
other.
And the decision come to in the discussion to
cleave to the employing classes will carry with it the
necessity to despise Labour and to make it servile.
And what a precedent is now being established ! For
quite as easily as it is now maintained that military
conscription is necessary because men will not volunteer
can be maintained that industrial conscription
is
necessary because men will not work quietly for low
wages.
We shall see it done if the present Bill is
passed and not withdrawn.
But we still hope that in
an hour the Unions that can will kill it.

Foreign

Affairs.
By S. Verdad.

MOUNT LOVCHEN,the key of Montenegro,
has been
captured by the Austrians, and the Montenegrin army
is making for Scutari, whither the enemy is preparing
to pursue it. Result:
a disposition on the part of
Russian, French,
and English newspapers
to blame
Italy for not taking greater precautions,
and a most
significant answer
in the Italian newspapers.
The
Italian answer is simply to the effect that the Allies
generally would not appoint a War Council when the
Rome Government suggested
that one should be
established,with the result that, until quite recently, plans
were not discussed in common, but each country was
left to formulate its own military policy. The Italians
are certainly prepared to take their share of the blame
for the fall of Mount Lovchen, but they assert that the
blame, such as there is, must be shared by the Allies
jointly, since, if the Italian plan had been adopted at
an early stage in the war, Lovchen would not have
fallen at all.
***
From the evidence at my disposal, I feel convinced
that the Italian case, if it could be put before the
public in its entirety, would be found unanswerable by
the sternest critic. The only wonder is that it has not
been insisted on to a much greater degree. As I have
pointed out before in these columns, an International
War Council of the Allied Powers has been a necessity
for months-indeed,
it was a necessity at the very
beginning of the war. It was surely absurd that each
country should have been left to draw up its own
militarypolicy, with or without consultation with the others.
On the German side no such mistake was made. The
Germans knew themselves to be masters of the art of
warfare, and no move was attempted by the Austrians
in the early stages of the campaign without German
consent having been obtained. When,
even after
discussion with the Kaiser’s best advisers, the Austrians
made many mistakes and allowed themselves to be
driven back by the Russians, the German remedy was
practical
and
simple.
The Austrian commandersfield-marshals,
generals,
and colonels-were
merely
removed from their commands and their places were
taken by German officers of equal rank. German
officerssaw to the defence of Gallipoli. German officers
re-organised
the
Turkish
army.
German
officers
planned the Bulgarian offensive.
***
The Italian General Staff, composed of some of the
best miIitary experts in Europe, were annoyed because
no International War Council was forthcoming. They
decided that the next best thing to do was to make
steady progress on all fronts. They advised the French
and ourselves not to rely upon Greece.
If they had
been consulted, they would have objected to the Gallipoli
campaign, as they did, in fact, object to the Salonika
excursion.
Indeed, if the War Council had been
formed, and if the advice of the Italian General Staff
had been taken when it was offered, the need of a
Salonika expeditionary force would never have arisen
at all. Failing the War Council, the Italian General
Staff recommended the next best plan-no expeditions,
but steady operations on the fronts already held; operations
by the British and French commanders
in the
west, by the Russians in the east, and by the Italians
themselves against
the Austrians.
Almost identical
advice has been given by Mr. Gibson Bowles.
In a
word. the public can now see that the policy of
expeditionswas a mistake, and the Government, with much
more information at their disposal, should have been
able to see this sooner.
All through the spring and
summer the Allies lost the services of
men at
Gallipoli; all through the winter of 1915-16 they look
like losing the services of an equal number of men,
French and British, at Salonika. These men, operating
on the western front, could have made the recent

French advance in the Champagne district a complete
success instead of leaving the result in doubt; helping
the British, they would have made a success of the
attempt on Loos; helping the Italians, they would have
won Gorizia by now. We have every right to say that
the Germans have weakened their lines by their expeditions
in the Balkans; but the Allies have weakened their
own lines by pursuing them.
***
To speak quite frankly, the Italian policy, which
looks so selfish, is really sound from the military point
of view.
It would have taken at least four hundred
thousand men to save Montenegro. Where were they
to come from? From Italy, where half a million are
opposing the Austrians on the north-east,
and threequarters of a million are preparing for a possible
Germanonslaught on the north-west?
From France,
already depleted?
From England?
From Russia,
where every man is wanted on the long line of more
than a thousand miles, not to mention Persia and the
Caucasus?
That Persia expedition of the Russians was
the only one of the minor Allied excursions wholly
successful.Depend upon it, a resounding victory in the
west or in the east would have done more for the cause
of the Allies than even the saving of Serbia or of
Montenegro.
It is correct to deplore the fall of Montenegro,
for it will mean a decline in the prestige of the
Allies.
Neutral nations will say, with some reason,
that we cannot protect our friends; and already they
are repeating
the dismal succession-Belgium,
Poland,
Serbia,
Montenegro.
But it is not correct to deplore
the fall of Montenegro and to add that troops should
have been sent to save the little country. Rather the
opposite: if no troops had been sent to Gallipoli, if a
War Council had been established, and no troops had
been sent to Salonika, then Montenegro would have
been absolutely safe. Our War Office knows how to
raise troops; it does not know how to use them
economically.
In a word, there is still a certain amount of
brainlessness
in our higher command. It is useless for
the “Times” and such papers to protest that the fall
of Montenegro is due to lack of British troops.
If
conscription for all and sundry had been introduced into
this country at the beginning of the war the result
would have been precisely the same.
The untrained
organisation, without a policy or a strong leader, is
invariably defeated, in the long run, by brains.
Napoleon,with one-third of the British Army alone, would
have had his triumphant entry into Berlin by this time;
but Napoleon was a genius. When ordinary men are
fighting the man who uses his scientifically trained
brains wins. It is but fair to the Germans and to the
Italians to say that their brains belong to this order.
***
After all, the main theatres of war are east and west.
If the enemy is defeated there, not even the overrunning
of Egypt will save his skin afterwards.
A French
victory in the Champagne
last September,
or an
English
victory
at Loos,
would have brought
Bulgariainto the war on our side. This is the point which
the conscriptionists
miss, unfortunately
for themselves
and for the country. Too much emphasis has been laid
on “men”-i.e.,
on numbers ; too little
on quality,
on leadership.
Even if the subject is looked at from
a purely military point of view, it will have to be
admitted that the war is not being settled in the trenches,
though there are some choleric old men in this country
who would not be satisfied unless they saw every man
between fifteen and sixty standing in a trench in
Flandersup to his knees in water. The war is being fought
out in the seclusion of the General Staff’s headquarters ;
and success or failure depends even more on the General
Staff than on the men carrying the rifles or working
the guns. As time passes, and the German casualty
lists become larger and larger, the German General
Staff fights more and more with brains. That
is
sayinga good deal. There is a difference between brains
and rhetoric; and my hope is that the Germans will
teach us what it is before it is too late.

War

Notes.

WE cannot win this war unless we obtain more
reinforcements for the Army than those which the Derby
I regard this
Scheme (without compulsion) provides.
not as an opinion but as a fact.
That being so, two views on the subject of compulsion
are possible. Either you admit regretfully that compulsion
is necessary, or you say that you look upon
conscription as so great an evil that no threatened danger,
however great, can make it justifiable; you then proceed
to make immediate peace. It is this latter position that
I want to discuss in these “Notes.”
***
Before this clear issue can be discussed, however,
certain attempts on the part of the pacifists to confuse
the question must be considered. There is nothing very
complicated about these attempts, they are merely lies.
I used the word lies quite objectively; the statements
made by these people are entirely false. That is quite
a different thing, of course, from saying that the authors
of them are liars.
I don’t think most of them are.
They are merely unable to distinguish between what
they, for quite idealistic reasons, desire, and what is,
in fact, true.
When last June I began to read the “Nation” again,
I was extremely surprised to discover-what
otherwise
I might not have noticed-that we were doing
exceedingly
well everywhere.
More than
that,
our
future
prospects were even better. No further attacks on the
part of Germany, either in Serbia or elsewhere, were to
be looked for, as her reserves were completely
exhausted. In my innocence, I was much cheered up,
until I gathered that this was simply an extremely elaborate
method of implying that we had no need of
conscription
here. Unfortunately,
this particular
method
is no longer possible. It is only too obvious that we
have this year been beaten in almost every theatre of
the war. A temporary refuge was then found in the
invention of mythical figures about the size of our army.
The “New Statesman” told us that four million men
had enlisted. When it was found that the figures were
under two millions, this method also came to an end.
I think some of these people show wonderful powers
in the way of self-delusion.
I recall a conversation I
had with the editor of an anti-conscriptionist
paper.
He asked me, very impressively, “DO you know how
many English troops alone there are in Gallipoli? . . .
over
Yet Hamilton’s report makes it clear
that we never had more than
there at any time.
But still the method continues, until one really does
begin to suspect that they are liars.
The quibbling
over the Derby figures is very little short of downright
lying.
Even supposing that the 600,000 single men
were entirely composed of the halt, the maimed, and the
blind, it still remains true that, without compulsion, you
cannot take any of the attested married men. What IS
contemptible about the whole business is that they do
not in reality believe in what they say, and when the
facts prove that most of the 600,000 are available, not
a single one of them will acknowledge his mistake. One
hasn’t patience to go into detail over the matter; it is
merely silly, and there’s an end of it.
There can be no possible doubt about the fact that
the men really are wanted. Don’t run away with the
idea that the 30,000 a week is an artificial figure
invented for the purpose.
There is no bunkum about
that.
You can work out the matter for Yourself, when
you have been told that the rate of wastage of an
infantry battalion is 18 per cent. per month. Perhaps
a
more personal way of putting it might be more convincing.
I remember last June hearing an officer make an
appeal for recruits in a theatre. He dealt entirely in
generalities about the necessity for more men taken
from the newspapers.
If, instead, he had spoken of
his own regiment, and the wastage it had to meet, he
might have had more success. I know, personally, of
one regiment that went for the first time into the

trenches near Loire early in November, 1914, about 800
strong, and by the beginning of January, 1915, was
down to 400. During this time it had taken part in no
action, but was merely doing ordinary trench work;
300,000 recruits will not carry us on for ten weeks.
We are then forced back to the question of principle
-that conscription is so great an evil that nothing can
make it justifiable.
I get to this with some relief, as
this is the real root of the opposition; the pretext that
the facts show conscription
‘is not necessary, being
merely a faked disguise for this real objection.
Before we get to it, however, there is one other objection
not based on principle, “whether necessary or not,
they say, conscription in this country is impossible; in
fact, the miners will strike, etc. . . .”
***
Now, in the first place it must be recognised that
there is a very strong body of opinion even inside the
unions in favour of compulsion for single men.
You
may deprecate the trick by which it has been created,
but do not ignore the fact that this body of opinion
really does exist. And this public opinion is founded
on the most solid basis-that
of self-interest.
About
a month ago I found that preparations had been made
in many large towns to organise associations
of
marriedmen to resist the Government if the pledge were
not kept.
Turn now to this threatened strike. Two preliminary
cautions should be observed : Don’t mistake what you
want to happen for what is likely to happen. Be under
no illusion about fact. Then put on one side for the
moment all questions of justice and injustice. Don’t
mistake what you, perhaps rightly, think ought to
happen for what will happen. Don’t pass from the
fact that you think economic strikes are always right to
the false conclusion that this particular political strike
is likely to succeed.
I don’t believe myself that there will be any strike,
but if there is, nobody need worry about it. For what
will happen? Human nature being what it is, the only
strikes that can either last,
or succeed, are those
directed to specific ends, within the power of the
employees to bring about. But this strike would fulfil no
condition of that kind. The miners themselves are not
to be conscripted.
The fact that they strike will not
prevent the other men attesting or being made to attest.
They will simply be striking in the air. The affair
would
soon become tedious,
then ridiculous-then
collapse. No strikes which were merely
“demonstrations"
of this kind have ever succeeded.
The only
example to the contrary is the first general strike in
Belgium on the suffrage question ; and that succeeded
merely because the Government wanted it to; they were
only too pleased to be able to overawe the more
reactionaryelement in their own party. When
it was
repeated, some years later, and this time the Government
were opposed, it failed.
What, on the other hand, ought to be done, is to
obtain a guarantee from the Government that they will
repeal the whole of the “Defence of the Realm” Acts
on the day the war ends.
***
So we get back to the question of “principle.” “We
admit,’’ the polite pacifist might say, “that you are
fighting for the principle of liberty.” But it is no good
fighting for the principle of liberty in external affairs,
and denying it at home. In opposing conscription we
also are “fighting for liberty.”
As long as it is put in that way, of course, the
oppositioncan never be resolved.
A “principle”
has an
absolute, infinite character, it is not a quantity and,
consequently,
cannot
be measured.
When
two
principlesoppose each other then nothing can be settled.
But it is inaccurate to say that we are fighting for
the “principle”
of liberty.
If liberty is a value it
exists as a principle out of time and change. No one
can fight for a principle. It is better, then, to say that
we are fighting for the “fact of liberty.” The anticonscriptionists can say that they are fighting for the

fact of liberty here at home.
Now facts can be
measured and compared.
It then becomes possible
to argue as to whether the amount of liberty we lose
by temporary compulsion
is not infinitesimal
in
comparisonwith the loss of liberty which would follow a
defeat.
The difficulty about a comparison of this kind is that
neither side can understand how the phrase “loss of
liberty”
has any meaning
when used by their
opponents. When the pacifist speaks of the “loss of
liberty” involved in conscription,
or in the alteration
of trade union rules, his opponents do quite sincerely
think that he is using empty phrases to disguise sordid
motives.
They are really unable to imagine what
meaning he attaches to the words under such
conditions.
In the same way the pacifist never really at
heart thinks that our “liberty” would be in any way
endangered by the loss of this war.
Perhaps,
then, I may get a pacifist favourably
inclined to admit that I do mean something when I say
we are fighting for liberty, when I admit that there is
considerable danger to liberty at home in the process.
I do fully recognise how much of our liberties we do
surrender under the various “Defence of the Realm”
Acts, and the really considerable danger that we shall
not recover all of them at the end of the war.
The
middle classes, as a whole, are inclined to be impatient
of such talk when it is concerned with Trade Unions’
The reality of the danger may be brought
privileges.
home to them by the trivial example of the freedom we
alone, among European nations, enjoyed from the
irksome necessity of registration, of filling up forms at
hotels, etc. Once lost, this trivial liberty may be difficult
to regain, for there are many of the good who would
like to see us all registered.
***
What is our reply to this?
We assert that the danger to liberty involved in this
Act, and in the use of compulsion, is infinitesimal in
comparison with the loss of liberty that would follow
our defeat.
The controversies
which
these things
create are like disputes as to relative position inside a
structure which may at any time be overturned by
external causes.
But this is entirely ineffective as an
argument, for it depends on an assumption to which the
other side do not agree. We assume that defeat would
involve a very real curtailment of our liberty.
It is
evident from everything they do and say that the
pacifistsdo not believe there is any such danger. Though
they make perfunctory reference to it, they do not at
heart believe in it. They take no real interest in the
matter, their enthusiasm is directed to other ends. Loss
of liberty in this connection is to them an empty phrase,
and they treat it with the same impatience that the
middle classes treat the same phrase when it is applied
to Trade Union troubles under the Munitions Act. Our
first business, then, should be with this incapacity to
realise the consequences of defeat. Until that has been
dealt with, the argument about the “overturning
structure"
will
remain
meaningless.
***
These people have, at any rate, no vivid realisation
of the consequences of defeat. They receive statements
based on such assumptions with a polite incredulity. I
understand this incredulity well enough. It is exactly
the spirit in which before the war they received
statementsabout the danger of Germany’s aggressiveness.
They knew better; such irrational things did not exist.
Well-they
have had one surprise.
Mr. Bertrand
Russell’spamphlet says : “To all liberal-minded and humane
men this war has come as a shock . . . shattering
hopes.”
You are preparing for yourselves an even
more hope-shattering shock, when you think lightly of
the danger to liberty in an inconclusive peace.
***
This
springs

scepticism about the
from two sources.

consequence

of

defeat

(I) The fatuous belief that liberty cannot at any rate
be permanently endangered,
for “Germany herself will
inevitably develop towards democracy. ’ ’
(2) The inability to see that Europe will be really
altered in structure by this war. The facile and false
analogy with wars like the Crimean or the FrancoPrussian, which, while they increased the power of one
nation, or diminished that of another,
yet still left
Europe a society of independent nations. There is no
analogy between this war and the other wars. A
Germanvictory means an end of Europe as a new Hellas,
a society of nations.
It means
a Europe under
Germanleadership.
The pacifists cannot see this, for,
curiously enough, while they repudiate the balance of
power as a doctrine of policy, they do so because they
unconsciously assume that the balance of power will
take care of itself, being grounded on the nature of
things.
Being assumed, like democracy, to be of the
nature of the law of gravitation, it would be absurd to
fight for it.
I realise the source of your incredulity. “You may
make out a case for the danger to liberty-but
it lacks
reality.
Europe has had many wars-many
spoke of
them as a danger to liberty-but
always things were
much the same after.
But this time they won’t be. Forget easy analogies
and examine carefully the obvious facts.
You are slowly realising
the nature
of that
irrational thing, Force.
Force does settle things, does
create facts, which you have henceforth to deal with.
The situation round the Dardanelles has probably now
crystallised.
Russia will not get through to the
Mediterranean, and we shall be unable always to prevent
Germany’s access to Asia. Another situation
created
by force is being prepared for us nearer home. Europe
is in flux; it will settle after the war into a physical
structure which will probably endure for a century.
The most accurate metaphor for the new structure
that will follow the victory of Germany is that of the
emergence of a mountain in a plane. You are not to
think that such an emergence leaves surrounding
countries
unaffected. It produces the same effect on them
as putting a parcel under the tablecloth would do-all
of them have to live on an inclined plane.
As evidence of the existence of the intention of
Germany really to alter the framework of Europe in this
way, I may conveniently quote a few sentences from
a recent book on the war by Max Scheler. Scheler is
not a sensational journalist, or a military writer like
Bernhardi, but one of the most intelligent
of the
younger German philosophers, and one who, moreover,
belongs to the school that is beginning to have the
greater influence on this generation
of students.
After a long preliminary discussion on the real nature
of “international”
and “cosmopolitan”
the
main
object of the war is stated to be the destruction of the
balance of power; and the creation for the first time of
a solidarist Continental Europe under German military
leadership. . . . “Then we shall see the creation of a
new Mediterranean
culture grounded
on the military
power of Germany.”
To attain this end Russia must be finally driven out
of Europe, and France completely crushed.
What is the position of England then?
He attacks the Germans, who are surprised
and
shocked at our entry into the war. “It was inevitable
that England should come in. Her whole existence as
an Empire was threatened by the building of the
german
fleet.” He reproves those who, “with an imitation
of English cant,” have pretended that the fleet was
built for defensive purposes.
“The only possible aim in the building of the German
fleet was directed against England. ” “Our first object
always must be the destruction of the English naval
supremacy, for this stands between us and the fair
division of the earth.
If this object is not attained
now further struggles must and will follow. ”
NORTH STAFFS.
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To -,
Barrister
in Rotterdam.
DEARA.,-Boxing
Day ! Which means a Bank Holiday,
and the shops shut. In all my eight years here I
have not grown accustomed to the English Sunday, and
Bank holidays are much about the same. Sundays are
worse, however; in London we get no letters, besides,
they come so often. But on neither Sundays nor Bank
holidays are there any evening papers, and nowadays
especially, the more newspapers we devour, the keener
our appetite becomes. This ceaseless craving amounts
to mild hysteria. No sooner have we glanced through
our favourite sheet than we long for the next edition,
and so on, throughout the day. At breakfast we used
to have the “Daily Telegraph” (and in a way I miss it),
but war-time economies brought
in their train the
“Daily Mail”: and at night I buy the “Star.” So that
we waken to the Fat Boy (as they call Lord Northcliffe)
with his incursions and alarms, and finish up the evening
sipping cocoa (this is a dig at the Cadburies who
control
some other papers), grateful
and comforted,
certain that things are going well. Neither
publication
gives us too much serious reading; but the news is
there, right enough, with sufficient editorial comment
to show us how we ought to take it. That, I grant
them, is important. And panics in the morning brace
us nicely, if only we are soothed at night.
I cannot
agree with those people who aver that less confidence
as to the outcome would make the nation, as a whole,
more conscious of the enormous price the final victory
will cost the Allies. I do not believe that a more sober
note, an even holding of the balance, less willingness
on the part of the newspapers to look upon Germany
as doomed, would make the Britisher rub his eyes,
jump to his feet and mutter to himself : “Good God !
Is it as serious as that !” Shocks may rouse you for
the moment, they don’t transform
you into another
man. That can only be accomplished by a deep
conviction, and conviction is only born of facts. The very
nature of a daily paper,
its ephemeral illustation
of
the hour, makes it impossible for the editor, however
gifted. to Impress upon his readers the full importance
of what those hours may briny. Nothing
hut the
course of events can succeed in doing that, and the
process is very slow, though sure. It is like Time,
represented by the fingers of a clock-you hardly see them
move, yet you know that in ten minutes the clock will
tell you it is ten minutes later.
A paper gives us
a daily peep at the world-clock, that is all; more than
a peep is technically impossible. and in the meantime
we must be kept busy. lest our interest in its progress
should abate, and we forget to look at the clock again.
Now these stop-gaps cannot be too pessimistic, for
unless that attitude were more than justified by the
actual position of affairs, it would mean ruin to the
paper.
We all expect to be cheered up. We love a
lover-that
symbol of the successful man. We grow
weary of being systematically depressed, of reading day
by day that everything and everyone is going to the
dogs.
I gofurther-I lose my interest in bad news the
moment that I know the worst.
I try to discount it
somehow.
I comfort myself with the reflection that
newspapers
are only gossips rushing into print; that
they have no inside knowledge of what they write
about, nor can they foretell the future any more than
I or you. In sociaI intercourse an optimist is listened
to, a pessimist is distrusted and avoided. And rightly
so.What would become of us if the gloomy view of
things prevailed ? Where would England, where would
Humanity be if their destinies were interpreted in any
but a cheerful fashion,
So the world cries with its

gallant defenders : “Are
we downhearted?
No-!
We are going to win this war !”
The difficulty that besets the great fighting unit that
Britain and her overseas Dominions have become, is
that their people have to be convinced, gradually and
carefully, yet at incredibly short notice, of a host of
necessary measures which Germany, by reason of her
evil purpose, fostered for years and years, has been
able to bring home to her millions at her leisure. Within
the limited space of a few months, and the quicker
the better, England has not only to take her full share
in the colossal organisation
made imperative
by
Germany’s criminal assault, in order to arrest and, if
possible, to punish it, she has also to see that her home
population is efficiently armed with the heavy weapons
of resistance : an iron determination
and endless
capacity
forsacrifice. The arguments for additional defence
on an unprecedented
scale that the Kaiser and his
satellites for the last decades have carefully grafted on
the German cation, must be laid before the British
people in a lump which is only partially digested; while
any hesitation on their part to swallow it may mean the
downfall of their country.
This, you will agree, is a large order! Those in
authority are being roughly tested. England, remember,
is a democratic land where everyone may have his
say; and in this tremendous crisis a host of able men
have seized the opportunity to act as unofficial advisers
of the Government-seeking
to win a reputation or to
regain a lost one. The weekly papers each contain a
summary of the last eight days, some couched in hostile
words of warning. But even these
more extended
surveys afford us little comfort, differing widely as they
do in their conclusions, both as to the wisdom of adopted
measures and in their estimate of what awaits us. For
it is always the future into which we try to peer. All
retrospect
is hut a stepping-stone
to the untiring
question
: “What next? When will the enemy be driven
back and forced across the Rhine?’’
Thus far the United Kingdom has been strikingly
loyal to its delegates. In November I went to hear the
Prime Minister at the Guildhall. His speech, as might
be expected, was eloquent enough. Rut even he, when
he began to prophesy, had to venture into the realms
of pure conjecture, and events as they come to pass will
no doubt bring some of his prophecies to naught. That
is the drawback to having to write or speak at all. That
what can a man like Asquith do? If on such an occasion
he kept silent, every one would think he had something
to conceal, or, worse still, that he was already sick of
the whole affair. To lead the country at a time like
this is certainly a great distinction, but all the same, I
do not envy him his post. His
salary--however
enormousfrom a Dutch point of view-is dearly earned.
The energy
and courage demanded,
from him in
particular,by this colossal war, is almost superhuman.
No. I have not seen the King for a long time. On
the evening after the British ultimatum
to Germany
was presented. following upon King Albert’s moving
appeal to the English monarch, Joyce and I took a walk
in Whitehall
an3 thereabouts.
The streets
were
crowded; but with very few exceptions there was a
tack of outward excitement that to us seemed more
impressive than bands or bunting.
Yet there was one
touching
moment.
We
stood
outside
Buckingham
Palace, amidst a dense, expectant crowd ; and when the
King and Queen, with the Prince of Wales, appeared
on a balcony to acknowledge the homage of their
people,
the waiting thousands
cheered
and cheered
again.
A lump came to my throat.
Joyce frankly wept,
and so did others. A flood of sympathy surged over us,
making us all akin, whether we were British born, or
only well-wishers
like myself.
The Englishman
is
generally polite, and pleasant to have to do with; but
between you and him is ever the wall of his outward
coolness, his reserve.
On this historical occasion he
entirely threw it off; not ostentatiously but modestly, as
if of its own accord it left him. Strangers
spoke to
one another, as though they were old friends. All wore

the satisfied air of having done their duty, and of being
ready to shoulder the consequences, without fear, Or
any mental reservation.
King George is very little in the limelight; but he is
a good king, chivalrous, honest, worthy of the affection
of his people. His kind heart and his delicacy of
feeling are proverbial. This side of his character I
suppose it is which has mystified the Germans, and
convincedthem that a man of such fine human fibre would
never make a formidable antagonist. We shall see !
Having-given you, at your request, some slight idea
of the state of public opinion here-and
I may add that
it has been in no way modified by the actual outbreak of
hostilities-I
shall now deal with other items in your
letter which reached me on the 24th, just in time to
delight us with the Christmas greetings from Hermine
and yourself. I hope that by now our card is in your
hands (don’t keep it there for ever !). Let me repeat
the old Dutch saying : “Blessed be the Old, and blessed
the New Year !”
What you say about the Belgian refugees (whom you,
always carefully neutral,
insist
on vaguely
calling
“victims of the War !”) interests me greatly.
I am, of
course, at the moment, steeped in the spirit of tolerance
that Christmas engenders, still I must protest against
some of your remarks on this particular subject. It is
a subject that lies very near my heart-too
near,
perhaps, but there it is!
I must say something rather
nasty in reply.
To begin with, why the poor creatures should owe
us, Hollanders, any thanks because we have remained
neutral, I really fail to understand.
I never heard a
wilder proposition.
If from the start we had made
common cause with Belgium, she might have been spared
the terrible experience of seeing her soil and property
defiled, and her exiled sons and daughters forced to go
a-begging among strangers, for that of which they have
been wrongfully deprived. Nor was it, I suppose, for
the sake of being able to shelter many of these homeless
wanderers that we decided to evade our national and
international responsibilities !
This you can hardly
expect me to believe.
With the same mixed feelings and a tendency to
sardonic laughter
I followed your argument,
that
Holland‘‘thanks to the wisdom of her leaders” (and those
of your beloved “Nieuwe Rotterdamsche Courant,” I
presume), “has been able to teach the world a lesson in
true humanity.” Well, well ! To me there is an ugly
thread
of self-righteousness
running
through
this
If I did not know you better, I should like
statement.
to murmur “Pecksniff !”
Supposing You to he in
earnest, then can you perhaps explain-for
the answer
escapes
me altogether-why
“the world”-that
is the
sum total of Humanity-should
have to learn in this
respect
from Holland?
But you must be joking.
Lessons in what has Holland taught us? In true humility
or in the art of quieting an uneasy conscience?
Were the Dutch not so hemmed in by their geographical
position, and were they less afraid of the Germans than
they are, how different their views would be; could
they have safely done so, they would have been among
the, first to denounce the crimes of Russia.
For it is
not their sense of Justice that is at fault; in that direction
they
are almost rabidly insistent.
We Dutch
pride ourselves, and rightly, on being one of the freest
people in the universe. We are jealous of that freedom ;
in many phases of our history this jealousy became a
veritable obsession.
In
our
golden
age,
and
afterwards,it stood in the way of our national cohesion; we
distrusted our stadholders, and would never allow them
to develop into real monarchs.
We have had our
William II like Germany has hers; but while the
character of t he Dutch stadholder-father
of the English
King William 111-and that of the present Kaiser are
alike in being singularly ambitious and despotic, the
Prince of Orange did not live to crush the power of
Amsterdam and raise Holland, then a naval Power of
the first order, to the position of an important military

Power as well. This Prince, who had just brought the
long struggle with Spain to a successful finish, seemed
even more predestined than the: Brandenburg
of that
day to play an important role in Europe. Rut, as we
know, his career was abruptly ended.
Perhaps his
dreams were too ambitious, and would, in any case,
have been frustrated by the oligarchies of the larger
Dutch towns.
But let me not lapse into ambitious dreams myself,
or, rather, into a useless contemplation
of what might
have been. I only want to bring out clearly how that
Amsterdam, the heart of Holland, was always keen on
independence.
And were we not told as boys that
“our” Frisians, in their private corner, so to say, for
centuries maintained
a kind of Free State on the
Zuider Zee?
The Frisians are the lineal descendants
of the autochthonous Teutonic race; they are more akin
to the Scotch and English than you or I. They are fair
and muscular, tireless and indomitable
You remember
their test phrase : “Butter, bra en green chies, wie dat
not sissen kan is no oprufte Fries”? Having
no
intimateacquaintance with the Frisian dialect, I only quote
from what is probably a defective memory; but is not
this passport to Frisian clanship almost English in its
wording?
So that in Holland we have at least one
element
that constitutes
a racial link between the
English and ourselves, and Frisia is, and always has
been, the cradle of our freedom.
A greater contrast
than exists between a Frisian and a Prussian is hardly
thinkable; it is the contrast between those in direct
touch with the ocean and those who till !he land within
a narrower horizon; between those who go in ships, and
those who follow in the beaten track of a servile peasant
community.
But
enough
of
historical
and
ethnographical
parallels.
A thousand times pardon, as the
French say !
You think that Holland’s unprecedented kindness to
the Belgian “refugees,” as you so modestly put it, ‘‘will
protect her for ever against the monstrous accusation
that the fate of Belgium left her cold.” I would ask, is
such protection needed? Is the accusation ever made?
I know no one who would label us as devoid of human
feeling.
The kind-heartedness of Holland is proverbial;
we are experts in hospitality in the eyes of other
nations.
Where there is a chance to rescue drowning
men, we do it. When calamities abroad claim our
ready help, we give it. We are known as critical and
prudent, but only a fool would call us hard or mean.
You would be astonished to find with how little
severity people in England judge our present attitude.
to provide hundreds and
Holland’s instant readiness
thousands of destitute Belgians with food and shelter
has won universal praise. Even in the more delicate
question, why did she not protest against the German
violation of the sister country, and what has induced
her to permit her political leaders to mesmerise her into
a fear unworthy of her traditions and into a frame of
mind more favourable to Germany than to the Allies,
she meets with a more sympathetic understanding-or,
at least, an honest attempt at such-than
she deserves,
or than you seem to believe she obtains.
The only
thing that might hurt your national pride, as it hurts
mine, is the way every Englishman at once agrees it
was impossible for Holland to take any military action,
paralysed, as she evidently was, by the sight of
Germany’soverpowering might. No one would accuse a
child of cowardice for failing to come to the rescue of
another, who is attacked by full-grown men. Besides,
her political isolation, preached and practised for years
by her Ministers and diplomatists, had more or less
prepared the world for the moral ineptitude displayed by
these same persons when the crisis overtook them. A
crisis that will exhibit every nation in its true colours,
classifying us all for a century to come according to the
self-sacrifice, moral and material, in blood and treasure,
in contempt of death and regard for higher things that
we are able to display. For nations are as individuals
-cowards
are despised and heroes are applauded.
In

a fight, he who is the readier of the two to stake his all
comes out the victor, even if he should succumb; and
in the defence of ideals which are his most precious
asset, nay, the justification of his existence, man should
prefer
death
to dishonour-dishonour,
that is, taken
in the most exalted sense, with no relation to pride or
vanity, or even loyalty to tradition.
It is a matter of
Justice, that most sacred instinct, which unless, as I
have said,
it is wantonly destroyed, dimly glows
through all creation.
The blame attaches to those very leaders who were
so jubilant at their achievement in keeping Dutch public
opinion so thoroughly in check. Our Government, had
it taken the right course, would indeed have come into
conflict, first with the reigning dynasty, then with the
shipping interests of Rotterdam, and, lastly, with that
large portion of the Dutch nation which war with
Germanywould have ruined. At a moment’s notice they
would have had to revive their policy of not-too-friendly
relations with England, combined with a rather overrespectful attitude to the big Eastern neighbour. Must
I remind you of the scandal of the Flushing forts,
which a few years ago our Government was ready to
construct, because Germany insisted on it; or shall I
rake up the bargaining away by certain circles in the
Hague of a piece of ground in Rotterdam harbour to
Mr. Thyssen, one of the Kaiser’s lieutenants,
who
wanted it for the war he knew so well was coming? Did
not your Burgomaster,
Mr. Zimmermann, write to the
“Nieuwe Rotterdamsche
Courant”
to protest against
this monstrous blow struck at the interests of the State,
coolly decided
upon and carried through
by the
Germanophobeand Germanophile element in the administration
and those who influence from outside?
Has there, on the other hand, ever been a genuine
official attempt at heartier
relations
with England,
whose interests are obviously more identical with ours
than those of Germany?-England
who likes us as a
neighbour in the East, and is, therefore, interested in
the maintenance of our Colonial power, Germany who
always resorts to menaces and pressure when we do not
comply with her wishes. Did we, long after the Boer
War was over, and the Boers had taken the hand held
out to them by their opponents, keep at the Court of
St. James’s an incapable ambassador, or did we send
one worthy to uphold our interests?
You know the
answer.
Half a century ago, so runs the story, an illustrious
Queen at a big dinner audibly remarked : “Je n’aime
pas les oranges !” ostensibly referring to the fruit, as
dessert
was being
served.
The “Oranges”
have
heartily returned the compliment. Royalty, I suppose,
has its sympathies and antipathies just like other people.
But is it not a pity and a shame that in our day the fate
of nations should be dependent on personal dislikes like
these, and that a whole people might be compromised
because their ruler is constitutionally-a
strange word
in this connection I-unable
to comprehend where the
true interests of the country lie?
Again, all best wishes for 1915 to you both, in which
Joyce, of course, joins.
Yours,
W.

The

German
By

Ramiro

Heresy.

de Maeztu.

1.-THE
MAN
OF
THE RENAISSANCE.
It has been said that the central ideas of the Middle
Ages consisted in looking upon the world as a vale of
tears, and upon man as “I, a sinner.’’ That is why the
Middle Ages have been accused of darkening the world
and diminishing man, as if their judgments of both were
not recognitions of two facts, but the expressions of a
malignant
and anti-human
will. But that the world
is a vale of tears, and that man is “I, a sinner,’’ are
not judgments characteristic
of a given period
of
humanity.
They must have been thought by men at all

times in consequence of that which really distinguishes
man from all other beings on earth: the ideal of
perfectionin his soul. When this ideal of perfection is
applied to the region of the senses, the world must
appear to us as a vale of tears; when it is applied to the
moral plane man has to be depicted as “I, a sinner.”
Desire has nothing to do with these judgments. They
are the judgments of experience. They are facts. There
may come a day when God will deprive man-to give it
to other animals ; perhaps to the frogs-of this privilege,
at once his glory and his tragedy, of being the only
living thing which can conceive perfection; but so long
as he does conceive it he is bound to say, when he looks
outwards with impartial eyes : “ This world is a vale of
tears,” and when he looks inwards : “I am a sinner.”
The characteristic
of the Middle Ages
is not
the acknowledgment
of
these
two
eternal
and
inevitable
facts;
but
the
imaginative
way
in
which they reacted against them.
The men who
lived
in
Europe
between
the
eighth
and
the
twelfth centuries
may be compared
to those lonely
children who create a playmate with their imagination
and carry on long talks with him, ‘believe that they hear
his replies, and live so greatly wrapped up in their
dreams that they scarcely notice either their solitude or
the world surrounding
them.
All these things of
reality, which now imprison us with thick and cruel
walls, were at that time nothing more than a subtle veil
which imagination easily tore asunder to contemplate
the choirs of seraphim and cherubim around the Lord.
The air was filled with benevolent angels and memories
of saints,
Men could speak daily
with
their
guardian
angels.
It is true that the air was saturated
also with unholy legions.
The gods
of Paganism,
Jupiter, Minerva, Venus, Mars, Pluto, Mercury, Diana,
Bacchus and their daimones, were devils and she-devils
who never ceased from tempting men into sin, but the
sign of the Cross, or a few drops of holy water, or the
name of Mary, was enough to put the arch-fiend to
flight.
In spite of this exaltation, terrorism was
unknown.Although the torments of hell were hard, good
Christians believed themselves to be free of them. The
Christ they adored was the sweet Good Shepherd, who
adorns the chapels of the Catacombs. The melancholy
and terrible image of Christ does not begin to become
popular until towards the twelfth century. There was
no religious persecution. The Inquisition
was
not
establisheduntil the thirteenth century. There was no
belief in witches. The conception of the witch became
clear only towards the twelfth century. It is an error
to attribute to the Christian Middle Ages the terrifying
superstitions of the Cabala, an invention of unorthodox
Jews ; alchemy,
an Arab invention ; and astrology,
which was at its height in the fifteenth century, in the
very middle of the Renaissance. Life in the Middle Ages
was a dream, not a nightmare-an
amorous dream of
heaven.
In the twelfth century came the awakening.
It has
been said that the cause of this awakening was the
natural deveIopment of the human mind. But I do not
believe in the natural development of the human mind,
I shall not believe in such a thing until it is
proved to me that men transmit arts and letters
to their children.
So long as it is not proved
to me that heredity extends
to the kingdom
of
the spirit, I shall persist in attributing changes in human
mentality to external and historicaI events. In
my
judgmentthe awakening of Europe in the twelfth century
was due to a cause analogous to that which is bringing
about the awakening of England in the twentieth. That
cause is war. While the air of Europe was being filled
with angels and saints and devils, while the schoolmen
elaborated complicated theologies, and while the peoples
constructed systems of government in which the powers
of the Emperor and the Pope, the aristocracy and the
hierarchy, the guilds of the towns, the lords of the lands,
and the religious orders were delicately balanced one
against another,
the Arabic Empire
was being
establishedin Asia, in Africa, and in Spain-a military,

despotic and unitary Empire, with a lonely God in
heaven and Mohamet’s scimitar on earth. The advance
of the Mohammedans
led to the wars of Spain, of
Sicily, and the Crusades. In these wars Europeans had
to face a different world. Wars were followed by truces,
in which began the peaceful intercourse of ideas and
products.
Through Palermo and Toledo a knowledge
of Arab science and philosophy filtered into Europe.
Through Venice and her spice and slave-trade were
discovered the sea routes to the East. The soldiers of the
Fourth- Crusade made the schoolmen of Paris interested
in the language and literature of Greece.
Confronted with the imperious will of the Semitic
peoples, the mind of Europe awoke from its dream.
This awakening
we call the Renaissance.
In this
awakening man discovers gunpowder, printing, and the
sea-routes to the East and West Indies. At the same
time he unearths the manuscripts
of antiquity, and
publishesthe works of Plato, Aristotle, Virgil, Seneca, and
a score of other. authors, displaying magnificent vistas
hitherto
unknown. He tries to harmonise the ideas of
the ancients with his own, and in this attempt he
produces the basis of modern civilisation. The fruits of
the Renaissance may be described by the headings of
the chapters in Burckhardt’s book : “Development
of
the Individual,” “Revival of Antiquity,” “Discovery
of
the World and of Man.” These fruits are undoubtedly
good, The sphere of the good is much larger than that
of morality. Every good work of art, even if immoral,
is morally good, since it is aesthetically good, though it
would be better if it were, besides, good in its moral
content. Every new and true thought, like every
geographical discovery, increases the number of good
things, in the same way as a good action. For every
good work of art or science is, as well, a good action.
And since the Renaissance was a great period of art, of
thought, and of. economic activity, it is implied that it
was also an epoch which considerably increased the
number of good things.
But there is in the nature of man the capacity to fool
himself with the most dangerous of fooleries. When a
man does a good thing, and clearly realises that the
thing is good, if he forgets for a moment that he, the
author of the good thing, does not cease on its account
to be a sinner, be will easily fall into the temptation of
believing himself to be good. “My work is good, therefore
I am good.” Such is the sophism of pride, the
gravest of all the motives of sin that afflict mankind.
For the causes of sin are two, and two only: lust and
pride.
Lust-immoderate
appetite-comes
from
the
animal side of our nature. Pride, on the other hand,
comes from our rational side. It comes from above, not
from below. It begins in a theory, a reasoning : “My
work is good; therefore I am good.” When the first
of these two clauses is false, when the work is not good,
or a man has not done a good work, pride is relatively
harmless, for it is pure vanity. But when the work is
really good the lever of pride finds in the goodness of
the work the point of support it requires to move the
world in the direction of evil. I need hardIy say that the
theoryof pride is false. We know the lives of some of
the menwho performed the best actions recorded in
history.
Those lives show us that the men were not
good, though their works were. If you know artists
and intellectuals, you know also that they are not good
men. Nor were the geniuses any better.
And the saints
were only sinners who, overcoming their nature, lived,
on the whole, saintly lives. What makes a saint a saint
is that he hardly ever loses the consciousness of being a
sinner. And the sin of the devil is pride. The devil is
the devil because he believes himself to be good.
This was the sin of the men of the Renaissance.
When the Mantuan spoke in the fifteenth century on the
seven monsters,
he described the Humanists
in the
chapter entitled
Superbia. The Humanists
were the
discoverers and the dispensers of fame. As poets and
historians they judged of the glory of others. On the
other hand,
they enjoyed
an extended reputation
throughtout Italy. The ceremony of the coronation of

the poets was the symbol to which tended ‘‘lo gran disio
dell’ eccellenza.” And this desire for glory was so
intensethroughout Italy that there was a man who, without
being punished, was able to take away the lamps
from the altar of the crucifix and place them on the
grave of a famous man, saying, “Take them; you are
more worthy of them than the other” (the Crucified).
Towards the end of the sixteenth century the Italian
people were as disgusted with the vanity, the egotism,
and the self-idolatry of the Humanists as with their
immoral
habits. But by then the Humanist idea had
spread all over Europe. The Humanist idea at that
time meant the study of the ancient classics with the aim
of finding in human history, as opposed to sacred
history, the models with which the education of the coming
generations
ought
to be inspired.
After that
the
Humanists were attacked on account of their exclusive
preference for the study of Latin and Greek. In
oppositionto the Humanists, the “Philanthropists”
of the
eighteenth
and nineteenth centuries upheld the study
of modern science. But, at bottom, both Humanists and
Philanthropists
shared the same ideas : that
nothing
human should be alien to them, that all human religions
and beliefs have contributed to the progress of man, and
that man is the spiritual centre of the world. “All
things are for men, but men are for one another.”
“Man is an end,” Goethe used to say.
“Respect
humanity in thy person and in that of others, not as a
means, but as an end,” was Kant’s formula.
This formulation of ethics is obviously false. An
action is not good through being altruistic or humane;
nor evil through being egoistic or inhumane. The other,
the neighbour, is as much a sinner as I am. There is
not the slightest reason why I should sacrifice myself for
the benefit of a friend who asks me for money if I know
he is going to play with his money at Monte Carla. A
single man-Jesus
on the Cross or Socrates drinking his
hemlock-may
be right against the whole world.
becauseHumanist ethics was false, its consequences had to
be bad. And they were. Men lost through it the
consciousnessof living in sin. And with the consciousness
of living in sin disappeared the spiritual rein which
checked their evil impulses. The man who follows the
Renaissance has lost the spiritual check because he does
not feel himself to be a sinner. He is the man of
Shakespeare---Othello, Macbeth, Falstaff, Romeo, Hamlet.
Nothing restrains
him. He is a law unto himself, to
use the happy expression of St. Paul. Precisely because
he believes only in himself he has even ceased to be a
man, to become the slave of his own passions.
This pride of man, which brings about his ruin, is
aggravated when Descartes proclaims that the universe
of things is contained in the .universe of the human
mind, that sciences consist of the knowledge of the
mind,
that everything
rises from reason, and that
methodic doubt on all things only disappears with the
formula:
cogito, ergo sum-I
think, therefore
I am.
The Cartesian doubt is certainly the principle of
wisdom.
I do not know what I know; I am not sure of
what I know; but I am sure that I think. Up to this
point Descartes
is right. But to think is to think of
something.
This something is something different from
the thought itself. ’Therefore, to think is to be sure of
something objective of which we are thinking, and which
is indicated by the thought. Uncertainty
affects only
the particular somethings of which we are thinking. The
something, in general, is given to us as immediately as
thought
itself. This objective something,
constituted
by things, is what guarantees
the certainty
of our
thought, which without this something could be nothing
more than a pure dream. The truth lies not only in the
thought or in the things, but in their relation. It may
be said that a thought is true when it is valid for the
things.
The centre of truth, therefore, is not in man;
but in an intermediate point between men and things.
But Descartes
has subjectivised
it. After
Descartes
men could say proudly : “My thought is the measure of
things. ”
And when man ceased to have any other rein than

himself, the result was not the unity of all men-for men
cannot unite immediately among one another ; they unite
in things, in common values-but
the struggle of man
against
man, “and such a war, as is of every man
against every man.”
When Hobbes describes “The
Natural
Condition of Mankind
as Concerning their
Felicity and their Misery,” he has in mind, as he could
not help having, the man of his own seventeenth
century.
And it is with this man before his eyes that
he writes :So that in the nature of man, we find three principal
causes of quarrel. First, competition ; secondly,
difference;
thirdly,
glory. The first, maketh men invade for
gain; the second, for safety; and the third, for
reputation.
.. To this war of every man, against every man,
this also is consequent; that nothing can be unjust.
The notions of right and wrong, justice and injustice,
have there no place. Where there is no common power,
there is no law; where no law, no injustice. Force and
fraud are in war the two cardinal virtues.
Frightful
words. Man is depicted as a beast of prey
let loose upon the world. This beast has to be bound.
From this practical necessity there arises in the mind of
Hobbes and in the history of Europe the modern State
with its centralised powers: the State as a necessity.
But the Germans have gone a step further: they have
converted the necessity into a good; they have invented
the State as the good. And this is the German heresy.

Militarism
By

J.M.

and Wages.
Kennedy.

EVERY investigator
of Labour problems will willingly
acknowledge that the English workmen are relatively
patient under trying conditions
(as compared,
for
example, with American or Colonial workmen), and do
not, unless they believe that they have no alternative,
resort to extreme
measures.
Demands
for higher
wages, in consequence, are very rarely put forward
unless prices have risen disproportionately.
On this
point the evidence, as shown in the official returns, is
very much against the Government and its latest
notification. In the eleven months ending November 20,
1915, according
to the -Board of Trade Reports,
2,930,000 workers had changes made in their wages,
the net effect being an increase of
weeklyan average of 3s.
a week rise. Even when every
allowance is made €or overtime, this increase cannot be
regarded as excessive in comparison with the rise in
prices.
It should be borne in mind that it is only
within comparatively
recent
months
that workmen
have been receiving war bonuses; and the effect on
wages of “dilution” is still a matter regarding the
outcome of which the working classes are very anxious.
While it is true that wages generally have increased
since January, 1915, it should be added as a counterargument that they decreased during the four or five
unsettled and dislocated months following the outbreak
of war. Thus, between August and December,
1914,
increases in wages were granted to 160,039 workmen
So relatively lately as
and 192,787 suffered decreases.
January,
1915,
the Northumberland
coal-miners
sustainedwage-decreases of 3 per cent., and in the same
month the wages of iron and steel workers in South
Wales were decreased by
per cent. The Board of
Trade returns,
to mention another
point,
indicate
changes in the rate of wages, but not necessarily
changes in earnings; and in the early months of the
war earnings were in many cases reduced owing to
short-time
working.
A single instance will show how wages have risen on
paper rather than in reality. Between October, 1914, and
November, 1915, the wages of textile workers rose by
39 per cent. That seems, at first glance, to be a figure
high enough to keep pace with the increased prices of
foodstuffs,
etc. But further inquiry will show that in
August-September,
1914, the wages of textile workers
decreased suddenly, on account of the war panic, by no

less than 29 per cent., leaving the men, on balance,
with an increase of 10 per cent. during the period
mentioned.
It would be possible to examine the conditions
of every trade in this way, and to show that, with the
exception of a relatively small number of skilled workmen
in special branches of war trades, workmen
generally
have reason
to urge their complaint
that their
wages have not, on the average, been raised relatively
to prices.
Most of the workmen
affected by the
changed economic conditions live in towns, and in the
towns the cost of living (foodstuffs alone considered)
has advanced by 46 per cent. Commodities of common
use have advanced in considerable proportions : e.g.,
beef by 51 per cent. (British) to 68 per cent. (frozen),
bacon by 33 per cent., fish by 105 per cent., tea by 49
per cent., sugar by 97 per cent., eggs by 102 per cent.,
and bread by 43 per cent. (shortly to be increased in
price again). In a word, prices are still from 10 per
cent. to 20 per cent. in advance of wages.
In these circumstances
it is, to express it mildly,
rather tactless to say that drastic steps are to be taken
with regard to wages and none with regard to prices.
The Government may have perfectly good reasons for
their action; they may think that capital and land have
already been as highly taxed as they can be: they may
hold that the wages of all workmen must suffer because
a small proportion of workmen have shown themselves
to be extravagant.
If these are the views of the
Government, it would be well to explain them in some
detail to the working classes, who are at present guided
by two main facts which make them bitterly opposed to
any tampering
with their wages:
(a) Mr. Lloyd
George’s declarations, uttered at intervals between July
and December last, to the effect that compulsory
service is necessary for the organisation of industry (see
his speeches at Manchester, June 3, 1915, in the House
of Commons, June 23, etc.), and (b) the reiterated
emphasis laid by the Harmsworth newspapers on the
cheapness of compulsion, supported in the House of
Commons by such avowed conscriptionists
as Colonel
Arthur Lee. The working classes consider these two
factors
together, as they have every justification for
doing; and, until they have been reassured in regard to
both, we may expect them to be dissatisfied, and to
express their dissatisfaction
in ways that
may not
always be to the liking of their employers.
One more point. In the probable event of violent
Labour criticism of this proposal of the Government
(much less violent opposition
to it) we shall hear
the customary
cry that the workers “left behind”
are showing
a lack of patriotism;
that the more
patriotic
million,
or, rather,
two million,
workmen
under
arms
would
certainly
approve
all
the measures
introduced
by
the Government
at
this crisis.
This
view is utterly erroneous.
The
workmen in the army have not yet been under arms
long enough to forget their economic struggles in times
of peace; and the best elements among the workers not
under
armsfeel, for the most part, that out of class
loyalty to their companions in the camps they must
maintain or improve the conditions under which work
will have to be carried on when the war is over. It is
noteworthy that several newspapers have now frankly
admitted that the greatest objection to the Compulsion
Bill is found in districts where thousands of men have
enlisted-in
South Wales or the Clyde, for instance.
The feeling against industrial compulsion, despite the
Prime
Minister’s
assurances, is still bitter and strongly
developed:
and it ought to be candidly acknowledged
by all the friendsof the present Administration that less
weight is now attached to utterances of the members
composing it than would have been the case a few
months ago. Whatever “safeguards”
the Government
may genuinely desire to introduce
into the Military
Service (No. 2 Bill), they cannot override the Defence
of the Realm Act; and no promises made by Mr.
Asquith can bind his successor or prevent the introduction
of amending
Bills.
That is why the suspicion

shown by the workers towards the Compulsion Bill has
beep intensified tenfold by the official notice regarding
wages.
Let us hope that a few friendly warnings may
not be misunderstood.

Men

at War.

IN the civilian days the hospital patients seemed a class
apart-mostly
poor, pale and needy things. But these
strong wounded men make
a different appeal-their
wounds are but accidents to their healthy bodies, and
their attitude to them more detached than when the
disease has eaten into their very soul. At the best, we
surgeons are poor things; we are only auxiliaries to
the healing processes.
’There is the fight going on
between the tissues of the healthy man and his wound,
and little good indeed is our help unless his body
responds to the assault. We help it here and there with
this and that, and when the wound heals we talk a lot
about our methods, but God help the man if his own
body stands idly by.
The cheerfulness of the wounded soldier relieves the
sombreness
of the work-a cheerfulness which carries
him through many horribly painful moments, and,
perhaps, right on to that dark time when the screens are
put around his bed, and he, brave soul, joins his
comrades.
And his cheerfulness, too, can have an edge to
it at times.
“The captain
’e says-‘All
you bloody
rotters will be dead in five minutes !’ So they was, so
was ’e !”
Just as it is always the other fellow who is going to
be hit, so it is always the other fellow who is going to
die, and this helps the soldier; but, unfortunately, not
the surgeon. One knows, and one’s heart goes cold,
that such fine men should die. It is a great thing that
men will endure such dreadful things for an idea, or for
adventure,
or for what you will; men so much better
than most of us, and so unconscious of themselves and
what they are giving. A very fine lad of the Royal
Scots, who had been decorated for bravery,
was
recovering from his many wounds, and I said, “Now,
Jock, you will be able to go home to your lass.” “Aye,
doctor, but no one will have me as I am. No lass will
look at a cripple.” Not look at him ! I wonder.
The devotion of the Sisters to the soldiers is a fine
thing; nothing could be greater;
and the soldierswhat do they think of it? There was one poor man
who took a divil of a time in making his end, and
gasped and gasped away, but was ever content if he
were propped up so that he could see the Sister sitting
at her table. What vision of his home and his woman
it kept before him--who can tell? And so he passed
out, apparently contented and peaceful. Unlike an old
Sergeant-Major,
who was wounded at Ypres and used
to many wars. He drilled his men to the last; and
cursed them horribly, and finally shouted : “Now you
blighters ! Follow your officers ! Over the parapet !”
And, fighting hard, he took the parapet alone. We die
as we live-no better, no worse, but could any soldier
die better than that?
Rarely does the soldier refuse to follow our advice.
I say the leg has got to come off, and he invariably
replies : “You know best, sir.”
And I wonder if I
do. The army has that effect on men, and whether it
is due to discipline or confidence in the officer, I do not
know. Certainly, during this war, through the taking
over of all treatment by the civilian element, confidence
in the medical officer has increased, and though the
regular men say that the discipline is worse, I am sure
the mutual regard is higher.
This is especially the
case between ourselves and the combatant officers, but
the men in a way show more consideration than is
usual in civil life. “YOU did the best to save it, sir, but
it was DO go; so do not mind.” Maybe, it is the
influence of the common guild.
After’ one engagement many Canadians were brought
in, and these were always easily recognisable as such by

their accent, their physique, and their friendly smile. The
English soldier at first remains, as it were, at attention
though in bed, but the Canadian mostly smiles in a
friendly, easy way. They were all very fine men, and
badly wounded, and had had a particularly bad time
with the dirty tricks of the Boche.
“I reckon, sir,
after this war, Hell’s a wash-out !” Among them was
an American Indian, with the face and bearing of his
race, and a Scot’s accent. His presence was, indeed,
a miracle of history.
It takes a war with its times of shot and shell and
bloody heroism to knock the snob and the prig out of
us, and to let us recognise the real man under his many
disguises.
Here, to the general eye, are many men of
a very ordinary type, with the uninteresting faces which
dreadful industrialism gives
to all.
Yet they have
fought heroically and undaunted carry their wounds.
Here was a man of slight build and no chin, dark and
dull-looking and bald, and with the ridiculous habit of
growing his hair long where he could, and training it
over the bare patch. His wounds were many and such
that they did not allow of his usual method of hairdressing,
and, perhaps, he looked absurd.
But that
brave lad had saved a comrade’s life very gallantly.
The hero, like the horse, runs in all shapes.
What
finer feeling could an officer have when going forward
to the attack
than to see his men, out of personal
regard for him, forming round him, and using their
bodies as a screen to save him from the bullets? The
soldier who gave his life then would only be reported
as killed, and, judged by the Bond. Street standards,
would, no doubt, be a very common fellow. But could
a man do more?
Not that all men can show up well in war. Nothing
has changed so much as the military attitude to the poor
devils who break up under the great strain of deafening
noise and surrounding death. In former times it was
put down to funk, and the treatment was drastic. Now
we call it shell shock, and professors
of psychology
tend the victims. One wonders why the whole army
at the front does not suffer so. It is impossible to give
any idea of the roar of the great guns and the
explosions
of their
shells. It is so tremendous that it passes
beyond the comprehensible, and so, I suppose, becomes
bearable.
The effect on one’s sensory apparatus, when
first experienced,
is so overpowering
that to do
I sat stupefied
anything, much less run away is impossible.
in a motor-car with a most peculiar feeling running
up and down my spine, after a large shell had hit a
building a hundred yards farther an, and blown it with
terrific noise into the street. On one side was a lorry
with its driver hanging over his steering-wheel dead,
and overhead shells were screaming like angry demons.
Another shell burst within sight, and I thanked Heaven
when the driver said, “It’s a bit ’ot here,” and we
move? off. I left that old town of Ypres with
extraordinaryfeelings of satisfaction.
But what of the man
who has to stand it-to live in it-to fight in it-and
to be brave in it? Shell shock, indeed!
I should
think so. And yet the number sa affected is very small.
I asked one who had come through a bad time what
had struck him most-how
his soul had fared, so to
speak : “Bill Smith, standing near me, just as you
might be, sir, ’e gave a franc for a packet o’ Woodbines,
and ’e had them in his ’and, and a shell come
along and took his ’ead off, And ’e had them in his
’and, poor blighter !” That was the outstanding
fact
of that battle to him.
Great is the soldier’s desire when wounded to be sent
home.
We have many names
for many different
wounds, but to him there are only two divisions. It
is either a Blightey wound or not. And a Blightey
wound is one which is bad enough to take him to
Blightey--which is a name for home picked up from the
Indian
soldiers.
He watches
one intently when
examining his injuries, and blessed contentment
is his
portion if his name goes down on the list for England.
B.

Readers

and Writers.

EIGHTEEN
years ago, when it first appeared, I remember
reading Mr. Havelock Ellis’ “Affirmations” ; and here it
is now in only its second edition. (Constable.
net.)
In the preface to the present issue Mr. Ellis has the
satisfaction (if it is such !) of having to confess to few
or no changes in his opinions. As he thought in 1898
about
Nietzsche,
Casanova,
Zola, Huysmans,
St.
Francis, and others, so, he says, he thinks to-day.
But in those far-off days, when the “Yellow Book”
was still fresh in everybody’s mind, it was not only
legitimate, it was meritorious, to lay down all manner
of personal affirmations, even when they contradicted
one another. We and the world were very young then ;
and everything that entered our heads to say we said
in the certainty of being admired for insisting upon
going to hell in our own way. After eighteen years,
however, Mr. Ellis should either have learned enough
to correct his primaeval impulses, or, at least, to look
upon them with a condescending humour.
He does
neither.
He neither withdraws
nor amplifies;
he
neither re-affirms nor explains.
And the conclusion
to which I have come about this problem in statics is
that Mr. Ellis really died at just about the same time
that he finished this work. Many articles of his have
I read since, and always with instruction from the facts,
and interest from the wealth of allusion of which Mr.
Ellis can afford with his vast reading to be prodigal.
But of ideas since 1898 I grieve to say that I think he
has been barren.
What
is the reason?
Well,
it
appears to me that the Yellow Book period was indeed
a season of the sere and yellow leaf; it contained all the
colours of autumn, but none of the green shoots of
spring.
Which of the writers, then falsely promising,
have actually fulfilled their promise? Most have died
in fact, and the rest have died in reality. As a survivor
still in possession of his faculties, Mr. Ellis owed us his
own obituary notice; but he has not given us it.
UnIike Nietzsche, whom it will be his honour to have
first introduced into England, he has never been able
to “surpass”
the anarchism
(in other. words, the
eclecticism)of his earlier life, and to climb upon a self that
died with the ’nineties. How otherwise, for instance,
could he leave without a backward-glancing
comment
the comparative analysis here made between the work
of Zola and Tolstoi? Of Zola he says that “his soul
seems to have been starved at the centre and to have
encamped at the sensory periphery.
[Note, by the
way, this eclectic mixture of literary
with scientific
terminology-it
is characteristic
of Mr. Ellis’ style.]
He never tasted deep of life, he stirred up none of those
wells of purely personal emotion from which great
artists have hoisted up the precious fluid which makes
the bright living blood of their creations.”
And of
Tolstoi, in contrast, he writes : “He comes before us is
a man who has himself lived deeply, a man who has
had an intense thirst for life, and who has satisfied that
thirst.
He has craved to know life, to know women,
the joy of wine, the fury of battle, the taste of the
ploughman’s sweat in the field.” Ab, eighteen years
ago, how those! words stirred the uncritical. But to-day
we ask questions. Is it a fact that “life” is only to be
experienced, or even to be deeply experienced, in knowing
women,
wine, battle
and labour? What of Plato,
what of Chatterton; what, if it comes to that, of Rabelais?
Quite as many great artists, and more greater
artists, have drawn their “blood”
from emotions
impersonal-if these others are to be exclusively defined
as personal.
For the most intense form of life is
thought, of which the most intense exercise is art ; and
mere living is only a shadow of it-or, let us say, an
infants’ school of it. Mr. Ellis, however, has not yet
learned this apparently; nor has he yet learned that
“our own affirmations are always the best”-but
only
for ourselves.
He is still an eclectic individualist, with
no standards, but only personal preferences.
And as
such, as I say, he ceases to have value. The affirmations

we seek to make to-day must be more than
statements
of our
own wants. They must be at once
personaland universal.
***
Mr. Kipling has added to his review of the various
branches of the actual fighting Services a review of
the subsidiary navy under the fanciful title of “The
Fringes of the Fleet.”
(Macmillan.
6d.)
Everything
of Mr. Kipling’s is interesting,
but little of it is
literature.
He appears from these present articles to
be once more back in his Stalkey boyhood. Everything
is great fun for him; and even his solemnities are
boisterously obvious.
Nobody like Mr. Kipling can
convey the craftsman’s taciturn pleasure in machinery,
or the man of action’s delight in efficiency; but, alas,
nobody like him can make such a lark of serious things,
or skim over depths with so little reflection of them.
As a mere spectator with no practical business in hand,
his visits to the Fleet ought to have resulted in some
profound observations, but the most arresting incidents
simply pass over his mind. Take this comment, for
example,
of an elderly trawler now engaged
in
seafighting : “I never thought I’d like killin’ men. Never
seemed to be any o’ my dooty. But it is-and I do !”
Mr. Kipling proceeds to the next incident without a
remark; and we feel instinctively that his heart was
unmoved.
***
Without setting my seal on either the form or all
the ideas of the following note taken from the American
“Smart Set” for January, I quote Mr. Mencken with
a certain amount of approval. His estimate of Conrad
is a little absurd-but
see for yourselves :
John
Palmer
begins
his
humourless,
elephantine
“epitaph”
of George Bernard Shaw with the statement
that “at midnight on August 4, 1914, all that literature
hitherto described as modern passed quietly away in its
sleep.’’ Almost a platitude !-at all events, in England.
More than any other of the allied countries,
England
shows signs of surgical shock, of concussion of the heart
and brain, of a spiritual collapse, and more than any other
class of Englishmen, not even excepting the bishops and
the politicians, the authors of the tight little isle are its
victims.
H. G. Wells, for example, has frankly gone to
pot; the stuff he has done during the past year calls for
charity rather than for criticism. And such fellows as
Arnold Bennett, G. K. Chesterton, and Rudyard Kipling
have suffered even worse. Kipling, indeed, has apparently
passed into a state of mind which can only be described
as pathological.
The literary artist of yesteryear has
departed, one fears, for ever; what remains is only a
frightened householder in a flapping nightshirt, bawling
for the police down a dark alley. . . . And what of
Conrad?
Has he been damaged as badly as the others?
Despite the curious banality of his account of his Polish
experiences, I presume to doubt it. While the others rant
and blubber, he has next to nothing to say. . . . One
detects in that silence something characteristically
and
magnificently ironical : the immigrant’s but
half-concealed
sneer
at
the
native. For Conrad, after all, is not
an Englishman, but a Pole. He comes of a race that is
proud and undemocratic, a race that Nietzsche, with his
fine sense of the heroic, regarded
with almost
superstitiousveneration, a race that knows how to endure
without complaint. One wonders just what, in his inmost
heart, he thinks of the bellowing of Kipling, the feeble
paralogy of Chesterton, the lower middle-class fustian of
Wells and Bennett. What, indeed, must he think of (in
Palmer’s phrase) “insolence as a fine art” ?
***
Most of the apologies due to be made fall upon me;
and I am now commissioned to express regret that the
series of “Feminine Fables,” by Miss Alice Morning,
have been published in their wrong order. The “Fable”
appearing in last week’s issue should have opened the
series, offering, as it did, the “argument”
for the
incidentsto follow. The Peri who approached the witch
for an earthly outfit (January 6), found herself thus
engaged as a consequence of her lapse in the issue of
January 13. Now that this is explained, our readers will
be able to follow the adventures of the Peri who was
lost, stolen or strayed,
fell or was pushed,
from
Paradise.
R. H. C.
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and

Manners,

AN OCCASIONAL
DIARY.
MONDAY.-I hate the way women have of calling men by
their surnames-neat.
No diluting “Mr.”
Just plain
Brown, Smith, Jones. Why on earth do they do it? Is
it to flaunt their familiarity with a man? Do
they
mistakeit for a display of that sort of camaraderie which,
of course, doesn’t exist between the two sexes? Is it,
oh dear ! another assertion
of women’s equalityanother example of how they would convert their “rights”
into wrongs?
And the result?
“Temple really is
frightfully
rude, ” Joan complained yesterday.
“Did
you see him throw the matches to me last night?” Well,
why not? He would have thrown them across to a
man, and surely the man-to-man way Joan was calling
him “Temple” was an invitation to be treated in a
man-to-man
manner. “But, if you’ve never been asked
to use his Christian name, what can you call a man
you’ve known for ages and ages?”
Really,
anyone
would think propriety was a breach of friendliness.
Besides, as in this case of Joan’s, I have noticed that the
men whom women call by surname are usually men
they don‘t know very well (but wish to appear to know) ;
if they did they would probably have discovered how
cheaply, for this very reason, they are held by the men
in the case. Surnames may be all very well for pianos,
but women may take my word that here, as always,
social conventions are the best safeguard of social
decorum : they are the navigation rules that make sociality
permanently
possible. I fear I must quarrel again with
those men and women who casually employ Christian
or nickname when talking about each other to third
The consequence is that one day you find yourself
parties.
annoyingly addressed
as “Carrots”
or “Mary”
or
what-not, by someone you scarcely know, but who,
perhaps excusably, has assumed that since your friend
thus refers to you in public, you like everyone to do so.
Women have no monopoly of this branch of bad manners.
Men themselves offer no model in their way of
addressing each other. Masculine society that includes
the person who, an hour or two after introduction, or
on the strength of a purely professional acquaintance,
addresses and refers to a man (generally his superior)
by surname alone, has nothing exemplary
to teach
women. And the sins of the fathers are copied by their
children.
’To hear that precious Boy thus surnominally
addressing
and referring
to his best friend-a
man
double his age and of more parts and intelligence than
the Boy has sufficient of either to recognise!
Pachydermatous
puppy! Perhaps he wouldn’t do it if he
knew how often he misunderstands this very same man !
But doubtless the habit is infectious, and the Boy may
have caught the disease from those CLEV-er young
women and men whose false perceptions of values make
every dubious loophole for instinct appear desirable.
(And then they say they are following Nature !) Or,
again, the Boy may have been encouraged by reading
that halfpenny-mannered
type of journal which prides
itself on its dashing way of omitting “Mr.” when
referring to men whom it professes to delight to honour.
See how familiar we are ! Brown-everything
to
youis nothing to us ! D’ye remember Teddy?
For two
pins we’d call this man Georgie ! See that Mary “blew
into” the concert yesterday?
Ugh ! I would suppress
an Editor for less ! Even in books the public man runs
the risk of being similarly insulted, in order, I suppose,
that the writer may be credited with the superior
acquaintance of one whom he should only approach on
bended knees, and whom certainly he will never knowfor all his endeavours ! No wonder with such examples
even schoolboys think it infra dig-(I
quote thein)-to
say “sir” when addressing anyone unblessed with the
right to correct them.
Wednesday.-Men
are
always
complaining
that
women don’t play the game with them. Mycompliments,
and
I reciprocate
their complaint
with
the
followingtrue story. Once upon a time there were two

men who kept grumbling
and grumbling that their
wives-Heigho!-took
up so much of their time they
couldn’t do any work. One fine morning the two wives
went away for a holiday. “This is good,” said their
husbands.
“Now, indeed, we shall get on with our
work !” With these words the two men sat talking and
talking and drinking and drinking till far into the dawn.
“We will meet again to-morrow,” said the elder of the
two as they parted long after cockcrow. “With all my
heart,”
cried his friend. “Then I will show you a
photo’ of that little bit of fluff I met when my wifeHeigho !-took up so much of my time I couldn’t do
any work !” On the morrow the two friends lay sleeping
and sleeping till long past noon, but as soon as evening
came they began talking and talking and drinking
and drinking till far into the dawn. “To-morrow
at the
same hour,” they agreed, as they parted long after
cock-crow.
“Plenty of time to work when the wives
come marching home !” Little mannerisms, I suppose !
Thursday.-Well,
never to dinner with him again.
Gift of caricature certainly not confined to artists. I’d
heard of those men who cannot order a dinner without
making a gallery exhibition of it, you, and themselves,
but I’d never been “you” till to-night. First,
the
questionof “Where shall we go?” took ten minutes at
least to settle.
I wish a man would realise what an
insoluble problem that is to put to-a woman. How do
women know what money a man can stand to spend in
an evening? He deserves to be ruined for his bad taste
in leaving the decision to her. Why doesn’t he make
up his mind on the matter beforehand, and then, just
as a principle of courtesy, ask the woman if she knows
of any just cause or impediment, or if she has any better
suggestion
to offer. But to return to my experience
with the man this evening. Having “voted for” and
settled us in the best-known public-house in Piccadilly,
of course he pooh-poohed
the ordinary menu-waved
away every suggestion of it. The head waiter, manager,
every official on the premises, were sent for and
consulted over this literally beastly gorge of ours. I felt
as though I were being fitted for my food, the result of
these stage-effects being that E was sick of the dinner
before I had eaten it ! Nothing so effectually kills the
appetite as to have a fuss made about it. The wine
turned to medicine; the mayonnaise to malaise. Two
experiments
in toast were rejected: the first dessert
was pronounced unfit for “our little Garden of Eden”
(wit for the waiters !); the first brew of coffee was
dismissed with a further ultimatum to Turkey ! (“Waiters
like that smart sort of joke,” my host told me !). Finally
-the choice of a cigar. No, not that box, nor that, nor
yet that one. Good God! hadn’t they learned by this
time that he takes an outsize in cigars? And when the
victim was found without flaw or blemish, he wore it
as if it were the V.C. he had won, slapping it every few
seconds with a punitive, plump fore-finger (which
reminded me of the Boy’s manner of maltreating even a
poor little thin cigarette !) Am I making mountains
out of menus? But such little tricks would cease to
be trifles if you had to live with the sort of man whose
pets they are. A man cannot exhibit so much of his
manner without exhibiting the same amount of his
nature.
Such a way of behaving at dinner is, indeed,
a true expression of a man’s inner man! It is a form
of male vanity. Here is a means of impressing only a
woman with the Power of a MAN ! Power!
It is as
bad manners to be a menu-miser as to be a menu-crat.
Besides, what kind of power is it that gives any man the
right to embarrass a woman in public? It wasn’t his
fault?
He doesn’t know any better?
Well, if men in
general really can’t take hints, I suggest that for the
sake of their reputation the best men should form a
Society for the Prevention of Bad Manners to Women,
and appoint proctors. Women themselves might be
invited to lecture on how they don’t like being treatedwith male illustrations !
Men don’t seem to realise
that the world is a man’s home, and there he should
take a pride in doing the honours suitably when women
are his guests. The chivalry of men to women in public

is the other side of the service of women to men in the
home proper. No hostess would dream of asking her
guests to prepare their own menu.
Saturday.-Mr.
Arnold Bennett must have been
makingobservations in Wells instead of in Life. “. . .
She would say openly, as it were, defiantly, that she
meant to be the mother of more children-lots
more.”
(I quote from Mr. Bennett’s
new book, “These
Twain.”)
Now, who on earth but Mr. Wells has so
nasty a manner of referring to things pertaining
to
children?
Certainly no woman of any but the type of
which Mr. Wells, and now Mr. H. G. Bennett, seem
to have the monopoly. Then-“This
baby business
is
spiffing, only it puts you right off your game. As a
rule she manages to be hors de combat bang in the
middle of the season,” says Harry, who “very obviously
. . . belonged to a class superior to Hilda’s.”
Very
obviously ? Personally, from his revolting manner of
speaking, I wouldn’t believe Harry belonged to a class
superior
to any-even
Mr. Wells-Bennett’s.
But, after
all, what can you expect of a man with “hands
excitingly
dark with hair”? Though, while you were about
it, Mr. H. G. W. Bennett, why didn’t you say whether
the ape parted them in the centre or down the sideand, if the latter, down which? Or perhaps they were
so excited they forgot to do their hair at all. Slovens!
Again-“the
faults of Hilda were tremendous,
essential,
and ineradicable
. . . the life-bearing,
foolish
Minnie . . . . what had happened to her was miraculous,
exquisite, and terrible.
. . Edwin had a headache;
and it was a bilious headache . . . a feeble stomach
. . . chiefly a stomach. . .” Oh, for everyone’s sake,
leave wells alone, Mr. Bennett. Your manner of writing
is convicted out of your own description of Alicia :
“. . downright (even to a certain shamelessness) . .”
But there, I opened the book by chance and closed it
by design. One look enough for me. Are novels written
to please or disgust decent women-and
men?

The

Seat

of Virtue.

HER only friends at Court were the Empress,
the
Duchess, the Dowager Duchess, the Margravine,
and
the Servants:
“Her manners are good,” pronounced the Empress.
‘‘They are the manners of the poets. My grandfather
was a poet.’’
“She knows what is due to a Good Servant,” said
the Hall, where this title is praise, let middle-class
“helps” believe as they may.
The Duchess invited her to dinner with the Prince.
The Dowager Duchess consented to wear the lace cap
she had from the Queen of France, and to leave off her
knitted
shawl.
The Margravine decided to let her into a secret.
And the Servants pushed people properly about.
So that in vain the riff-raff smirked and sulked and
said that she was an adventures,
a sorceress, a person
with unheard-of jewels and a voice like the raven, the
Ruin of the Throne, and so on-all the cackle of the
ante-rooms.
She let Frau Muller carry her to the Dowager for ten
minutes before dinner.
The Dowager was in form.
“I
remember,” said the vivacious old creature, “ I rememberI
was very curious as a girl-how
I learned what is
They told me in two words-‘It
is something
Passion.
I
which you want to do, but which you must not.’
never did, my dear. I was so lucky always, a victim to
yawning. ’ ’
The Cantatrice yawned in her famous voice with its
broken note, like the appeal of a young bird. Frau
Muller permitted herself to smile while the Dowager was
laughing.
“Will that do?” asked the Cantatrice.
“I am not sure that you may be so successful as I,”
said the old lady, “but I am sure that you may be as
successful as you please. ”
They resumed the conversation after dinner in the
Dowager’s den, which was a little-alcove near the

Empress,who could hear or not as she wished. The Prince
brought his stiff back and blond hair to rejoice the
women.
Von Basil, his Equerry, was with him.
The
Prince admired the Dowager, who agreed with his
constructedideal of a wife.
“Here is Van Basil in love again,” sneered the Prince.
“Not two days since he swore to have done with it for
ever. ’ ’
Von. Basil sat down beside the Margravine. “It is a
question of politeness this time,” he explained.
“Cordelia
promised me a kiss if I were still in love with her
on her twenty-fifth birthday, which is to-morrow. ”
“Is that it?” exclaimed
the
Prince,
looking
contemptuously at the Margravine. “Madame, your sex is
full of tricks. Thank heaven I know them all.”
“Bad news for us,’‘ replied the Margravine smoothly.
“Not for all of you. One sort of woman has no
tricks and that is the sort I am going to marry.”
The Dowager saved herself from throwing her fan
at the Prince’s head by holding the sticks hard. “A
virtuous woman has no tricks,”
she said, “and all
women are virtuous. ”
“They were in your day,” replied the sage Prince,
“but now”-he
stopped.
The Dowager saved the Prince-“ Whatever you were
going to say cannot be meant for us,” she declared with
old-age dignity. The ungrateful Prince sat down sulkily
beside the Cantatrice. “Madame, what is your opinion
of your frail sex?”
“If you were to ask me my opinion of yours,”
rejoined the Cantatrice, sweetly.
‘ ‘Well ? ’ ’
“You are ridiculous ! You are a thousand times more
frail, as you call it, than we, and yet, as many women
have remarked, you cannot help boasting about this very
frailty as though it were a great triumph and a proof of
superiority.
Is that ridiculous ? Then ridiculous you
are. ”
“Oh ! Anything more?”
“But you do not now need to be told that you are vain
and Fatuous and impertinent. ”
“Then why do you run after us?”
The Cantatrice smiled gently into his furious little
brown eyes. “May I be serious?
Nature has blinded
us in some ways, but she drives us on irresistibly to
seek the one and only man for us, the man who shall
understand and value purity, fidelity and virtue. ”
“Is that a fact?” asked the staring Prince; and the
Dowager Duchess slightly yawned.
“Oh, if you are going to laugh at everything,”
returned the Cantatrice.
“I am not in the least laughing ! I am not a man to
laugh, by Jove, at the most solemn things in the world.
But few women talk like you.”
“You probably do not always encourage them as you
have encouraged us to be so sincere. Also, perhaps, you
do not take pains to see us except when we are on
show. ”
“That is true. I only see women by night when they
are excited and frivolous. I shall in future see them in
the morning. Why have I never seen you in the morning?
You must be wonderful at breakfast.”
The Dowager Duchess cut in--“She must be a perfect
fairy in themorning”-while
the rest began to talk and
nobody heard what the Cantatrice replied to the Prince.
She seemed a perfect fairy by night-if an ocean of
shining hair and eyes just touched with kohl and lovely,
manicured nails are fairylike, and if fairies ever wear a
dress of frills a la mode, and if fairies really sing little
folk-songs, as they are made to do in modern plays,
with a catch in the voice which brings tears to human
eyes. When the Empress commended,
the Cantatrice
sangMy son, my pretty lamb,
In the fields of my heart
You browse at your ease.
Crop, crop, pretty lamb,
Drink, drink,sweet-heart !

Your mother grows as thin as fay,
But play my pretty son, my gay.
In the fieldsof my heart
Browse as you please!
Play, my lamb, play!
“Oh, bah!” shouted the Prince, who had suddenly
changed
in humour-“No
nursery babble! Give us a
song, a song ! Women are all tricks !”
The Cantatrice looked at the Empress, and the
Empressnodded. So the Cantatrice sang. The Prince was
pleased.
The Empress knitted serenely.
The Court
went about humming--“My
honour,
lady,
on your
honour. ” The Dowager
Duchess
embraced
the
Cantatrice,
yawned and retired. The Margravine asked the
Cantatrice to come and have supper in her apartment“just us two,” she said.
Over the caviare, or whatever it may have been, the
Margravine gave the Cantatrice the lead. “I love a
good supper. I hope you do. The Prince was intolerable."
The
Cantatrice
took
it
and
said, “Wine,
chicken, meats, asparagus,
fruits, sweets-I
love them
all. Whom is the Prince to marry?”
“Oh,” returned the Margravine; “it is little
Katarina,
who will never eat sweets for supper. The Prince
told me himself that Katarina does not care for sweets. ”
“If I married a Pasha,” said the Cantatrice, “I think
I should prefer him to have the temperament.”
A hardy knock sounded upon the door. The attendant
looked at the Margravine. “Don’t open, Bertha,”
remarked
the Margravine
tranquilly,
and to the
Cantatrice-“We have only got to the second wine! I am
not nearly enough comforted for the insults of the evening.
Some women weep-I
eat.”
The other rejoined,
taking the champagne :“I am only in your noble world by a happy accident.
I adore your noble world. And, do you know, I
believethat all this racket at the door is as nobly flattering
to your guest as to you.”
The Margravine reddened : “How stupid a woman
can be !" she avowed, with enchanting candour-“but
I didn’t know that you had met my husband.”
“I have not ! Quits ! Open the door.”
It was not the Margravine’s husband. It was not the
Prince.
It was not even Von Basil.
It was Katarina.
“I want to see the Fairy,” she said, twitching her long
fair plaits.
The Cantatrice said to herself-“The
Seat of Virtue !”
and aloud--“Your
Serene Highness, what will become
of you if you eat sweets at supper?”
“None will know, ” replied the little Princess, seizing
the dish. She had scarcely munched fourteen when the
door was burst open. The Prince and Von Basil !
“What are you doing here?” exclaimed the Prince,
stiffening his back.
Katarina squealed.
“NOW we shall all be disgraced,” thought the
Margravine.
But the Prince merely boxed Katarina’s ears,
and sent her off howling to bed. Then he made a
magnificent figure; and Von Basil kissed the Margravine.
“It is twelve o’clock,” he said, “You are twentyfive, and I love you.’’
The Cantatrice and the Prince finished the supper.
“So you really want to see me by daylight,” said the
“by daylight, as I am ! But, my friend,
Cantatrice,
you have seen the little Katarina as she is, a secret
sweet-eater.
You were not pleased.
You horribly illtreated the poor child.”
“My future wife must be above ridicule,” returned
the Prince. “A wife and mother munching sweetsabsurd, injuriously absurd !”
“Flut !” retorted
the Cantatrice. “You are eating
sweets
yourself.”
“My angel,” returned the Prince trembling, “a man
is not a woman !”
“Zut !” retorted the Cantatrice.
“I’m going ! Ha,
ha, ha ! I’m going-and
not sorry to quit a Court
where moral superiority has to be maintained by us frail
women on pain of having our ears boxed. I am only a
poor frail woman myself. I shouldn’t like to have my

ears boxed. I demand to be as frail as I naturally am,
or, at least, as frail as man.”
At this moment the sun rose. “See me as you insist
I shall be,” commanded the Cantatrice,
in an awful
tone. The Prince saw: saw in the sun-ray, a Dragon
with enormous, condemning eyes, a face yellow as
jealousy, hands like claws, and the wings and veils
of the historical Angel. “Oh, be frail !” he shrieked,
and dropped dead.
The Cantatrice flew out of the window.
ALICE MORNING.

Views

and

Reviews.

A Christian
Husband.
THE publication of the last volume of Mr. Arnold
Bennett’strilogy must be regarded as a literary event of
considerable importance;
very
few books
are being
I must confess that I did
published at this moment.
not await the event with any impatience, the married
life of Edwin and Hilda Clayhanger did not promise to
be of absorbing interest; but for Mr. Arnold Bennett
romance begins with marriage,
and this is certainly
Mr.
the best book of the three. Like Stevenson,
Bennettbelieves that marriage is a field of battle, arid not a
bed of roses; and unlike Shakespeare,
he gives the
victory to the woman. Hilda is certainly not a shrew
in Katherine’s blatant manner, but Mr. Bennett’s
purpose is not the purely comedic purpose of Shakespeare;
and his men lack the superb physical vigour of
Petruchio, which alone can give the man victory. But
she is undoubtedly the typical woman of the cynics;
she is a puzzle because, as Pope said, “true no-meaning
puzzles more than wit.” Mr. James Douglas has
described her as “petty, narrow, unheroic, lacking in
magnanimity
and almost devoid
of intellect,
selfish,
egoistic, with little charm, somewhat mean in her
outlook, and in many ways repellent and ungracious. . . .
She is harsh, disingenuous, and unlovable.’’ This is a
formidable indictment, but a true one; she is worse even
than Mr. Bennett’s “Helen with the High Hand,”
whom she much resembles.
Yet, at the end of the
book, Edwin says to himself : “What
a romance she
has made of my life” : and prides himself on having
discovered the secret of successful marriage.
I am
reminded irresistibly of Nietzsche’s dictum : “We think
woman
deep-why?
Because we never find any bottom
in her. Woman is not even shallow.’’
Hilda is the
woman of the cynics, the woman that the Preacher
found “more bitter than death, whose heart is snares
and nets, and her hands as bands; whoso pleaseth God
shall escape from her, but the sinner shall be taken by
her.”
That Mr. Arnold Bennett should have chosen such a
heroine, and given her the victory on such terms as are
here stated, shows that he regards marriage
as the
spiritual tragedy of man.
The husband may call it
“romance,” but Mr. Bennett agrees with Shaw’s John
Tanner that it is a profanation of the sanctuary of his
soul. Apart from his drawing of Hilda, which is clear
enough to require no commentary, he has introduced a
sort of chorus in the person of Ingpen,
a confirmed
bachelor.
Ingpen argues that the proper
place for
women is “behind the veil,”
that men enter
into
domestic relations with them at the risk of degradation.
“There’s almost no intellectual honesty
in marriage,”
he tells Edwin. “There can’t be. The entire affair is
a series of compromises, chiefly base on the part of man.
The alternative
is absolute subjection of the woman,
which is offensive. No woman not absolutely a slave
ever hears the truth except in anger. You can’t say
the same about men, and you know it. . . . I’ve no grievance
against women; I can enjoy being with women as
much as anybody;
but
I won’t-I
will not-live
permanently on their level.” In the light of that judgment
of marriage must be read the whole story of Edwin’s
struggle with and final surrender to the woman; in his

own opinion, his discovery of the secret of successful
marriage makes him superior to Ingpen’s
condemnation,
and at the end of the book, he is “aware of a
certain condescension in himself towards Ingpen. ”
He
would be a poor fool if he could not justify his folly to
himself; but that he is content with, and even proud of,
his servitude does not alter the fact that it is servitude.
For what is this wonderful secret?
It is the old
Christian paradox of mastery by service, of triumph by
humiliation, victory by defeat. “There flashed into his
mind, complete, the great discovery of all his career. It
was banal : it was commonplace, it was what everyone
knew.
Yet it was the great discovery of all his career.
If Hilda had not been unjust in the assertion of her own
individuality, there could be no merit in yielding to her.
To yield to a just claim was not meritorious, though to
withstand it would be wicked. He was objecting to
injustice as a child objects to rain on a holiday. Injustice
was a tremendous actuality!
It had to be faced and
accepted.
(He himself was unjust.
At any rate, he
intellectually conceived that he must be unjust, though
honestly he could remember no instance of injustice on
his part.)
To reconcile oneself to injustice was the
master achievement.
He had read it; he had been
aware of it; but he had never really felt it till that
moment on the dark canal-bridge.
He was awed,
thrilled by the realisation.
He longed ardently to put
it to the test. He did put it to the test. He yielded on
the canal-bridge.
And in yielding, it seemed to him
that he was victorious.”
He was determined to make
a success of marriage : “I’m not going to be beaten by
marriage.
Dashed if I am! A nice thing if I had to
admit that I wasn’t clever enough to be a husband !”
It was only necessary to hold a candle to the devil, but
he illuminated the altar and offered himself as the
sacrificial
victim; or, in more Christian terms, he obtained
a victory over himself, and thought that he had obtained
a victory over Hilda. He might pride himself on his
moral victory, as the defeated candidate always does;
but she had risen to power by his concession, and would,
no doubt, give him plenty of opportunity for the exercise
of his master achievement.
The choice and treatment of this subject is not without
wider significance than its revelation
of Mr.
Bennett’s taste and talents.
In many respects, Hilda
resembles Nora before her moral illumination and flight
from the Doll’s House. For thirty years, literature and
life have been inspired by the moral impulse of Ibsen;
women have set themselves the task not only of
discovering and developing themselves, but of trying to
create by an effort of will a moral identity between the
sexes.
The single standard of morality, we know, has
been perverted into a mere demand for compulsory male
chastity before marriage ; but its original meaning was
the acceptance by women of the whole moral code of
men, and a cultivation by women of the manly virtues.
It was surely in this connection that Nietzsche said :
“If a woman possesses manly virtues, she is to be run
away from; if she does not possess them, she runs away
herself,” as Nora did. That Mr. Bennett should turn
away from the woman with manly virtues, at a time
when she is more humorous than ever before in modern
history, is really a remarkable phenomenon;
for the
taste of a popular novelist is always symptomatic. For
years, women have preached Hominism and called it
Feminism;
but
Mr. Bennett shows that the only
Feminism that is effective is exactly that which the
Feminists refuse to employ. Nora was a toy, because
she did not know how to exercise her power; Hilda
plays with her husband, jockeys him not only into doing
what she wants him to do but into believing that he
ought to do it, and that he becomes morally superior by
his subordination to her sex attraction, because she is
wise with the wisdom of this world. Not only is she
not a moral being, she is incapable of moral illumination;
she is the Eternal Feminine, destroyer of men.
A. E.R.

REVIEWS
When Pan Pipes: A Fantastic Romance of the
Thirties.
By Mary Taylor Thornton.
(Sampson
Low. 6s.)
When Queen Gertrude said : “Sweets to the sweet” :
she also said : “Farewell” ; but Miss Thornton is
recklesslyextravagant with the treacle. May we, in the
interests of war economy, remind her that “treacle’s
rose, Mary”? We cannot find Pan in this story;
besides, it is credibly alleged that he died centuries ago,
and if he has been resurrected, it must be as Paripan.
But although the hero becomes an artist, he is not a
painter; so what has Paripan to do with the matter?
We do not know, nor does Miss ’Thornton, for she
never mentions the stuff. However, the story is not
all sugar; it is true to life in some respects. For
example, the hero begins as a little boy; and it is a fact
of universal experience that men do begin as little boys.
Sometimes they grow up; sometimes, like Peter Pan,
they will not grow up; but what has Peter Pan to do
with the matter? Miss Thornton never mentions him.
The little boy had a father, and that father died, or, as
Miss Thornton puts it, “went to Fairyland”;
and, as
we have said, the story is so far true to life. But the
story is not all so simple as this; as the boy grows up,
many are the vicissitudes that try him, and, at last,
he comes to London to be a sculptor. He does not get
married immediately;
the peerage does not fling its
daughters at artists, even if they have had a pathetic
childhood, and this particular lady was intended for a
convent.
Besides, it has yet to be proved that the
artist is himself a peer of the realm; and as the old
nurse who might be able to prove his identity
disappearedin Canada years before, and was probably
scalped by the Indians, it might be supposed that the
hero was doomed to illustrious obscurity.
But an
author can overcome this sort of difficulty, and she
does; and we cannot remember all that follows. Not
only does everybody marry everybody else, but
everybody
is related to everybody else. The hero is the son
of his father, and the nephew of his father-in-law, and
the mother of his wife, and the husband of his aunt,
and all sorts of wonderful affinities are discovered. The
last chapter reads like a record of a “merger”
or
combine;estates are linked up, rent.; are pooled, hands are
joined, and the Roman Catholic Church is “frozen
out” of its holding in the heroine. The summary of
the marriages in this book would tax the powers of the
Registrar-General;
and we believe that not even the
College of Heralds could disentangle the relationship
of these people. But there is no bar sinister on the
escutcheon, so-happy
ever afterwards,
as usual.
The Pool of Cold. By Gertrude M. Foxe. (Allen and
Unwin. 6s.)
Vera has the Russian temperament;
so, though
happilymarried to Zaleski, she runs away to England with
Prosser.
And what a thin time she has of it from the
moment “her eyes were closed, yet she could see his
eyes blazing with fierce passion. ” After six months
she is a haggard woman, and naturally begins to think
it time she went back to her husband. “Strangely
enough, the only person who fulfilled all Vera’s
requirements
was
Zaleski
himself”
(prince,
millionaire,
impresario). Strangely enough ? However, at the mere
suggestion
of her returning, “a wave of pure frenzy
swept over Prosser.
‘ So ! ’ he said, ‘you are like all
the rest of your sex ! . . . a shallow, heartless selfseeker ! . . . Women ! . . . Faugh ! . . .’ He laughed
wildly.
He looked dangerous. . . A second later the
hall-door shut on him.”
Now is Vera’s chance.
Back
she rushes to Zaleski, who, being a millionaire prince,
can,
of course, afford to be forgiving.
A nasty
journalistthreatens to publish the whole Prosser scandal.
WOW!
But Zaleski doesn’t care.
“No reputable
journal in England . . ,” he says, soothingly, “is likely
to print a scandalous story, and who cares for the
others?”
Which others ? But there---we follow Vera’s

fortunes with no interest, and are heartily grateful to
her when, at last, after nearly four hundred pages of
platitudes, she makes her too-long-deferred debut as a
singer, and Zaleski says, “Look at me ! Vera !”
Broken Stowage.
6s.)

By

David

W.

Bone.

(Duckworth.

Mr. Bone has an excellent way of telling a tale. This
new collection of his sea-stories is admirable. Not only
has the writer the knowledge of an expert, he knows
how to use it. Even the landsman who could not tell a
Cunarder from a cattle-boat will not feel at sea with
Mr. Bone to pilot him through the dark ways of marine
slang, a language where time passes in bells and
watches, and a plain picce of rope has a score of
nicknames
toitself. In our opinion one story is as good
as another, though, quite possibly, the writer’s
skill
will touch its most popular point in “The Merchants’
Cup,” a first-rate tale comparing in vivid contrast the
dangers
and joys of a sailor’s life.
“The ‘Arts
Afloat’” contributes a chapter to the history of art at
sea which began “with the warm blood of a sacrificial
lamb smeared on the rude sails of early voyagers, . . .
and now lingering exists in crude sea-pictures, painted
on the lid of a sea-chest, in fanciful embellishment of
gear and cordage, and in the tattooing borne on the
bodies of those who follow the sea.
In this lowly form
. . . it is a survival of a time when folk took pride in
their arts and handcraft, and gloried in the labour of
their hands. . .” Mr. Bone believes “there is a very
great deal in having the right name for your ship.
Who,”
he asks, “would do his best for a boat called
the ‘Sheughbog ’? Had she been a ‘Marian’ or a ‘Rose
Ann’ her five men might not, have left her a standing
wreck on the Carnarvonshire coast. Who knows what
they might have done to save her, if they had a-memory
of a slim maid, in Sunday best, cheering her
namesake
as she left the ways? ” In “Suffrage and BetelNut” is a story for women-workers.
‘‘I saw a steamer
of Runciman’s being loaded. . . The carriers were all
women and girls. . . I asked him how they paid the
women. He said they were of a lowcaste-Mahars-and
would be getting six annas (sixpence) for a day of ten
hours.
I asked who was loading the Runciman boat.
He said it was Jhimmji” (the labour contractor !). Of
course, no sensible woman will take any notice of Mr.
Narayan S. Boshle’s letter which opens the story.
Finally, we commend cur impressionists to the remarks
of ‘‘A Deep-Water Critic” at sight of “an impression
of a scene
in dock”---paragraph
beginning,
“Oh,
Christ, wotinell’s this?”
and ending
with
“ ’Oly
Sailor” and deep-water critic’s ejection from the “Temple
of the Arts.”
The Showmen.
Laurie.

By
IS.

T. W. H. Crosland.
net.)

(Werner

We suppose that it had to be done, and that Mr.
Crosland was the right man to do it.
The absurd
acceptance
of Mr. Arthur Machen’s story, “The
Bowmen,” as a statement of literal fact; the controversy
which tried to prove that Mr. Machen had told the
truth without knowing it (this was at least credible);
and the prompt and not unexpected appearance of the
egregious
Begbie with his unwanted confession
of
faith, “On the Side of the Angels’’ (the title cribbed
from Disraeli), all these incidents demanded a parody.
Mr. Crosland is at least painstaking; and he not only
parodies the story, but parodies the appendices.
Indeed, what humour there is in this volume is to be
found in the appendices, which range from a
supposititious
article
by a society journalist
to an affidavit
sworn by the two characters of the story, and include
the sad story of the Elderly Lady and the Policeman,
some account of the domestic infelicities of the author,
and some final suggestions
to Messrs. Machen and
Begbie, and the British public, to form a Society of
Persons who have Seen Angels and are Not Afraid to
Say So, of which Mr. Crosland would like to be
Treasurer. The author is at least frank.

Married Women’s Work: Being The REPORT OF AN
INQUIRYUNDERTAKEN
BY THE WOMEN’S INDUSTRIAL
COUNCIL.Edited by Clementina Black. (Bell. 2s. 6d.
net .)
We do not pretend to understand the purpose of this
inquiry : we know it. It has no statistical value; we
get, for example, an examination of the cases of “62
laundry workers in London,” 16 artificial flower makers,
three feather curlers, and so on; and although the
inquiry was pursued in Yorkshire, Manchester, Liverpool,
Newcastle,
Leek and Macclesfield, Reading, Glasgow,
Leicester,
and what are vaguely
called “Rural
Districts” (they number three, one each in Worcestershire,
Essex, and Wiltshire) the numerical basis of the inquiry
is so restricted that no general conclusions can be based
on the result. Nor does what we may call the intensive
culture method of inquiry produce results that are more
enlightening than a set of statistics; to learn, for
example; that among the laundresses, “the lowest rent
paid was 2s. €or one room in Peckham occupied by a
deserted wife with two children,” and that “the highwater mark was reached in Croydon, where a house of
six roams and scullery was tenanted by a husband and
wife, one child, a grandmother
and a lodger-more
than a room apiece. The rent here was
really
only shows
us the extraordinary
difference
of
circumstances
in which people plying the same trade may live.
Miss Black’s statistical genius ought to have prompted
her to calculate the cubic capacity of these various
rooms, to have the air analysed, and the light measured,
to enter into the medical history of these women, and to
trace the relation between their bodily health and the
atmospheric
conditions.
All these brute facts about the
women’s ages, earnings, children, might have been
collected by anybody (as they probably were); what we
really expect from such an inquiry is a subtlety of
inquisitiveness and impertinent curiosity.
It is easy
enough to mark down a woman as “dirty” became her
face was not washed nor her hair brushed when she
opened the door to the inquirer; but a trained
investigator
would not limit her condemnation to a prima facie
appearance.
It is possible that this woman had fleas,
and that the moth dwelt among her clothing; and at the
very least, the trained investigator ought to report on
the state of the woman’s head. “Why should the poor
be praised?”
asked Hamlet,
or protected
from
impertinent
inquiry, we may add. All these charming ladies
of the Women’s Industrial
Council must, of course.
have the pleasure of tracking the poor into their lairs,
and of describing
on schedules their opinions of
everything
connected with the poor in a state of nature. Think
of the joy of being able to write: “This husband is a
brute” : or : ‘‘Home clean, but not in good street” :
or: “Nice girl, very shy, so could not get much
information ; not a quick worker.”
A little practice of
this literary exercise would make any lady an expert
writer of telegrams, and the economy thereby effected
would be one more example for the poor to follow. And
then think of the supreme joy of classification of the
results of the inquiry, thus : “(A) Those who, although
the family income is inadequate,
do not earn.
(B)
Those who, because the family income is inadequatewhether from lowness of pay, irregularity of work or
failure in some way, such as sickness, idleness, drink
or desertion on the part of the husband-do
earn. (C)
Those
who,
the family income being reasonably
adequate, do not earn. (D) Those who, although the
family income is adequate for the supply of necessities,
yet earn.” Not even Darwin, when he discovered the
origin of species in a dove-cote, could have thrilled with
a finer joy than we have felt in reading this comprehensive
classification
of
married
women. It must, we feel
sure, be the prelude to still more marvellous feats of the
constructive intellect, and on this foundation be built
such a social super-structure
as the world has never
before seen. Miss Black advises legislators ‘‘to endow
wives who work solely at domestic duties with a legal
claim to a fixed proportion
of the family income.”
There !

Pastiche,
THE

RATTING OF THE CAPITALIST
He’s taken his scrip
And he’s gone oversea;
It gives me the pipHe’s taken his scrip
And left us to rip ;
Now who can he be?He’s taken his scrip
And he’s gone oversea.
Could it possibly be
Sir Montague Nelson,
K.C.M.G. ?
Could it possibly be?
How I wish I were he,
Now that this Hell’s on!
Could it possibly be
Sir Montague Nelson ?

THE MISCHIEF-MAKER.
When to the tribes of earth those three
Come travelling in amity-Sorrow, linked with bitter pain,
Meek Repentance in their train,The Prince of Evil separates
Each from each those three helpmates,
Lays on their eyes his blinding hand
And sends them through a darkened land:
So Repentance comes to one
Who never any crime hath done,
Pain will pass a vile man by
And smite a child with agony;
Where Joy should sing upon a grave
There doth ’wildered Sorrow rave.
EDITH ANNE STEWART.
a review in the “ Morning Post ” of August 3,
1920, on Professor Truthseeker’s work, “ The
Ethnological
History ofBritain.”
. . . “One of the strangest delusions which ever
dimmed the clear sight of the British people found
expression during the last fifty years of the nineteenth
century and the first decade and a half of the twentieth.
It was a pathetic belief that far away back in the misty
centuries of the past their ancestors were of German
origin.
How such an absurd and childish fancy
seriouslycommended itself to a common-sense and intelligent
people it is impossible to conceive. The two nations
have nothing
in common.
Their language,
their.
physiognomy, their mental characteristics are of an
entirely different nature. The German nation, as we know,
has always been buried in the lowest depths of a gross
materialism, devoid of character, innocent of genius,
incapable of friendship, and capable only of brutality and
cunning; while the great British people has been a
nation of free citizens, educated by a disinterested and
cultured Press, and led by politicians whose only fault
lay in a too ardent desire to sacrifice themselves and
their interests
pro
bono publico.
“Although, however, we cannot entirely explain this
hallucination, yet it is possible in a measure to account
forit. From ancient records we gather the information
that, subsequent to the Roman evacuation of Britain,
some few boatloads of Angle and Saxon emigrants
endeavoured to obtain ingress into this country, presumably
with the intention of settling on the land. Our forefathers, fortunately less degenerate than some sections
of the public to-day, quickly put into force the legal
apparatus of their salutary Aliens’ Act, and transhipped
them without ceremony back to their own rude and
barbarouscountry. A striking proof of psychological
insight into the character of the German peoples.
“This is the only feasible explanation of a legend current
for centuries, now happily relegated to the limbo of
pure myth.
. . . Professor Truthseeker in this
monmental work demonstrates beyond all refutation the
entirely British (i.e. Keltic, Latin, and Semitic) origin
of the inhabitants, and his labours are confirmed by the
recent discovery in the archives of the Northcliffe
ancestral castle of irrefutable documentary evidence. It
appears that King Alfred, the renowned British Empirebuilder,
in writing to his War Minister, Thane
Harmsworth,
says : ‘At all costs we must be thankful that the
Huns have never obtained a footing in Britain.’ ”
EVERARD G. GILBERT-COOPER.
From

C. E. B.
SPEECH DELIVERED
BY MR. BASKWITH,
April 1, 1915, not previously recorded.
Edited by P. A.
“Provided that the war is not over in the interim, or
that other contingencies do not arise rendering such a
course inadvisable, I shall take steps to carry into effect
the promise I have made ‘To stick at nothing,’ subject, of
course, to any additional qualifying statements being made
by myself, or other members of the Cabinet as the occasion
may arise, and that such procedure is in accordance with
the laws of expediency an d precedent, by which the
dignity of this House has been maintained, and through
the instrumentality
of which our ‘Glorious Empire’ has
been built up, and by the Grace of God rendered inviolate.
“I should like to add that if at any time I have given
the impression of desiring to take definite and conclusive
action in this or any other matter, I have failed to express
myself in that lucid and masterly manner for which, I may
say without undue egotism, I have acquired a not
unenviablereputation.” (Loud and prolonged applause) .
FAREWELL
TO
LIFE.
(From the French of JOSEPH GILBERT, 1751-1780.)
Mine heart is bared unto God’s purity :
He seeth my tears from far.
He calms remorse, and arms with constancy ;
Who weep, His children are.
Mine enemies have laughed, and hating cried
“Die, and thy glory too !”
But He doth say to soul beatified,
“Their rage doth thee renew :
“They lend their hate unto thy dearest ones
And prey on innocence :
Whom thou dost feed, to sell thine image runs,
Bearing it blackened hence :
“But if thou groan I hear : to Me, remorse
Born of thy woes, doth lead,
For I do pardon Man, who hath not force
Both to be calm, and bleed.
“I will awaken Truth and Charity
From their inviolate home :
And they who seek thine hurt with calumny
Shall to confusion come.”
Now blest be Thou, for Thou hast given me
The high heart of the pure,
And Thou my tomb wilt watch eternally,
That my repose be sure :
For in Life’s house one day’s unlucky guest
I was, and now I die :
And the still grave, where shall mine ashes rest,
Men will pass tearless by.
Fields I have loved, and leaves grown tenderly,
Wood that ne’er sorroweth,
Heavens, and men’s homes, and lands that arc thereby
I greet with failing breath :
And though I have no man to mourn for me,
Fair may men see ye rise!
May they die full of days, and peacefully,
With friends to close their eyes.
RUTH PITTER.

THE
RETREAT.
From the Spanish of Cristobal de Castillejo (1494-1556).
Come, Castillejo, it is time for peace.
’Tis time, ’tis time to leave this company.
My sorrows and my pains too fast increase,
And I can sleep o’night but brokenly.
I know full many a hair hath changed its hue
And that the creeping wrinkles fill my brow :
My gait erratic, all my limbs untrue,
I cannot serve the king, my master, now.
What shame I feel to see my onetime friends
Who with their years have wealth and health and ease,
While my poor life, remorseless Time offends
And I decay in Poverty’s disease.
’Tis time to go, for what is life to me,
Since Death approaches and my hopes recede
With equal footsteps ever? Of Prosperity
That never came, I now have little need.
Ah!
Vanities adieu, adieu.
My heart
Shall not desire to follow you again.
Grant me, Good King, permission to depart:
I have nor will nor vigour to remain. TRIBOULET.

Current Cant.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.

“I love the night club youngsters : they order the
waiters as to the manner born, and the oldest habitue
couldn’t give them points on fox-trotting, and yet they’re
real babies.”--“Town Mouse” in “Sunday Pictorial.”

AN INQUISITION.
Sir,-Is it any consolation to the relatives of those
slain at Suvla Bay to know that Mr. Asquith
accepts
“full responsibility” ?
What would happen to some of our politicians and
generals if the doctrine of “revenge” now being preached
against Germany were suddenly directed against their
crimes and blunders ?
Why Pierpoint Morgan and Co., the agents
of the
British Government for the purchase of munitions in the
U.S.A., will not accept Treasury bills on their London
house, and what Mr. McKenna thinks of Mr. Lloyd
George in this connection?
How much was really paid in commissions in Great
Britain and the U.S.A. on the American Loan?
Whether it is the fact that
members out of the 400
in the majority on the first reading of the Military
ServiceBill are making handsome sums out of the war and
would like to see it continue indefinitely?
Could not some economies be effected if the King’s
Proctor were retired from business ?
Whether Lord Newton and Lord Lansdowne remember
all that they said about Serbia in the House of Lords
in 1903 and 1906; and which member of the Cabinet
remarked, on hearing that Serbia was going to fight to
the last man, “I hope so,” and what he really meant?
Whether some of the most eminent Law Lords are not
secretly opposed to the war, and bow long they will be
able to bottle up their indignation,
which is being
privately expressed in vehement terms ?
Which is the ex-Lord Chancellor who is reported to
have “cut” most of the Coalition Cabinet since May of
last year ?
Why is the Government making such strenuous efforts
to keep the case in which the legality of the House of
Commons is being challenged in consequence of the
payment of members resolution from public knowledge ;
was the Defence of the Realm Act ever intended to be
used for a suppression like this?
Whether the highly placed Englishman who implored
King George not to sanction a declaration of war on the
ground that Britain did not possess any body of military
or political persons of sufficient competence to run a
European land war has changed his opinion?
Whether the Parliamentary
War Savings Committee
thought it good economy to increase the allowance for
expenses to the recruiting orators from five guineas to
ten guineas a day because of the decline in the demand
for recruiting orations after the introduction of the Derby
scheme ?
When Lord Derby proposes to return the land the
Derby recruits are defending to the people of this country?
Equality in sacrifice seems to be called for in the
case
of
Lord
Derby.
Whether it is true that Viscount French refused to be
responsible for continuing the war with officers and
recruits of twelve months’ training
and whether
viscountKitchener and Viscount French do not favour an
immediate peace on the terms of mutual evacuation of
occupied territories ?
What is the strength of the party in France that is
demanding the evacuation of France by the British Army
so that the French Government can have a free hand?
Whether the threats of Russia and France towards this
country would not surprise the British people if they
were known; and whether there is really much difference
between Great Britain being annexed by Russia and
France and being annexed by Germany?
Whether it is true that Russia and France have
insisted on Conscription being imposed in Britain, and
whether knowledge of that fact was not the true cause of
Sir John Simon’s resignation ?
Whether the public would not be glad to see some
evidence that the Harmsworth
family believed in
personally sacrificing. “the last drop of blood” in this war
to attain victory?
REX INQUISITOR.
***

“ The country
Mail.”
“ Compulsion
‘‘ Daily Mirror.”

is
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explained

with compulsion.”-“
by

Robert

Daily

Blatchford.”-

‘‘ Mr. Lloyd George is the prophet in the old Hebraic
sense.”--“ Spectator. ”
‘‘ Mr. A. B. Walkley is, of course, a London institution. ”-“ Manchester Guardian. ”
“ Happy wounded.
EMMAM. WISE.
‘‘ Whom
Express. ”

the

Getting

King

‘‘ Wanted--a
real
STACPOOLE.

used

delights

British

to

to

their legs,”-

honour.”--“

Empire.”-H.

Daily
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“ England volunteered for compulsion because
compulsion failed.”--“ Weekly Dispatch. ”

VERB
voluntary

“ The ‘ Times ‘ had the patriotic courage . . .”-RONALD
MCNEILL,M.P.
“ Mr. Lloyd George insists
News.”

on compulsion.”--“

“ Gogol is to be congratulated

Evening

. . .”-“ Russia.”

“ In years to come the Munitions Act will be regarded
as a tremendous leap forward.”---Lloyd
GEORGE.
“ Thank God for the splendid moral tone of the British
Press this war-time ! ”-REV. DIMSDALET. YOUNG.
“ There are thousands of young men in the less fashionable
quarters of London who actually brag that they have
not attested. Sheer funk or slackness is responsible for
some of this; for the rest, the undigested poison of
crazy Socialism, absorbed by precocious and penniless
youths in the days of peace.”--“ Daily Sketch.”
“The destinies
GEORGE.

of

the

human

race

.

. .”-Lloyd

-~‘‘ There is no time to waste in talk.
“ Miss Christabel’s work.
“ My daughter Christabel
held large meetings
in
America at our own expense.
“ We must have autocratic control.
“ In time of war a society like ours needs a directing
mind.
“ Our last report and balance-sheet were published in
April, 1914.
“ The money for our war campaigns has been specially
contributed. I have not felt justified in issuing a balancesheet of this.
“ All our accounts are periodically audited by a firm of
accountants .
‘[For more than a year we loyally supported the
Government.
“ We felt it our duty to speak out in our paper and on
the platform.
“ Women in political affairs show more moral courage
than men.
“ Once we get men we can trust.
“I suggest that we should put into power somebody
whom the Germans do not know.
“ I believe in the ‘ dark horse.’
“So far as our industrial propaganda is concerned, I
am considering what farther development is necessary.
“We are always glad of people who will come and
help us.
“ During our visit many more recruits came forward.
“With regard to national service, this talk about
Prussianising the people is absurd.
“We have adopted your real war babies, and they are
living with me. ’,-Mrs. PANKHURST.

THE COMPULSION OF MEN,
Sir,-Setting
aside the voluntary principle, which some
of its whilom friends like better dead than alive, the
whole matter is reduced to a question of expediency, but
even on these grounds the Bill is open to strong objection
on the following grounds :(a) If it be expedient to conscript persons. it must be
equally expedient to conscript wealth, in order to avoid
the financial chaos which must otherwise occur both
before and after the conclusion of the war. By way of

illustration, the underground value of the coal in the
United Kingdom must be as much-as eleven thousand
millions sterling, taking the total value as two hundred
times the production of 1911 at half the pithead value.
Judging by the National Debt existing prior to the war,
the debt which we are now incurring will certainly not
be settled in less than two hundred years, so that it is
quite fair to consider the underground value of coal as
an asset which can be set against the liability.
(b) The vote of the Trades Unions Congress and the
decision of the miners indicate a great spirit in the ranks
of Labour; co-operation of the Government with that
spirit would lead to a speedy conclusion of the war ; the
antagonisation or the crushing of that spirit would lead
to disaster consequent
on reduced production.
The
Government has its choice : between the Compulsion Bill,
in anything like its present form, and a speedy ending
of the war.
(c) It is essential to convince Labour that there shall
be no renewal of the Compulsion Bill” at the conclusion
of the war. The Bill, in its present form, carries no
such conviction ; the voluntary principle is legalised away
without legal guarantee of its re-establishment. Labour
requires adequate, tangible pledges incorporated in the
Bill itself : first, the conscription of property, which can
be released after the war, when the voluntary principle
is re-established ; second, the suspension
of the
newspaperswhich have preached “Conscription on Principle”
for the period while the Bill remains in force. In this
manner, and in this manner only, can supporters of the
Bill prove
the sincerity
of their statements
that
A. STRATTON.
compulsionshall last for the war only.
***
A MANIFESTO.
Sir,-We, the married men of Great Britain; claim as
our inalienable right tht all single men should be
compelledto defend us, our wives, and our children.
The Government has introduced a Bill which conscripts
certain single men up to 40, but me demand that every
bachelor, whatever his age or occupation, should be
compelled
to fight for us.
We ask all fair-minded persons to give their attention
to the following :(1) Since the population is being seriously reduced,
owing to the incompetence of our politicians and generals,
it is absolutely necessary that the men who have
voluntarily
undertaken to fill up the gaps should be allowed
to continue their function.
(a) The fact that married men are willing to remain
at home with their wives, when they have the chance of
leaving them, shows that they possess exceptional
endurance.It is obvious that such a valuable stock should
be preserved in the interest of the race.
(3) All the productive industries of the country; from
moneylending
to matrimony, are carried on almost
exclusively by married men, so that unless these men can
remain at home it will be impossible to maintain our
armies in the field.
(4) Numerous journalists and politicians have proved
beyond all dispute that the single men are shirkers,
cowards, degenerates, profligates, idlers, and parasites.
Therefore they are not deserving of the slightest
consideration, and the country will be infinitely better off
when they are exterminated.
(5) We married men appeal to every employer to
confirmour statement that we are far more industrious and
obsequious than the single men, and consequently better
fitted to maintain the profits of capitalists.
In conclusion, we call upon all who are worthy of the
name of Briton to defend our privileges and save us from
the necessity of protecting our wives and children.
Per pro. W. MEARS.
***
THE FOREIGN EXCHANGE.
Sir,-Mr.
F. B. Sinclair is quite justified in assuming,
as I gather he does, that in normal times the exchange
rate would be against London or Berlin when the payments
to be made by people in foreign countries to England and
Germany were “less than the payment to be made by
people in Germany or England to foreign countries in
settlement of trading or other debts ”---in other words,
when England and Germany happened to import more
goods from, say, the United States than they could pay
for by other goods or by services.
The same condition
prevails, of course, in time of war, but there are other
factors which may either accentuate the decline in the rate
of exchange or help to counteract it. For example, one
country may have sufficiently strong: credit throughout
the world to enable it to maintain its free market in gold,

and to refrain from issuing more than a limited amount
of paper money; while another country may be so hard
pressed that it finds a free market in gold impossible,
and is compelled to issue paper currency in large amounts.
This was the case in the United States of America between
1861 and 1865, when both North and South suffered from
a depreciated paper currency. Even in the North, where
financial conditions were much sounder than in the South,
it was at one time possible to reckon that paper currency
of the nominal value of $100 possessed an actual value of
only $43 gold.
The issue of paper currency in large
amounts is invariably a sign of financial weakness, unless
the paper currency issued is backed by an adequate
proportionofgold. In the case of our own paper currency,
the gold backing is held by banking authorities the world
over to be satisfactory, and in consequence our credit has
not suffered from this cause.
In the case of Germany, on the other hand, the gold
backing for the huge amounts of paper currency issued is
so utterly inadequate that for all practical purposes there
might as well be none at all. While the power of the
authorities in this country to issue paper money is limited
by the earmarked gold reserve at the Bank of England,
the power of the German authorities to issue paper money
appears to be limited only by the capacity of the printing
presses. In consequence, German credit is held to be in
a highly unsatisfactory condition.
This will, I hope, make it clear to Mr. Sinclair why
the rate of exchange is against England at present only
to the extent of 5 per cent. or so-I forget the precise
figure for the moment, but I do not think it is much above
or below this-while the rate of exchange is against
Germanyin the neutral money markets to the extent of 30
per cent., and against Austria to the extent of more than
40 per cent. Our credit, that is to say, is so good that
we were able to raise a loan and to form bankers’ credits in
New
York
to
the
extent
of These credits
were arranged for the purpose of strengthening our
positionwith regard to the rate of exchange, and to that
extent they succeeded, although the goods we have
purchased from the United States of America during the
current financial year, together with those purchased
before,
will be valued at a much higher figure than the
goods and services we offer in return, plus the credits
raised in New York.
Certainly Germany also has been receiving, almost
exclusively through neutral countries, more goods from
the United States of America than she has been able to
export in return. This alone, however, would not account
for the great disparity in the rates of exchange. The
rate of exchange is so high against Germany because it
is realised that she has issued so much paper money that
her gold credit is gone. It has already been pointed out
in THE NEW AGE that the Austro-German occupation
of Serbia, and the contact of the Central Powers with
Bulgaria, Greece, and Turkey, brought a good deal of
German paper to the international money markets ; and
the more German bills of exchange turned up at Amsterdam
and New York, the more did German credit decline.
In other words, German paper has practically become a
drug on the market, and bankers do not care to consider
it except at very high rates of discount. Mr. Runciman
is therefore quite right in maintaining that the fall in
German exchange is due to an excessive issue of paper
money, although the slight fall in our own rate is not
due to this cause, for the reasons I have outlined above.
As to Mr. Sinclair’s point that I “rejoice” because
Germany is unable to export her normal quantity of
produce,while I also ‘‘ rejoice ” because the rate of exchange
is against her, I think this is susceptible of easy explanation.
We are carrying on a commercial and financial
war against the enemy as well as a military and naval
war, and, if we can destroy her finance and trade, there
is all the more probability of the military and naval war
being brought to a more rapid conclusion. If we
encourage imports from neutral oversea countries into
Germany,and use our Navy to prevent German exports from
being sent out in payment, we naturally embarrass
Germany’sfinancial position and help to raise the rate of
exchange further against her.
Mr. Sinclair is quite right in suggesting that the high
rate of exchange against Germany should discourage her
from importing goods from abroad; but I may remind
him that there are several commodities
almost
indispensablefor war purposes which Germany can get only
from abroad. That is why she is offering, for example,
such high prices for copper, rubber, and certain classes
of oils; but, although we may encourage imports from
oversea countries into Germany for the sake of embarrassing
German finances, it is clearly to our advantage to
Prevent her from receiving badly needed foodstuffs and

war materials. Hence we have ingenious diplomatic and
commercial instruments like the Danish Agreement, or
our analogous Agreement with Holland, whereby we
place no restrictions whatever upon Germany’s importing
commodities not essential for the war, such as tobacco,
earthenware, dried fruits, etc., but lay down definite
restrictions on her imports of war materials.
I do not quite understand Mr. Sinclair’s last point that
an American paper dollar will exchange for more in
Londonto-day than an American gold dollar. We are satisfied
with American paper money because we know it to
be satisfactorily backed; but American gold dollars are
still, I believe, to be looked upon as curiosities.
The
United States currency is composed almost exclusively of
paper, silver, and nickel. Gold, which is itself a basis
of currency, does not depreciate. When freights have to
be considered, of course, and the rate of exchange is
favourable, paper may be sought in preference to gold.
I regret that this explanation should extend to such
length, but it is a matter of some difficulty to explain
these technical points briefly. I am quite willing to go
into the subject more minutely if Mr. Sinclair thinks his
points have not ‘been sufficiently dealt with; but in that
case (your space being a consideration), perhaps you
mould wish him to communicate with me directly C/O
your office.
J. M. KENNEDY.
***
Sir,-There are few branches of “applied economics”
in which clear thinking is of greater importance than in
monetary problems, particularly
those relating to the
exchanges, but the treatment of such vital matters by
the average journalist suggests that he is haunted by a
quite unreasonable fear that the public will start thinking
out these questions €or itself. To obviate this calamity,
which would sound the death-knell
of the newspaper
Press, such an event as a big fall in exchange is either
not mentioned at all, or hailed with a shout of triumphaccording to whether the exchange concerns an allied or
an enemy country.
This policy of looking- through either end of the
telescopeaccording to taste has led Mr. F. B. Sinclair to
question quite reasonably whether a movement in the
Berlin-New York exchange against Berlin is a cause for
legitimate satisfaction on our part, and, further, whether
this fall may be attributed to the depreciation of the mark
by an excessive paper issue. The answer to both of these
questions is, I think, most emphatically in the affirmative,
but it is truly pathetic to suggest, as nearly every
newspaper does, that a fall in exchange shows that neutral
financiers are beginning to doubt the solvency of the
German Government.
If this were so, it is clear that
our own financiers (or whatever the money-market gentlemen are called) are of opinion that our own Allies are in
the cart, for the Paris, Rome, and Petrograd Exchanges
on London are respectively at a discount of ten, twentyeight, and sixty-four per cent. !
What are the exchanges, and what do they signify?
The exchange is simply the price of bills of exchange,
and bills of exchange are merely instruments by which
transactions between countries are settled. The vast bulk
of these transactions, even at the present time, are on
private account, and represent short-dated credits, so that
the ultimate solvency of any Government, though it may
be in doubt, does not affect the matter. Since exchanges
are a price, we can rightly conclude that the chief cause
of fluctuation is a change in the demand for bills relatively
to the supply. England, for instance, has bought largely
from U.S.A., and consequently a larger number of people
in London are anxious to buy bills on New York-i.e.,
to exchange sovereigns for dollarsin order to meet their
liabilities.
Hence the sovereign depreciates in terms of
the dollar, and the exchange moves “against us.”
conversely,English bills will be offered in New York, and
their price will fall.
Where does the effect of a depreciated currency come
in?
Simply owing to the operation of that very old
friend, the law known as the Quantity Theory of Money.
If the quantity of money in a country is arbitrarily
increased, while the work to be done by it remains the
same, its value correspondingly diminishes, and prices
rise. The increase of money may be in gold, notes, or
bank credit-the effect is the same. Germany and Austria
are now financing the war almost exclusively by the easy
and ruinous method which the printing-press
affords,
having, of course, completely abandoned the gold
standard;and in cheerful obedience to the above law prices
are- soaring. Statistics issued by the German and Austrian
Governments show that the increase in prices over the
pre-war standard was 75 per cent. in Berlin (September)
and 98 per cent. in Vienna (August). These
prices,

however,are paper prices, but as inconvertible paper is of
little use for foreign payments, the exchange reduces
these paper prices to their gold equivalent, and thus
registers the extent of the depreciation of the currency.
Personally, I feel convinced that the enormous rise of
prices in Germany and Austria is due far more to
Helfferich finance than to a real scarcity of food. The
1915 potato crop was said to constitute a record; the
official “maximum price” in October was 3.05 marks per
cwt., but the Frankfort Town Council had to pay 3.55
marks for 40,000 cwt., the transaction drawing some bitter
comments from the “Frankfurter Zeitung” : “It
is
unendurable that when we have had an excessively good
potato crop we should again, as last year, have to pay
dear for a short supply of potatoes.’‘ Financing a war
by such methods (if I may digress for a moment) merely
postpones the burden; a paper issue is really a forced
loan, without interest, from the nation to the
Government,
and in the meantime operates as a most unjust tax.
An army of charlatans parade in our own Press ideas
for “financing” the war by similar methods, forgetting
the stubborn fact that a war, which destroys wealth and
wealth-producers, must ultimately be paid for in terms of
production of wealth.
In England we have maintained the gold standard, and
the paper issue has been model-ate-though
even the
British Government has resorted to this method to some
extent-but
there has undoubtedly
been an excessive
creation of bank credit, which, operating as an increase
of “money” or purchasing power, has been a considerable
factor in the increase of prices. As far as the exchanges
are concerned, the chief effect of the rise in prices is to
stimulate imports
(the Navy having provided the
shipownerswith command of the seas), and this, of course,
produces a fall in exchange.
In conclusion, I may point out (to Mr. Sinclair that
the effect of an excessive paper issue on the exchanges
was not discovered by Mr. Runciman, but is a fairly wellestablished
fact. The classic instance is provided by our
own country. During the period from 1797 to 1819 the
Bank
of England suspended
specie payments,
and
although our foreign trade. was continually expanding,
the exchanges were persistently adverse. The matter was
investigated in 1810 by the Bullion Committee, of which
Ricardo was a member, and they somehow stumbled on
the solution. They recommended that specie payments
should be resumed, and when in 1819 Treasury obstinacy
was finally conquered, the exchanges immediately
responded. In 1871 and 1872, when France issued an
inconvertible paper currency, depreciation was avoided by
watching the exchanges, but I fear that the same could
not be said of France in 1915 !
E.A. PUTTICK.
***
A BLIND GUIDE,
Sir,-We see that the Hon. Bertrand Russell is to
deliver a guinea course of lectures on “The Principles of
Social Reconstruction.” One of the lectures is upon
“Property,”and one of the “heads” of it is “What is Good in
Syndicalism.”
In “War and Peace” for January,
however,Mr. Russell demonstrates his unfitness to discuss
Syndicalism, either good or bad ; for he refers to ‘‘ Syndicalism, or Guild-Socialism, as it is sometimes called.”
You will gather the disgust with which we have read
these words, who have spent so much of our time and
your space in separating the two ideas. Had Mr. Russell
read even the book on “National Guilds,” he would not
have made such a blunder. But evidently his principles
are hearsay.
NATIONAL
GUILDSMEN.
***
WARNOTES.
Sir,--Allow me to thank “North Staffs” for having
proved that there is only one side to a case. Pacifists
ought to be convinced if insults are any arguments; but,
sir, being able to see the funny side of most things, I
confess I am unable to enjoy this gentleman’s stream of
insults.
It is so unlike THE NEW AGE, and if I did not
rove you I should say that “North Staffs” was just about
fit to smash everything built up by you and your
contributors.Have you ever met any NEW AGE readers?
I am afraid, as the wind whistlers say, the answer is in
the negative. THE NEW AGE! Why, damn it, sir, its
influence has been brought to the very desks of directors
and managers-with
results that
would interest your
able contributors (less one) and convince them that they
have not been writing to the rocks. All this is to be
sacrificed to this bull in the china-shop, who seems every
week to live down to his reputation.
Does the man
own the paper, or has he forced his way to your printingshop
with maxim
guns? A precis of his article this
week : “Behold me I a blond beast!
I will now knock

the stuffing out of Mr. Bell, whom no one knows. Yah,
rotten pacifist, because he does not think as I do.” I
did once think of having all my copies of THE New AGE
buried with me-after I have re-read for the fiftieth time
“Unedited Opinions” and that pretty writer, “R. H. C.,”
but, sir, I renounce all that and feebly protest against
W. R.
your casting swine before pearls.
***
Sir,-As one of the correspondents who recently had
the audacity to protest against the “War Notes” written
by “North Staffs,” and referred to by him in the same
columns of your last week’s issue as a pacifist, I beg to
reply again to this warrior gentleman.
If he must persist in labelling his opponents “pacifist,”
or any other “ist,” he must not object if we claim the
privilege of ticketing him a “bloody cut-throat.” His
vulgar allusions to his opponents as ’‘contemptible and
pompous asses” only serve to prove his personal asinine
nature ; and this probably accounts for his strong desire
to kick.
S. H. Rudd.
***
Sir,-As a New AGE subscriber, I would suggest that
“War Notes” columns could be used in a better manner
than having them filled up b “North Staffs.”
Cannot you leave the killing of pacifists to superior
papers like the “Daily Sketch” and the “Daily Mail”?
GEORGE:
P. CHAPMAN.
***
THE ECONOMICSOF HISTORY.
Sir,--In your issue of December 9 Mr. Ramiro de
Maeztu, writing on “The Economic Interpretation
of
History,” falls into several errors.
Mr. de Maeztu speaks of “the absurdity of attempting
to explain the historic individual through a generalising
science such as economics pretends to be. ”
Nobody
ever tried to do so. Economic determinists profess to
explain only the general features of history, but not the
peculiarities of individuals
They say that in large
matters affecting millions of people i individual peculiarities
cancel each other, and only the desires and passions
which are common to mankind in general affect the
result. Great wars always spring from economic causes,
hut anything may cause a street fight.
Mr. de Maeztu also seems to fancy, like many of your
readers, that the doctrine of economic determinism
involves the supposition that most men are influenced
mainly by economic desires.
Such is not the case.
Everybody knows that many men are influenced more by
political ambition, or the desire to shine in amateur
theatricals,
or the love of intoxicating liquor, than by
the desire for wealth. All these, however, are individual
crotchets, and do not change the course of history. The
desires for money and ease are the great desires
permanentlycharacteristic of nearly all men , therefore these
desires determine the collective action of nations and
classes.
Like all profound scientific generalisations,
the
doctrineof economic determinism receives daily verification
from all quarters. Such, for instance, is the article of
Professor J. W. Gregory on “The Geological Factors
affecting the Strategy of the War,” in the “Contemporary
Review” for December.
R. B. KERR.
***
THE THEATRE.
Sir,-I
think most playgoers
will appreciate
Mr.
Huntly Carter’s point that the drama cannot be properly
and thoroughly enjoyed unless one is seated where one
can obtain a full and undisturbed view of what is taking
place on the stage. if the sight is constantly obstructed
by intervening objects the mind is bound to be distracted,
and therefore much of the value, ethical, aesthetical, or
other, of the play is destroyed. This is a well-known
physio-psychological
fact. Admitting the point that the
size and design of the theatre auditorium are against
the full enjoyment of the drama, and defraud the playgoer, I mould like to ask what improvement in the
planning of theatres Mr. huntly Carter proposes.
D. ESCOURT.
***
THEMAHABHARATA.
Sir,-When “R. H. C.” says “The Mahabharata” is the
greatest book ever written one must at once disagree, for
no one book is that in any sense at any time or to any
peson. If “R. H. C.” had said it was “one of the greatest”
I would at once agree, and say, indeed, one of the very
greatest, and that per se and not merely relatively to
either time or country. Rut it is not the greatest certainly
in a literary sense, noble though it is ; nor as a
nor in ethics, though this last is its greatest field. As a

rival or superior to it in these last aspects I would urge
“R. H. C.” to give equal study to Swedenborg’s “Divine
Love and Wisdom.” I place this highest of all myself
because of the absolutely new knowledge it gives
usknowledge and wisdom not contained within the covers
of any other book extant, such is my humble opinion. I
want “R. H. C.” to give us one of his well-reasoned,
soundly thought expositions of Swedenborg’s Doctrine of
Discrete Degrees, as given in this “Divine Love and
Wisdom,” the most wonderful little 12-mo. ever given to
man. It seems at first the simplest of treatises on God is
Love (or, as I would fain put it, to give it a new
significance,Love is God), and many have discarded it
without
going further, the profundity of its simplicity
misleadingthem. After dealing with this re-creating Doctrine
of Discrete Degrees I would like “R. H. C.” to give us
his view of paragraph No. 255 in Part 3, showing the
difference between the mind of man and animals, the only
rational explanation I have found. In my copy I have
written this extract from a letter written by Darwin to
Lyell in October, 1859 : ‘‘Reflect how impossible every
one has yet found it to define the difference in mind of
man and the lower animals.”
It is significant that no contemporary
(of ours)
philosophicwriter ever undertakes a rebuttal of this Doctrine
of Discrete Degrees; one may scan their indexes in vain
for the name of Swedenborg; Boehme is often mentioned.
and, of course, the great Spinoza, but Swedenborg never ;
and yet he is the most remarkable nad original of alloriginal because his knowledge did not originate with
him, but came straight and undiluted from the original
source, the Unseen.
FREDERICKH. EVANS.
***
STENDHAL.
Sir,-May I, as a. Frenchman, be allowed to say that
I entirely agree with Mr. Bolton’s estimate of Stendhal?
(January 6). And all the French people whom I know
would agree with your correspondent too.
Indeed, the special mixture of vice and sentimentality
which Stendhal is pleased to call “Love,” and R. H. C.
to admire, does not appeal any more to the sane French
than to the sound English.
I should like this to appear in your columns, as there
may be a belief among some of your readers that Stendhal’s
“De L’Amour” is typical of France and the French.
A FRENCHREADER.
***
FEMININE FABLES.
Sir,--I could have forgiven you for having printed the
second chapter of my “Fables” first-it is a crime which
allows no middle way between sanguinary revenge and a
free pardon-but
why do you harbour serpents
of
readers who write and ask me where is the moral of the
fable? Lord! what a set people are. Fables may be,
what mine are, just tales intended to amuse.
Now I
wait to be told that they are not even amusing; and I
shall have nothing to do but sulk and write satires. There
may be an Immoral in my tales. To begin with, it is
perhaps immoral to turn from a ghastly real world to
one of amusement and fancy; but if it is, then Boccaccio
and his likes were sinners before me. On the other hand,
it seems always to have been repugnant to respectable
writers of fiction to exploit contemporary troubles. Now,
I am a person who must write or pine away; therefore,
all things considered, I choose to write what diverts me.
It
is a pity the tales should be labelled-Fables.
Feminine foibles might have been as well, or Tales for
Women Only, or what you will. Anyway, there is no
moral; and if there is an immoral in depicting a
companion of the Fallen Angels becoming bored with an
existence between Heaven and Hell and running away to
play Donna Juanna on this charming planet of ours-so be
it! No doubt but what she will discover men to be quite
as incomprehensible as her old tyrants, and will go home
the wiser-which
does seem to argue some sort of an
odd moral after all.
ALICEMORNING.
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“The suggestion that workers should cease their
demands for increases in remuneration is so extraordinary
that it is difficult to refrain from calling it merely
impudent.The net increase in wages owing to the war is
restricted to a small proportion of workers, and even in
their case it is not large. In the majority of cases the
actual increase has not kept pace with the increased cost
of living. Has anyone the impudence to suggest that
these workers should suffer still more from the war
while their employers are continuing to profit by it? . . .
We think it crudely unfair to ask these workers to cease
their demands for a share of the profits the employers
ore reaping. Why should they spend all their strength
in work which is really for the nation, when the nation
urges its very necessity as a plea to safeguard the
capitalists in their plunder? When the Government
announce how much they have actually written off from our
huge debt by money gained from the capitalists’ war
profits, then it will be time to consider whether labour
should abate its demands, and how far it should abate
Till then let the Prime Minister himself be our
them.
guide-wait
and see.
The Government has controlled
neither prices nor profits. Let it keep its hands off
wages until it has done something in these more
important lines.”-“New
Days.”
“Leather Profiteers.-In
a subsequent sitting of the
Budget Committee (Berlin) serious charges were made
regarding the ‘ usurious ‘ practices of the German hide
and leather trade during the war. A Socialist speaker
alleged that tanners are making
10s. to L3 too much
on every skin. He named a well-known Frankfort firm
which had made
in army leather contracts
during the war. Skins had risen in price 33 per cent.,
but leather was costing 200 per cent. more than formerly.”
--“Daily
Mail.”
“When the armies are no longer needed in Europe, and
four million British men are returning at an alarming
rate to look for work in the industrial field, something
very like the horrors of peace may succeed the present
spirit of war, unless due provision is made for every
soldier restored to civil life, and every worker in the
munitions armies, to earn a fair livelihood. Some thought
IS being given to the matter, but so far no very clear line
of action would seem to have been decided upon. The
industrial generals for the coining State of Peace in the
British Empire are not even so well prepared as were
the generals for war.
THE New AGE, an independent
London weekly review, is doing good educational work;
and, apparently, it is making some impression on public
opinion in favour of organising industry on a national
basis. But it is asking the organised workers and the
State to co-operate practically as intelligently in peace
time as they are doing in war time; and there is little
evidence of either the workers or the State having the
necessary inspiration or leadership. It is something,
however,to get people to think on the need for action to meet
the labour situation when the armies return.
It seems
unthinkable, after the way the workers have fought and
toiled and died in defence of the land, that they should be
liable to return to a lower status in the nation than they
held before they volunteered for active service. . . . THE
NEW AGE is a brilliant reasoner, and is able to point to the
vital link in the chain around the industrial workers. . . .”
-“The Citizen,” Ottawa, Canada.
“AS peace draws near the war industries will slacken
their production. Factory after factory will close down.
In the poverty which will succeed this time of stress
normal industry will be crippled and trade will fall into
a depression probably greater than any we have known.
The staffs which will have been swollen to an enormous
size during the war will be cut down to the barest
minimum.
Where the controlled establishment is concerned
and the Trade Union is strong the women will cease to
be employed on men’s work, and men will be taken back
--SO far as there is need for them. Enormous numbers of
women employed at women’s work in munition factories,
etc., will be discharged. Many of these will ahve lost
their skill for their old trades, and many who have not
done that will find that unemployment is rife amongst

those also. Outside the controlled establishments there
will be other establishments which gave more or less
vague promises to take back enlisted men. These will
keep them in some cases. In others they will have
replaced the men by cheap women, and they will keep the
women. More than that, we must consider the changed
proportions of the industrial market. Whatever our hopes
of a speedy end to the war, we cannot took forward to a
wastage in men of less than one million. For there is
not only the wastage in the trenches, there is also the
wastage due to over-pressure of work upon the people at
home. . . . The scene we have set forth is a gloomy one
enough: a horde of men and women, many wasted by
the hard work of these years of trial, a trade depression,
a general wave of poverty and exhaustion. Men returned
from the wars to find their work gone from them, women
displaced because war work has ceased and peace work
is not there for them, women displaced because they have
lost their skill at the only trade now open to them, and
men displaced because the employers driving the hardest
bargains open to them have found women cheaper and no
less efficient than the men they drew their wealth from
in the old days. The very efficiency and adaptability of
the woman is in itself a danger. . . . In this scene are
all the elements of sex-warfare in industry of a very
terrible nature-a sex-warfare in which the male workers
and the women dependent upon them are ranked against
the women who must work or die. ”--MARION PHILLIPS,
D.Sc. (Econ.).
“A man who was earning thirty shillings a week joined
the Army, Two of his brothers also joined. He got a
severe chill which duty compelled him to neglect (as duty
often does compel soldiers to neglect chills), and consumption
supervened. Now, in addition to passing the military
doctor on enlistment, this man, in order to satisfy
his mother, had been thoroughly examined by a private
practitioner of repute, which practitioner had sent to the
authorities a certificate that the man was absolutely sound
when he joined. The mother has sworn an affidavit that
her son had never previously been ill in his life, and that
there had never been a case of consumption in the family.
The doctor at the sanatorium states that the consumption
is in its initial stage, and is quite consistent with a
neglected chill. Yet the authorities have refused even the
smallest pension. The man is penniless at this moment,
while you are reading this. He left a good situation in
order to respond to our grandiloquent appeals in which
the words ‘patriotism’ and ‘duty’ enjoyed such large type.
He gave himself to the country. Consequence: he not
only has one of the deadliest of diseases, but he is penniless.
This is our reward to him. . . . If our notions of
patriotism and duty do not compel us to rise up and by
the power of publicopinion end a condition of things
which renders
such horrors possible, we might as well
sign
ourselves
Huns and have done with it.”-ARNOLD

Bennett.

“If there is to be compulsion it must come as a necessity
of the situation, not for its own sake. It is only on
these terms that it can be imposed on this country without
disaster.
These considerations, we may be sure, will be
present to the mind of Parliament when it comes to
considerthe Government’s proposals. . . . Conscription,
if
adopted, must be adopted with equality of sacrifice. That
means there must be conscription of wealth as well as
conscription of men. The lives of men are not of less
consequence than the riches of men, and we shall expect
the demand for the appropriation
of property
as the
equivalent of life to be insisted on by the general sense
of the nation.”--“Daily
News and Leader.’’
“We have had it dinned into our ears that the workers
are having a prosperous time; that more money is beingreceived now than ever before But what is the truth?
Money earned by excessive overtime, money won at the
expense of health and vitality, is having to be spent on
excessive food prices, for, while wages have increased
only 23 Per cent., food has gone up over 40 per cent.
The end of this war will find a toil-exhausted workingclasswith nothing but ruined physique as a reward for
all the labour. ”-“The Federationist. ”
‘‘We may take it for granted that, speaking generally,
where the ex-soldier finds a woman working at his job
he will find no chance of employment. ”--“Daily Sketch. ”

