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NOTES OF THE WEEK. 
WE cannot  but  admire  the fidelity with  which the  Lords 
are  keeping  their  secret.  They  might  almost  be  Suffra- 
gettes.  Lords  Milner  and  Curzon  may  run  about  the 
streets  like  the  Psalmist's  dog,  but nobody pays  any 
heed to them.  Their  detachment  from  partisanship is 
too vehemently  protested  to  be  believed.  They  would 
fain  occupy  the  position of Lord  Rosebery,  who  has  all 
the  privileges of the  partisan  with  none of its obliga- 
tions.  They  are  even  farther removed from  the  real 
detachment of Mr.  Balfour,  whose  praise  on  Wednes- 
day  evening  would  have  been  less offensive from 
anybody's  lips  rather  than  from  Mr.  Lloyd  George's. 
(Mr.  Lloyd  George  must  be  told  that  be  has  not  yet 
earned  the  right  to  praise  his  intellectual  betters).  Mr. 
Balfour  is  naturally  detached, so naturally,  indeed,  that 
it is only by a n  effort  that  he  assumes  the  partisan ; 
and  this  is as i t  should be. But  Lords  Milner  and 
Curzon  are  by  nature  partisan,  and  not  all  their  efforts 
will convince us that- they  ever  were,  are,  or will be 
anything else. Consequently  their  contributions  to  the 
discussion of the  attitude of the  Lords  are  discounted 
as soon as made.  Their  words  give  darkness  more 
substance. * * *  

For our part  we  are  still of opinion  that  the  Lords 
will accept  the  Budget,  and  that  there will be  no 
General  Election till 191 I .  This, if you  please,  is  dis- 
interested  advice,  being  quite  contrary to our  wishes. 
An  election on  the  Lords' veto would  afford us an  excel- 
lent  opportunity of raising  the whole question  of  the 
Constitution ; and  we  might rely  on  all  the  abeyant 
forces of revolution to  be up in arms  on  our side. 
Moreover,  until we have a Socialist  Party in power, a 
General  Election is always welcome. Though  we  are 
quite  ready to accept  every palliative cf poverty  and 
unemployment  offered  by  either  party,  we  do  not  delude 
ourselves  far  an  instant  into  the belief that  any  party 
save a Socialist Party will really go to  the  root of these 
matters.  They  simply  cannot  unless  they  are Socialist, 
for  the  simple  reason  that  unless  they  are  Socialist  they 
do  not  know  where the root lies. To u s  it is. as plain 
as daylight  that  €he  causes  of  poverty  are  identical 
with  the  causes of unemployment, and  that  both  are 
rooted in  the  private  ownership of the  means of pro- 
duction.  The  perception of this fact is  obscured  for  the 
majority  by  obliquities  and  obtusenesses  past  enumera- 
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tion.  But  time  is  on  our  side,  and  in fifty years  from 
now nobody will doubt it. Meanwhile,  however, a 
rapid  succession of party  governments  would  best  serve 
our  purpose. * * *  

As a matter of tactics,  it is difficult, however, to 
declare  in  set  terms  that  the  Labour  Party  in  Parlia- 
ment  has. been at fault i n  supporting the  Government, 
as   i t  SO assiduously  has  supported  them.  There  have 
been  and,  we  hope, will be  during  this  present  Govern- 
ment,  several Bills of a character to command  Socialist 
support.  It would be folly to  oppose  them  simply 
because  they  emanate  from a Liberal  instead of a 
Socialist  Cabinet. Tha t  would  be  fanaticism  indeed. 
On  the  other  hand,  we  are  perfectly  certain  that a 
Labour  Party  that  looks  forward to a time  when, as 
Mr.  Keir  Hardie  says,  it will govern  the  Empire,  ought 
to be much  more  vigorous  in  criticism  than  the  present 
Labour  Party  has  proved itself to  be.  With a few 
personal  exceptions,  the  party  has  shown  no  great  apti- 
tude  for  either  criticism  or  construction.  The  Govern- 
ment  does  not  fear  Mr.  Henderson as, say,  the  French 
Government  under Clemenceau feared  Jaurès.  What 
our  Labour  members  say  is  almost  aways  correct  and 
well said ; but their  Parliamentary  speeches,  lack  not 
only  mastery of detail  and  general  grasp,  but  also,  and 
the  defect  is  more  serious,  any  trace of a determined 
attempt  to  compel  events  in a single  direction. 

* * *  
The  bungle  the  party  made  over  the  interpellation on 

the  murder of Ferrer  affords a striking  example of 
what  we  mean. Anybody with.  eyes  in  front of his 
head  can  see  plainly  enough  that  the  shooting of Ferrer 
is not  an  isolated  incident confined to Spain,   but  an 
event of universal  proletarian  interest.  The  difference 
between  the  Labour  Party  and  the  other  parties  lies 
precisely  in  this : that  the  Labour  Party  represents  the 
proletariat  not of England  only  but of the  world.  There 
is no  real  relation o r  similarity  between  the  Liberals of 
Spain  and  England,  or  Germany  and  England,  or  Italy 
and  England ; but  the  Labour  and  Socialist  movements 
of  all  these  countries  are  waves of the  same  tide. 
Ferrer  was as much a unit of the  English  Socialist 
movement as of the  Spanish  Socialist  movement ; and 
his murder  was  an offence against  the  British  Labour 
Party  as  real   as if he had  been  Mr.  Curran  or  Mr. 
Jowett.  And  that, we contend, is how it should  have 
been  regarded  by t.hle Labour  Party  both individually 
and collectively. * * *  

Mr.  Henderson  certainly  did  his  best,  by  raising  the 
question  in  the  House of Commons  on Monday and 
again  on  Tuesday,  to  demonstrate  his  personal  grasp of 
the  position ; but  whether  from  negligence,  stupidity, 
or the  everlasting  pique  towards Mr. Grayson,  the  party 
a s  a whole did not carry  the  protest to the  point of 
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adjourning  the House. there  was  every likelihood 
that  the  Speaker  would  have  accepted  the  motion  if 
the  necessary  number of forty  members  had  been 
found ; and  we  might  have had a momentous debate  on 
the  Ferrer  tragedy,  with  sidelights  on  Sir  Edward 
Grey’s  whole  reactionary  foreign policy. To   the  
disgust of thousands of the  public  who  were  seriously 
concerned  with  the  case,  only  fourteen  out of the  forty 
or fifty  Labour  members  were in. their  place when Mr. 
Grayson  moved  the  adjournment,  and  these  were in- 
creased  by  three  Liberals.  and  one  Irish  member to the 
beggarly  eighteen  which  is  all  we  have to show  the 
world as our  Parliamentary  interest in the  murder of 
one of our  noblest  members. * * *  

I t  will be  said, of course,  that  the  fault  was  Mr. 
Grayson’s. We  are  glad  that   Mr.  Henderson  made  i t  
clear at the  Memorial  Hall  on  Thursday  evening  that 
the  fault  was that of the  Labour  members,  themselves. 
Mr.  Grayson,  we  are  certain,  would  not  have  inter- 
vened  unless  he  had  been  certain  that  the  motion  for 
adjournment  was  not  coming  from  the  Labour  Party. 
In  fact, the  motion  would  never  have  been,  made at all 
hut  for  Mr.  Grayson.  It  is  incredible  that  the  Labour 
Party  should  have  discussed  the  matter  before  Parlia- 
ment  met  without  deciding  to  carry  the  interpellation 
to  the  adjournment stage ; yet it appears  that  they  did 
just  this.  Apparently  they  were to remain  satisfied  with 
putting a few  questions  to  Sir  Edward  Grey,  and  there 
to leave the  matter.  Only  Mr.  Grayson’s  courage  com- 
pelled  the  House  to  listen  while  the  extreme  motion 
was  moved. That the Labour  Party should then  have 
mustered  in  Mr.  Grayson’s  support  only  fourteen 
members  is  lamentable  from  every  point of view ; 
chiefly, however, as a demonstration of the  superficial- 
ity of the  Labour  Party’s  conception of the  real  mean- 
ing  of their  own  internationalism. A Labour  Party 
that is not  international  can  never  be  national. * * *  

Whatever  may  be  the  ultimate  destiny  of  the  Labour 
Party,  however,  we  are  all in favour of increasing its 
numbers  considerably.  That  is  the first step  towards 
political  and  economic  reform,  and  the  step  that  lies 
nearest  the  wage-earners of this  country.  Though 
their  political  sins  were as scarlet, we might  still  plead 
that a score  or so representatives of no  fewer  than 14 
million  wage-earners  in a political  assembly of 1,400, 
including  the  Lords, is insufficient. Moreover,  the 
defects of the  party  are  largely  the  defects of weakness. 
I t  is a hard  task to sit a hopeless  minority  year in year 
out  amid  alien ways of thought ; and  with  twice  their 
present  numbers  the  Labour  Party,  we  believe,  would 
double their  courage.  With  their  numbers  quadrupled, 
their  attitude  would  .approximate  to  that of the  present 
Unionists,  let u s  say,  who  have  certainly  put  up  an 
excellent  fight  against  the  Budget,  and,  in  fact,  have 
even  won  most of their  demands.  Any  addition  or 
prospective  addition  to  the  Labour  Party  must  therefore 
be  hailed  with  pleasure a s  a new  force  in a party  that 
can well do with force ; and  any  opposition  must  be 
regarded  as  radically  inimical. 

* * *  
W e  write  on  the  eve of the  election a t  Bermondsey, 

in which constituency a Labour  candidate  in  the  person 
of Dr. Salter is fighting a three-cornered seat. There 
is not  the 1east reason  why a three-cornered  fight 
should  have  been  necessary.  Dr.  Salter was in the field 
long  before  Mr.  Hughes  lifted  up  his  eyes  to Bermond- 
sey. Dr.  Salter is a popular  local  man,  an  elected 
councillor of the  district,  an  untiring  worker  in  every 
public .and  private  sphere, a pioneer  on behalf of feed- 
ing  and  medicating  school-children,  and, of course,  an 
excellent  Socialist.  Mr.  Hughes  is a carpet  bagger 
who  has  taken  his  orders  from  the  Liberal  Whip  on 
this  occasion as when at Jarrow  he  was  defeated by 
Mr.  Curran.  What  inspired  the  Liberal  Whip  to 
contest  the  seat  we  can  only  guess.  It is certain  that 
Dr.  Salter  would  have held the  seat  for  the  Budget on 
a  straight  fight ; it  is  equally  certain.  that  Mr.  Hughes 
will not  hold it. W h a t  folly then  to  risk  providing 
the  Tariff  Reformers  with an  appearance of a triumph ! 
And  the  onus of “ splitting  the  Progressive  vote ” wil l  

not  lie  this  time  with  the  Labour  candidate  but  with  the 
Liberal.  Bermondsey  must  be  remembered  when  the 
next  “deal ” is  being  discussed, * * *  

With  the  release of two of the  three  remaining  Suffra- 
gettes  imprisoned  after  Mr.  Lloyd  George’s  meeting at 
Newcastle  another  discreditable  incident  in  the  Govern- 
ment’s conduct of the  Suffrage  agitation  has  closed 
with  the  humiliation of Mr.  Herbert  Gladstone.  Why, 
we  ask,  were  Lady  Lytton  and  Mrs.  Brailsford  released 
before they were  forcibly  fed  with the  stomach-pump? 
The medical  testimony  that  their  hearts  were too weak 
is  tainted by a little  fact  which  came  to  our  knowledge 
and  which  throws a sinister  light  on  the  petty  treachery 
of Government  administration. W e  understannd that  on 
the  imprisonment of these  two  ladies,  one of whom is 
the  wife of an  old  journalistic  colleague of the  Under- 
Secretary of the  Home Office, Mr.  Masterman  wired 
instructions  privately  to  the  Governor of the  prison to 
treat his  two  friends,  and  one of them  in  particular, 
with  special  care.  The  rest of the  women, of course, 
were of no  account. As a result of this  impertinent 
favouritism  and  backstairs  influence,  Lady  Lytton and 
Mrs. Brailsford were  released  after  an  almost  sumptu- 
ous  three  days’  imprisonment.  They  have  protested 
in vain  against  this  new  insult  to  women,  But to be 
effective their  protest  must  take  the  form of going  to 
prison  again. * * *  

I 

We confess  that,  like  everybody  else,  we  have  lost 
our  way  amid  the  complexities ,of the  Budget.  With 
two  or  three  hundred  Government  amendments  on  the 

~ Report  stage,  it  is  impossible  to  see  wood  for  trees. 
Mr.  Lloyd  George’s  latest  calculations yield the  sur- 
prising  result of a deficit on  the  total  requirements 
which will have to be  met  out  of  the  Sinking  Fund. 
This  comes  of  not  taking  the  whole  of  Mr.  Snowden’s 
Budget  instead  of  only a half. When  the Bill has  actu- 
ally  gone  through  and  we  know  the real shape  of  the 
poodle,  we  may  have  something  to  say  of  the  ineptitude 
displayed  in  its  original  draughtsmanship.  Had  the 
Lords had an  ounce of sense  among  them  they could 
have riddled the  Budget  and killed it  with  ridicule. AS 
it is, they  struck  it  where  it  was  strong  and  avoided it 
where  it  was  weak. W e  would  undertake,  however, to 
draw  up a Budget proof against  any  criticism  except 
that  of  manifest  rascality. W h a t  is  more, so soon as 
the  next  Budget becomes imminent  we  shall  do it. * * *  

We  bespeak  the  support of our  readers in our new 
attempt  to  keep THE NEW AGE alive.  Only  stress of 
circumstances  has  driven LIS to the  desperate  expedient 
of raising  the  price of the  paper. W e  had  the  ambi- 
tion to succeed where  others  have  failed,  and  to 
establish for the  advanced  movement a penny weekly 
review equal in other  respects  to  the  older  Conservative 
sixpennies.  The  attempt  has failed for  the  present, 
and  not  we venture to say,  through  any  fault of ours. 
No  paper  has  been  better  served  by  writers of distinc- 
tion ; no paper  has so consistently  avoided  claptrap,  the 
banal,  and  touting  for  advertisements.  But  the  circu- 
lation  needed  to  make  the  enterprise  pay  has  proved 
impossible  to  obtain. * * *  

Among the writers  who  have promised to  contribute 
to  early  numbers of the  new  series of THE NEW AGE 
are  Professor Geddes, Mr.  Walter  Shaw  Sparrow,  Mr. 
G. K. Chesterton,  Mr.  Francis  Grierson,  Mr.  Somerset 
Maugham,  Mr.  Robert ROSS, Mr. Arnold  Bennett,  Mr. 
Frank  Harris,  Professor J. Arthur  Thompson,  Mr. 
Bart  Kennedy,  Mr. Belfort Bax,  Mr.  Sheehy-Skeffing- 
ton ,  Mr. Swift  MacNeill, Mr. Cecil Raleigh,  Mr. S. H. 
Swinny, Mr. John Masefield. These  in  addition  to  the 
writers  who  have  already  contributed  more  or  less 
regularly to our  pages. 

* * * 
NEXT WEEK. --“ The  Glimpse,” a Story by 

Arnold Bennett; ‘‘ Robespierre and Marat,”  by 
Francis Grierson ; ‘‘ Socialist Fundamentals,” by E. 
Belfort  Bax ; “A Continental Trip--I,” by Bart 
Kennedy; “Shelley,” by M. D. Eder, 
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" Long Live Ferrer !" 
The execution of Señor  Ferrer  has  resulted in the fall 
of the  Spanish  Ministry.  Much as diplomatists  may 
belittle  the  effects of public  opinion on the  acts of 
Governments, the  Spanish  Cortes  has  recognised  the 
justice of the world-wide denunciation of the  methods 
of Señor  Maura  by  dismissing  him  from  the  post of 
Premier.  Rarely  has  injustice been so rapidly avenged. 

Ferrer’s case is  still  the  subject of much  discussion 
abroad.  In  Austria, a vigorous  Press  warfare is pro- 
ceeding.  In  Holland, M. Troelstra’s  motion in the 
Senate  urging  that  a  message of condolence should be 
sent   to  Seiior  Ferrer’s  family, led to  an  extraordinary 
debate,  the resolution being  defeated  by 60 votes to 8, 
many  abstaining.  Generally  speaking,  the  name  of 
Ferrer has symbolised  the  progression of humanity  in 
face of the  efforts of theocracies,  oligarchies,  and 
militarism. The  peoples of the  world  recognise  that 
they  are  the  victims of the  priest,  the  oligarch,  and  the 
soldiery. Unable to escape  from  the  grasp of a three- 
fold  oppression,  which is spiritual,  economic,  and  per- 
sonal, the world-democracy has  risen  in  wrath a t  this 
attempt  to  crush  the  spirit of liberty in a country  where 
it is most  needed. 

The  present  writer  has  had  some  interesting  reading 
amongst  the  Catholic Press in  England, as their  com- 
ments  upon  the  anti-Catholic  outbreak,  caused  by  Señor 
Ferrer’s  judicial  murder,  are of some  importance.  One 
can  only  say  that  the  Catholics  have  themselves  to 
thank if the  English  people  regard  the  execution  of 
Ferrer   as  a crime of clericalism. For  instance,  the 
“Catholic  Herald ” has  discovered  that  Ferrer  had been 
“guilty of revolting  murders.”  It is remarkable  that 
the  Spanish  Government, at any  rate,  did  not  charge 
him  with  committing “ revolting  murders.”  Moreover, 
whatever  crimes  Ferrer  may  have  been a party to 
Europe  has condemned his  trial  on  the  ground  that it 
lacked  that  impartiality  which  is  the  only  justification 
for  the  existence of judicial  tribunals.  Prejudiced 
tribunals  are  worse  than  no  tribunals.  Lynch  law is 
better  than a deliberate  prejudging of a case. Most 
lawyers  are  confident  that  the  majority of the  docu- 
ments  and  oral testimony on  which  the prosecution 
based  its  case  against Ferrler were  inadmissible, a s  
being  unconnected  with  the  prisoner,  or  being merely 
hearsay  evidence. The  “Catholic  Herald ” is very  an- 
noyed at  the  calumnies of the  Liberal  and  Socialist 
Press ; but  its  own  inventive  capabilities  should  make 
the  “Anarchist ” Press  green  with  envy. 

The “ Universe,”  another  Catholic  journal,  dismisses 
what  was  an  obvious  ballon  d’essai  sent  up  by  the 
Clerical  Party,  in  this  emphatic  language of its  Rome 
correspondent : “ I  am in  a  position  to  state  that  there 
is na foundation  whatever  for th-e rumour  that  the Holy 
Father  interfered,  or  had  any  intention  whatever  of 
interfering, in any  way  with  the  Ferrer  case.”  In  its 
leading  article,  the “ Universe ” expresses  considerable 
alarm  at  the outburst of feeling  caused by Ferrer’s  exe- 
cution. “The  Ferrer  demonstrations  are . a  move in the 
unrelenting  campaign  against  Christian  ideals  and 
Christian  civilisation.” I t  would have been more  can- 
did  had  the  writer  said  frankly “ Catholic  ideals  and 
Catholic  civilisation,”  which  are  the  reverse of Christian 
ideals. “The  success  which  has  attended them-and it 
must  be  admitted  that  they  have  been  attended  by  no 
small  success-marks  distinctly a forward  stride 
towards  the  goal  aimed  at. . . . Ostensibly  directed 
against  the  Spanish  Government,,  these  demonstrations 
a re  really and  truly  directed  against  the  Catholic 
Church.” Why?  Because  the  democracies  of  the 
world believe that  the  Catholic  Church  stands  for  the 

suppression of freedom in thought.  In  what  Catholic 
countries do Protestants have the  freedom  in  religious 
observances  that  the  Catholics  have in England? 

There  are  certain  questions of fact  which  must  be 
dealt  with.  The  Madrid  correspondent of the  “Daily 
Telegraph,”  Seiior Romeo, who is to  be  tried  by  court- 
martial,  has  sent a disingenuous  despatch  defending 
Ferrer’s  trial  as  being  quite in order.  Seiior  Romeo 
has  stated  that  he  has  welcomed a court-martial  trial 
as he  would  thus  have  an  unbiassed  tribunal.  This 
may be evidence that  the  civil  tribunals  in  Spain  are 
worse  than  courts-martial ; but  Señor  Ferrer  was  tried 
on a much  graver  charge  before a civil .tribunal,  and 
was  acquitted.  The “ Daily  Telegraph’s ” correspon- 
dent  also  has  suggested  that  there  has been no  popular 
outbreak in Spain.  This  statement is manifestly  un- 
true. The  suppressed  feeling of Spain  has  been voiced 
by  Seiior  Moret,  the  Liberal  leader,  who  has  now  taken 
over  the  reins of office. When  we  remember  the  Press 
and  letter  censorship  in  Spain,  the  appalling  illiteracy 
of the  population,  the  shocking  state of the  means of 
inter-communication,  we  can  easily  believe  that  the 
Spanish  people  are  as  yet  unaware of Ferrer’s  execu- 
tion.  Most references to it in the  Spanish  Press  have 
been  rigidly  censored,  while  no  report of Ferrer’s  trial 
has  come to hand.  On,  the  whole,  this  Madrid tele- 
gram  has  every  sign of having  been  concocted  for use 
as  an  exhibit  in the  depositions of Señior Romeo’s 
court-martial. 

The  “Catholic  Times ” is more  cautious  in  its  com- 
ments  than  its  contemporaries, as w i l l  be seen  from 
the  following  passage : “We think  that  the  Spanish 
Government  were  not well advised in refusing  Ferrer a 
trial of the  ordinary  kind  before a jury,  in  subjecting  the 
reports of the  proceedings  to a strict  censorship,  and 
in refusing  the  petition  for  the  commutation of the. death 
sentence.” All the  points  are well put;  but  the 
“Catholic  Times ” invokes  the  Red  Terror as an  ex-  
planation of the  outburst of anger  against  the  Catholics. 
“The  Anarchists, it cannot  be  disguised,  have got a 
strong  grip  on  Europe.  What  care  they  for  Ferrer  or 
for  Spain?  Their  object is to crush  Christianity.” 
Once  more,  Christianity  is  taken as the  emblem of 
Catholicism.  Catholicism has little  hope of intellectual 
survival,  unless  the  Catholic  hierarchy  abandon  their 
claim of authority in spiritual  matters.  It  is a tem- 
poral  age,  and  how  Catholics  can  buttress  themselves 
up  with  “The  Rosary  Crusade : An Association  for  the 
relief of the  Holy  Souls in Purgatory ” in these 
days is most difficult to comprehend.  The  Catholic 
papers  complain  that  the  London  Press is dominated  by 
anti-Catholicism.  Yet,  the  shocking  Vatican  scandals, 
widely  published on  the  Continent,  have  been  withheld 
from  the  knowledge of the  British  public, a circum- 
stance  which  does  not  bear  out  this  particular  Catholic 
complaint. 

Even  after  a  cool  deliberation,  one  must  express 
astonishment at  the  universality of the  pro-Ferrer  move- 
ment.  It is the  first  sign of international  .feeling  among 
the peoples of the  world.  Education  and  rapid  inter- 
communication  are  doing  their  work in breaking  down 
the  artificial  barriers,  upon  which  are perched the  capi- 
talists  and  the  theocrats,  between  the  peoples.  The 
world is advancing  under  the  waving banner of Liberty, 
Fraternity  and  Equality.  The  execution of Ferrer  re- 
echoed  the  slogan  cry of 1789 throughout  the  civilised 
world.  The  permanence of the  feeling is equally  very 
signficant.  This  has  been  no  nine  days’  wonder.  The 
cry of execration  has  shaken  Spain  and  the  Catholic 
Church to their  foundations.  There  cannot  be a doubt 
that Catholicism, which  was  showing  more  vitality  than 
rival  creeds  under  the  steady  wearing  away of scientific 
research,  has received a severe  check.  The  King’s 
flirtation  with  the  Catholic  Church,  which  was  verging 
on a breach of the  Coronation  oath, is hardly  likely  to 
continue  The  King  can  do  nothing  more  perilous  to 
his  dynasty  than  to  force  another  English  Princess, as 
Queen Ena  was  forced, to change  Protestantism  for 
Catholicism  as  the  price of the  Portuguese  throne. 
Ferrler is dead ; but  many  princes  and  priests will curse 
those  who  slew  him,  for  it  brought  the  people  into  the 
streets, C, H. NORMAN. 
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Art and Taxation. 
By Walter Shaw Sparow. 

(Author of “The English House,” “The British Home of To-day,” 
“ Hints on House Furnishing,” etc.) 

AT a time  when El  Doradoes  for  taxation  are as difficult 
to reach as  the  North Pole, i t  is. odd that no attention 
should  be  given to  the  untaxed  injustice  that  attends all 
profitable trading  in expired patents  and  copyrights. 

What  is a copyright? And why  should it  be  taxed 
when it suffers  legal death  and  yet  leaves  marketable 
property to be exploited by tradesmen? 

The first  question  is  very  hard to  answer  reasonably, 
because  the  laws  of  copyright  are illogical, and  do 
harm  to all  who  with thought and skill  invent  books,, 
pictures,  music,  designs,  and  mechanical  contrivances. 
These  good  things--one  and all-represent  property, 
personal to their  makers,  without  whose  genius they 
could not  exist a t  all, to dignify life and  to  fructify in 
business and employment. Yet  the  State  not only 
declines to  regard ‘them- as personal  property,  but  with 
grudging laws. fixes varying  terms of years  to  the privi- 
lege of trade  enjoyment which inventors  and  artists  are 
allowed to keep in the  breadwinning  value of their 
achievements. Though  that privilege differs in the case 
of books and  engravings, and of pictures  and patents, 
the principle  is  ever the  same ; namely, that invention 
is a  form of Socialism, and should  belong to anybody 
and everybody after a legalised  spell of protection. So 
the word “copyright ” is in no  way an admission  by 
the  law  that a writer’s  books,  for  example,  belong to 
him entirely,  like  his  tables  and  his  chairs : it  means 
nothing  more than the sole and exclusive  libèrty of 
multiplying copies, of his  books  during a fixed period of 
time,  for  the  author’s life and seven years  after  his 
death,  or  f,or a period of forty-two years from. the  date 
of first  publication,  whichever  term  shall  be the longer. 
So, then, “ Old Father Antic the  Law ” grants you leave 
to control  your awn book-property for a short while, 
recognising that even  authors  and  their families must 
have some chance of paying their rents,  rates,  taxes, 
food, and school-bills. For a while then  they  can be 
of use to themselves ; after  that  their benefactions must 
be socialistic. How this  law  operates may be seen in 
the following  tale : 

I t  is fifty-two years ago since  two brothers, A. and 
B., became  craftsmen. A. designed and made all the 
furniture required for  his home, and bequeathed  it by 
will to his  eldest  son. He died last  year,  and  his  son, 
now  thirty-two,  has  made a will leaving that  furniture 
to his own  eldest  boy,  who a t  present is a  lad of eight. 
Plainly,  then,  the old furniture  belongs  to  the family, 
and may  be  handed  on from father to son  for  any 
length of time. As to B., he  wrote a book. At first 
it  was a failure,  but  little by little it won success, till a t  
last it earned  for him in royalties a small income- 
about £IO each quarter.  But  the  author died,  leaving 
a widow in the  grip of poverty,  and, in the  routine  of 
legalised  injustice,  the  copyright of his  book lapsed. 
Then  several  publishers a t  the same moment issued 
cheap editions,  and not one  farthing did the widow 
receive. Her husband’s  work no longer  remained in 
the  family, but belonged to  the  predatory  booming of 
cheap  trades. Books,  then, however good, even 
although  they  mean  Shakespeares  and Miltons, are 
inferior as property  to  frying-pans  and  footstools,  or 
bureaus  and  bedsteads. 

Why in the world should that be so? Why should a 
widow starve while tradesmen  gamble in her  husband’s 
work? And why should the  dead men of genius, by 
competing in the market with the help of unfair con- 
ditions,  be a s  blacklegs to  our  own  contemporary 
inventors?  For  royalties--out of which the  living 
must make  shift  to live-increase the cost price of 
marketable  wares, while lapsed copyrights of saleable 
work lessen that price and become predatory  foes to 
inventors  and  artists of to-day. I t  is monstrous that 
our  dead  poets,  paying no  royalties,  should  drive  our 
living  poets to suicide. Why should the public  buy 

l 

their  Davidson  for  six  shillings  when  they can  get a 
complete  Tennyson  for a tester?  When a man cannot 
live by doing useful and  beautiful  work,  he suffers two 
deaths,  foc  his  spirit  dies Iong before  his heart  stops 
beating. And again,  what is posthumous Fame but 
the  repentance of mankind  for old sins of cruel negli- 
gence  fatal  to someone great? 

I have  said in several of my books,  and I repeat  it 
here, that  the  State  having declined to  protect  invented 
property by greatly  extending  the  term of copyright, 
ought  certainly to charge. fixed royalties on all  expired 
patents  and  copyrights,  the  proceeds to be colleted 
into a National  Fund  for  the  encouragement of the  arts 
and  crafts.  Those royalties, of course,  should be such 
as  the living act,  and get, so that old work may not be 
subsidised by the  State to the  injury of new  produc- 
tions. It is  a crime  against  the  present  and  the  future 
that the  greatness of former  times  should  cripple  the 
genius of to-day by having  granted to it  unfair  advan- 
tages in market competition. 

Another  example?  Well,  several  great  painters of 
Queen  Victoria’s  reign died from  sheer  poverty  and 
heart-break,  like  John  Sell  Cotman,  whose  most  beau- 
tiful  water-colour-Greta  Bridge-was sold for  less 
than ten,  shillings,. A t  the  present time the commercial 
value of Cotman’s  work rises higher and higher,  but 
who  benefits,? The painter’s  descendants?  Certainly 
not. All copyrights  have expired long ago. I t  is  the 
auctioneer that profits ; and  the art-speculator  also. 
They are  the legal  legatees of a  triumph which came  to 
Cotman posthumously. How pitiful i t  is that a man 
of genius,  having failed to  support  his family  while 
alive, should not  be allowed after  death  to  retrieve  his 
unmerited failure as  a parent ! 

Far too  often,  I  fear, Modern, Justice has one eye 
bandaged, and  Parliament  coaxes  her  to believe that 
the blind side  is  the  more useful to her  and us. 

Here we have  Ruskin,  for  example,  dead  but a few 
years, and yet  for some time  his  books have  been  free 
to a  sordid  rivalry  between the cheapjacks of trade. 
To say that  the public  benefits by such  rivalry is 
absurd ; for  it implies,  in these  days of Free Libraries,, 
that  our democracy cannot afford to read  borrowed 
books. Besides, the country  is  not  yet so poor that 
readers  cannot  give a fair price for  that which they 
wish to read. If we were a race of paupers,  Iiving  in 
the  .almshouse called Socialism,  expired copyrights  and 
patents would inflict little if any  harm  on  the.  living, 
because all classes  alike would be  equal in their sub- 
missive want of ambition ; but since money is  essential 
in an  age of wealth  and  competitive progress, why 
should the  speculators of trade  be  singled  out by the 
State  as  the best  legatees  for lapsed copyrights  and 
patents?  Why should an  artist’s wife and  children be 
less deserving  than  his  publisher or his  picture- 
dealer ? 

It is  impossible to  give a satisfactory answer  to 
these  questions.  Whatever  Laws may say  or do,  works 
of art  and invention are property  far  more  intimately 
personal than  are inherited lands  and  chattels.  The 
least that Modern  Justice  should do is to use her  one 
eye with  some judgment ; and this  she  can  do in the 
following ways : 

I .  By demanding  royalties  for  the State  on all ex- 
pired rights. 

2. By taxing  the  receipts on  all old works of a r t  sold 
at auctions  and elsewhere for  trade ; and 

3. By using all the money thus  obtained  to  advance 
the  progress of modern  work. 

Then “the simple great  ones  gone ” will help to 
support  their  successors,  instead of being  the  petted 
slaves of gambling tradesmen, who would value 
Shakespeare at  a penny  if  they  could earn half that 
sum  for themselves. 

DELlClOUS COFFEE 

RED WHITE & BLUE 
For Breakfast & after Dlnner. 
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The Real Triumph of the 
Militants. 

THROUGHOUT the discussions  in THE NEW AGE and 
elsewhere as to whether “the  Vote ” has  or  has  not 
been brought nearer by the Militants-whether indeed 
they  have not delayed it-it seems  not  to  have  occurred 
to any of the  disputants  as  quite likely that  the Mili- 
tants  are  less concerned with  getting  the  vote than 
with  getting women to want  it ; and  not only to  want 
it,  but  to  want  to  work  for  it,  to  want  to  fight  for  it, 
to want t o  die  for it. Better  far,  they may be  thinking, 
to have five thousand  women in revolt  against  the 
degradation of  disfranchisement  than five millions who 
have received the vote as nice, good children receive 
chocolates. 

If this  should  be  their position,  then it will be  seen 
that they  play a game of “heads I win,  tails you lose,” 
for if the vote  be  granted  it is manifestly  their  victory ; 
on the  other  hand, so long as  i t   is  refused  their ranks 
a r e  being recruited  by  daily  increasing  numbers and 
their coffers filled to overflowing by a daily  increasing 
volume of subscriptions. The new adherents, too, 
include large numbers of deserters  from  the  other 
parties-in particular, of course,  from  the  Women’s 
Liberal  Associations, which in all the  great centres. of 
population are  constantly  being  agitated painfully by 
the  arrests  or maltreatment of women whose departure 
from  their  ranks  is still  freshly  felt.  Reading  through 
some  reports of Women’s Liberal Associations which 
fell accidentally  into my hands, I was  amused a t  one 
Hon. Sec. pro tem. who after describing how  certain 
nice  Liberal  gentlemen had condescended to come and 
tell them  what they ought to do,  went on to  say  quite 
pathetically that very little else  had been done,  because 
so. many  members, including all the more active spirits, 
had  gone over  to  the  Women’s. Social and Political 
Union ! Another  Association “ suspended ” itself until 
such  time as  Women’s  Franchise should be  enacted. 
0thers have become quite  moribund through  constant 
desertions..  Even  many of those Liberal women who 
remain faithful to their old party  do, so because they 
have a hazy  notion that  Mr. Asquith has promised to 
introduce a Bill to do something for them.  But 
presently  comes  the  death of another Session-possibly 
of another  Parliament--and still  no  vote ; nothing  but 
the usual “explanation.”  Does  anyone  suppose  that 
even  these pathetically faithful  ones will not  remember 
a certain fierce shout of “DeedsI  not words. ! Deeds 
not words ! ” ? Are  not  many of them-all those of 
any  spirit at all-likely to see their error  and feel 
humiliated to  think that they  have  lingered so long 
among  the simple, confiding lambs  instead of being 
with  the  militant wolves, whose  teeth are only kept 
from  the  Premier’s  throat by armies of police, swarms 
of detectives, and  the  expenditure of over £100,000 per 
annum ? Already indeed they are  beginning  to feel 
this,  and  the  resignation of Mrs. Osler, Miss  Southall, 
and  others of the  most influential  Liberal  women  in 
Birmingham  is  but  one  evidence of the  fresh landslide 
which has set in now that it  is  clear  there will be no 
Reform Bill, and therefore  no  hypothetical  amendment. 

Had  the  Government been clever enough to abolish 
the political disqualification of women as soon as  it 
came  into office, things would have  gone  on much in 
the old  sweet way-Liberal women voting for  Liberal 
men, Tory women for  Tory men, Labour women for 
Labour men. There would have been no Women’s 
Party. W e  should have  had  Lady  Betty  Balfour,  Mrs. 
Chamberlain,  Mrs.  Asquith,  Mrs. Gladstone, Mrs. 
Ramsay Macdonald, and so on ; and in the  face of all 
this  paraphernalia of male  politicians,  supported by 
their  wives and their sisters  and  their  cousins  and  their 
aunts, we should have  had  the  little .W.S. P. U. carry- 
ing on  street-corner meetings and gallantly  struggling 
under  almost  insuperable difficulties to educate  little 
local groups of women up to  the  point of influencing 
Municipal and  Parliamentary  elections in behalf of the 
common interests of womenhood. But  there would 
have been no great  Women’s  Party, with whole floors 

of offices, hundreds of officers, thousands of active 
workers,  and  hundreds of thousands of adherents ; 
there would have been no  meetings of 7,000 or  8,000 
women literally  representative of every class in the 
community,  and by pennies, shillings,  sovereigns,  bank 
notes and cheques raising £3,000 in a n  evening. 

I have seen  something of how this money is raised. 
I have seen women, relatives of my own, fling  down 
the  paper  after  reading  some  caddish  gibe by Lloyd 
George  or  John  Burns,  and go straight to see  what 
jewellery they  had  left that  might  be sold and  the 
proceeds sent  to  Clement’s  Inn. That is. the spirit 
which the  militants  have created, the  spirit which 
replies to  words by deeds, to  threats by actions, to 
refusals by renewed demands. 

This  is  as it  should be ! The  Women’s movement- 
like all  the  great movements which have ever  refreshed 
and  invigorated  this old earth--comes to  bring  not 
peace but a sword,  comes to! scorch apathy with the 
fierce flame of thought,  to  inspire  the  translation of the 
thought  into  yet fiercer  action.  None would contend 
that  to  give a vote could save a soul ; yet  who will 
deny that in a  passion  for  the  enfranchisement of a sex, 
as of a race,  may lie salvation  for  many  souls? The 
great  work,  then,  the  great  triumph, of the  militants 
is that they  have  created and  are  yet  building  up a 
great  party  through  that  passion, sacrifice and  daring 
action  in which all great  parties  have  their  source. 

The longer the  vote  is  withheld  the  better  organised, 
the  better disciplined, the  more efficient becomes the 
force which is to make.  use of  it when it does come. 

Let us  pray,  then,  that a fatuously blind Government 
may continue its  present  course, a course  for which 
women have so many  reasons  to feel deeply grateful.. 
Think, foc instance, how humiliating if self-sufficient 
males of the  Masterman and Austen  Chamberlain  and 
Ramsay Macdonald  type  had been able to pose as the 
liberators  and benefactors of those  dear,  good  Liberal 
and  Unionist  and  Labour women to whom the vote had 
been graciously accorded by an indulgent  male  House 
of Commons--in some political mood corresponding to 
the domestic mood in which the  traditional  bonnet  is 
secured.  Never would women have  heard  the  last of 
this splendid action ; never would they have been 
allowed to do anything with  their votes except  to  keep 
sending  these  same men back  again  and  again in order 
to show  their gratitude.  Think how long  the  workmen 
were in bond to  the  Whigs,  yet  they  had  made some- 
thing  like a  fight for  their vote. What,  then, would 
have  been the  case of the women had  they received 
their vote with  no more effort than the  amiable public 
resolutiions, pretty domestic  and  social wiles, and 
nauseous  wirepulling and  intriguing  into which the 
older  movement  had  gradually sunk at  the time  this 
Ministry was  taking office? 

No, that would have been not success  but failure. 
The  triumph of the  Militants  is  that they have  roused 
the  sleeping  spirit of womanhood to  resentment against 
the humiliation of disfranchisement and  to determina- 
tion  in revolt at  any cost  of  suffering or sickness, 
cruelty, ridicule, or abuse. S .  D. SHALLARD. 

FERRER’S FUNERAL HYMN. 
(From the Spanish of Macias  el Segundo”) 

Now let the  iron  enter in the soul, 
And the red blood run redder for revolt, 
And the good God release the  ravening bolt 

To break  the cloud  above the capitol. 
NOW add a Son of Morning  to  the roll 

Of many martyrs who loved morning  light 
And opened  windows to the  stars by night, 

And taught  the children wisdom from the scroll, 

Ferrer is dead, who fearless lived and died, 
And not a church to sing his  funeral song  : 

But  on  the Rood  within,  what is that  cry? 

And calls, “ How  long, oh Lord, how long? 
“ Hast  thou  forsaken  me ; Eloi, Eloi? ” 

There  Christ  again  this  day  is crucified, 

JOHN LAZARUS. 
*See Libertas : October 11th 1909. 
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A n  Awakening. 
(A Conversation à propos the famous Steinheil 

Affair .) 
“PERHAPS you will recall,  monsieur  l’avocat,  that I was 
accused of being  the  assassin.” 

“Yes. I remember at  the  time  it  created  a  great 
stir.” 

“Well,  it  is  about  getting  justice  that I want to  talk 
with  you.” 

“Bu t  you are entirely  out  of  the  affair ; your  alibi 
was  made official. SO far  as  you  are  concerned,  it  is 
the  end of the  scandal.” 

“Not  quite,  monsieur,  for I have  just been attacked 
scandalously  in  the official act of accusation.” 

“ Impossible, for  it  was  proven you were  away all 
summer.” 

“Nevertheless,  it  is  true.  It  could  not  be  denied 
that I was,  far  from  Paris  the  night of the crime, so 
they have been  forced reluctantly, it would seem, to 
loosen  their  grip ‘on me as the  assassin  anId  instead 
resort  to  calling  me  an  adventurer  and  one  who fre- 
quents  suspect  places. I t  seems  somehow they cannot 
conceal  theIr  disappointment  that I did not  commit  the 
crime.” 

“ I t  is a n  affair  full of mystery.” 
“But,  monsieur  l’avocat,  I am an  honourable  citizen. 

“There is  nothing  to  do. People in time will forget 

“Then I shall  cry  out in the  court  for  justice.” 
“You will not  get  the  chance. To intervene  you 

must  have  someone  to  protect you and someone to  plead, 
and. you say you have  no  money.  Moreover,  such  inter- 
ference will make a bad  impression  on  the  court,  and 
there is a possibility  that,  in  revenge,  they will force 
you to  pay  the  cost of the  intervention.” 

’‘ But  surely  one  may defend himself. I will appeal 
to  Monsieur le President ! I will call  the  police as 
witness  that  the  accusation  is  untrue ! ” 

I want  to  protest  against  these  defamatory  phrases.” 

them.” 

‘‘ You will get  put in  gaol.” 
‘(Then  I will, appeal to the  people  for justice.” 
“You  are a. stranger,  and  I  warn you that you may 

be put  out of the  country.” 
“But  what  about  justice?  The  trial is to be in  the 

Palais  ‘de JUSTICE.” 
“ You will pardon  me if I  speak  frankly. You are 

an idealist,  and  still have some  droll ideas. There  is 
no  such  thing  as  justice.” 

“Then why  do  they  call it a PALAIS DE JUSTICE, and 
why are  judges  paid  large  salaries? ” 

i 
I 

“Simply  because  law  courts  are a relic of the  Age of 
Ideals,  which  has  gone  by,  Law  courts,  when  under- 
stood,  are  simply  Courts of Expediency a t  their  best, 
and  at  their  worst  are  simply a band of politicians, mho 
have  dune  something  for  their  party.  They  know 
nothing  about  justice in the  abstract, as does  no  one, 
and  care  less. As judges  are  put  there by the  ruling 
classes  they are  true  to  their kind, and maintain their 
prejudices. Through law courts  the  governing  classes 
simply  have  another  and  more  subtle  way  to  govern. 
The  fact  already is leaking  out,  and  explains  why  there 
is a rising  tide  among  the  working  classes  against  this 
manufactured  justice.  It  is  inexpedient  for  judges  to 
be just,  for  justice  brought  into  play would dissolve  the 
present  social  system,  with  the  result  that t h e  repre- 
sentatives of the  propertied classes \vould lose their 
jobs. I t  would be virtually suicide.  This  is  why 
powerful  supporters of the  present social system  can 
commit  unnamed  crimes  against humanity and  go un- 
punished,  while if a starving  man  takes a loaf of bread 
it is  called an  attack  on  property,  and  the  man  is 
imprisloned  for  two  years. If justice  were  real  it would 
take  into  account  circumstances,  and would be abso- 
lutlely free  instead of being  prohibitive  to  the  poor. 
That  courts of justice  are  only  courts. o f  expediency 
was shown recently  in  Spain,  for  Ferrer was making i t  
too hot  for  the  governing  classes,  with  their  inevitable 
capitalist  and  church  allies,  and  it  was decided that it 
was inexpedient  that he should  continue.” 

“ I will cry  out  then  against  this  injustice ! ” 
“If  an  Emile  Zola,  perhaps,  but  you  are  not  powerful 

enough.  You will be crucified with  the  other 
thousands  who  have  attacked  the  system.  Crucifixion 
is  uncomfortable,  monsieur ; it  is  better  to  suffer  in 
silence.” 

“You  are a lawyer  and a rationalist.” 
“Yes,  and justice, monsieur,  is  an  Utopian  dream.” 

F. H. BURLINGIIAM (ex-assassin). 

The Many and the Few. 
By W. Teignmouth h Shore. 

OF all the many  amazing  puzzles  that  present  them- 
selves to students of our present social  system  this  is 
the  most  astounding,  that  the  many  submit  to  the 
government of the  few. How much  longer will the  rule 
,of the few for  the  advantage of the  few  and  to  the 
detriment of the  many  continue?  It will last  just  as 
much  longer as the  many  permit  it  to  last,  for  the  few 
have  put  the  weapon of destruction  into  the hands of 
the  many. 

In  very  ancient  days,  when all men  were  equally 
ignorant,  it  was.  but  natural  that  might  should  be  the 
only right ; natural  that  the  one  strongest  and  bravest 
warrior  and  hunter  should  become  king ; natural  that 
when  brains  came  into  fashion  the  right of might 
should be  leavened  with  the  right of mind.  Religion 
came  to  the  assistance of the brainy man without 
muscles,  priestcraft  began as it  still  remains,  the 
handmaid of tyranny  and  the  prop of the  ancient  régime. 
Until  quite recent days  the  vast  majority of men and 
women could not  read  or  write ; their knowledge of 
life was circumscribed ; it  was  but  natural  that  they 
should take  things  as  they  were,  grumbling maybe, but 
not  actively rebellious save  when  the shoe pinched  very 
sorely, when  they would kick a bit. So far  the  great 
revolutions have  been  the  upheavals of minorities  burn- 
ing  with  zeal  and led  by zealots, of which  our  Puritan 
revolution is perhaps  the  most  striking  example. Also, 
since  arms of precision  have  come  into  being,  and 
since  the  creation of standing  armies  has  made so great 
the  difference in skill and  power  between  the profes- 
sional  and  the  amateur  soldier,  armed rebellion has 
become  practically  hopeless. 

But  the  few, by the  manipulations of party 
politics  and by the  innate  conservative reverence of 
Englishmen  for  the  things  that  are, really rest  their 
security  not  upon  their  power,  which  has  ceased  to 
exist,  but  upon  the  fact  that  the  many  are  ignorant of 
the  power  that  the  few  have  transferred  to  them. 

Figures  are  not  needed  to  prove  that  the  few  do  rule 
the  many,  and do rule  them  abominably  badly ; it  is 
no  part of my purpose  to  set  forth  how  badly.  What 
are  called  the  two  great  Parties-the  Conservatives  and 
the Liberals-do turn  about  to  rule  the  roast,  and 
each party  is led by the  nose by the small clique  which 
is at  the  heart of things.  The  country is ruled  by  the 
minority  for  the  advantage of the minority, yet,  with 
colossal  impudence  or in stupendous  ignorance of what 
they  were  doing,  the  minority  have  handed  over  to  the 
majority--the few to  the many-the vote,  the  power  to 
‘dictate who  shall  rule  and how. Perhaps  the  few  knew 
that  the horny-handed monster  was a stupid  beast, 
who was gentle  or  who  only  growled  and showed his 
teeth  occasionally  because  he was ignorant of the 
strength  he  possessed. 

To put  it  simply.  The  working  men,  and by working 
men  I  mean  all  those  who  must  work with brain  or 
body, or  both,  to  earn  a  living,  know  that they are 
helpless  before  their  masters, unless they combine. 
Equally  helpless will the  few  be  when  once  working  men 
combine politically a n d   s a y  “ W e  are  the  .majority, we 
will rule,  we will govern  for  the benefit of the  many, 
including  the  few.”  The  troubles  are  two : first,  that 
the  underdog  has  not  yet  realised  that  just as soon as 
he chooses  to  do so he  can  become  top  dog ; second, 
that  the  many  are  split  up into various parties, Con- 
servatives,  Liberals,  Socialists,  and SO forth,  and 
divided  they  fall, also, we  have too many  leaders. 
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What   the  world of labour  is  looking  for  is a leader  who 
will Lead, who will show  to  his  fellows  the  powers,  they 
possess, who will make  them  see  upon’  how  many  all- 
important  questions of social politics  they are  agreed, 
how  they  are  really  one  upon  essential  matters,  and 
that  the  first  thing  to  do is to  take  up  their  powers- 
take  over  the  rule  from  the  few-reorganise  the  govern- 
ment of the  oountry so as  to  secure justice for  the 
many. After  that  has  been  done, if need  be, we’ll split 
up  again  into  parties,  perhaps, 

Open Letter to Sir Conan Doyle. 
DEAR SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE,--Not so very  long 
ago I read  your  eloquent defence of a n  alleged  mutilator 
of cattle ; to-day I have  perused  your  equally  eloquent 
indictment of mutilators of men. You will, I am  con- 
vinced, succeed  in  your new crusade as you succeeded 
before, and  i t  is because of this  conviction  that I want 
to   ask  you, a r e  you  doing  the  best  possible  work  in 
devoting  your  time  and  energies to the  Congo?  Might 
you not  write a book  and  call  it  “The  Crime of 
London ” and  have  both  covers  blotted  with  black? 
Somewhere I read  you  thought of “ Hell  upon  Earth ” 

as a title,  but of course  the  magnitude of that  book 
daunted  you  because “The Crime of the  Congo ” would 
only be one of its  shortest  chapters. 

You say YOU are  “convinced  the  reason  why  public 
opinion  has  not  been  more  sensitive  upon  the  question 
of the  Congo  Free  State is that the terrible  story  has 
not  been  brought  thoroughly  home to the  people.”  This 
is so true as to  be tribe, and  better  said  by a greater 
than  you  about a greater  crime  than  blackens  Congo’ : 
“Consider  whether . . . . luxury  would be desired  by 
any of us if we  saw  clearly at our  sides  the  suffering 
which  accompanies  it  in  the  world. . . . The  cruellest 
man  living  could  not sit at his  feast  unless  he sat 
blindfold.” 

I a m  troubled  by  some  qualms  about  your  “Imperial- 
ism,”  but I hope  there is really  no  doubt  that  you  have 
righteously  put  this  behind  you  in  the  preparation of 
your  pamphlet,  that  you  would  have  written  exactly  the 
same worlds had  Britain  been  Belgium  and  Belgium 
Britain. If we  are  to  credit you with  common  honesty 
we  must  assume so much. 

Your  facts  are, I believe,  quite  true,  but  I  think 
your conclusions  are  wrong. You exaggerate  when 
you  talk  about  “the  greatest  crime in all  history.”  The 
Belgians  have  done  badly,  but  no  worse  than we ,did  in 
Queensland when it  was  Northern  New  South  Wales 
Have you ever  heard of the  sport  of  “blackbirding,” 
flushing .a “nigger ” from a cane  brake  and  running  him 
to death  with  dogs  and  men in full cry?  I t   was a 
favourite  Sunday  pastime  once  in  the  Australian  back 
blocks.  Have  you  ever  heard of “dispersing  the 
tribes,”  herding  several  hundred “ niggers ” into  a 
valley for corroboree,  stationing  men  with rifles round, 
and then sending  in  the  black  trackers  with  toma- 
hawks?  None  ever  left  the  valley, men and  women 
were  hacked  into  shapeless  masses of quivering flesh, 
children  impaled  on  fire  sharpened  stakes,  and  the  ser- 
geant of police reported  to  headquarters : “on  -day 
of I  found  the  tribe  assembled  and ,dis- 
persed  them.” 

Had  Belgium  possessed a fleet of Dreadnoughts  then 
[and  dared use them)  she  would  have  wrested  Australia 
from us, as pou  now  want to wrest  the  Congo  from 
her,  But  would  that  have been right? Give  Belgium 
a chance to set  her house in  order as we had.  She  is 
at last  rid, at any  rate  in  the  Congo, of that  incubus of 
iniquity,  Leopold  (much  red  rubber  he  has  vainly 
lavished to  assuage  the  pains of his hell), and  she  has 
her  reformers,  her  Vandervelde,  and  her  Father  Ver- 
meersch. 

The  horrors of your  details  are sufficiently harrowing 
to us, but I had  quaintly  illustrated  this  morning  their 
effect o n  the  native  mind.  While I was  in  my  bath  I 
heard  chuckles of delight  from  my  black  boy,  who I 
found  had  discovered  your  book  in  my  dressing  room. 
I asked  him “ W h y  you go laugh? ” Pointing to. your 
frontispiece  he  said,  “This  boy be bad teef man  (thief) 
chief go catch he, chop he foot and he hand.” No, I 

explained,  “some  white  men do so.” “ He say so ? ” 
my  boy  enquired,  and  when I said  he  did,  burst out 
“ He lie. White  man  no fit do, so. H e  teef man, chief 
catch he. I  know,  Oh ! Oh ! White  man no fit do so 
at all,”  which, as he  comes  from  nearer  the  Niger  than 
the  Congo  and  only  knows  British  rule,  is a gratifying 
tribute  to our advance  since  the  days of “ blackbirding ” 
and “ tribe  dispersal.’’ 

Now last  year  this boy was  living  with  me  in 
Chiswick,  and  sometimes  passed  through a rather 
slummy  street,  quite  an  innocuous  slum as you, and I 
understand  slums,  but he always  held  his  nostrlls  and 
ran  through,  and  the  dirt  and  degradation  horrified  him, 
and  i t  really  was  quite  an  innocuous  slum as you  and 
I,  sir,  understand  slums.  What a n  eloquent  “Crime of 
London ” my boy would,  write if he  were  Sir  Arthur 
Conan  Doyle. 

You see,  it is all  in  the  point of view  and  we  who 
know,  know  that  the poor’ wretches in, Congo  do  not 
suffer as we  should  suffer  in  their places. They  have 
been  used to inhuman  monsters  and  the  change  from 
black  monsters to white  is  only  incidental. 

Of course,  this does not mitigate  the  responsibility 
of Belgium,  but  after  all,  Belgium  and  the  Belgians  are 
more  important  than  Congo  and  the  Congolese,  and if 
we do  Belgium’s  work  in  reforming  Congo  what 
happens to Belgium? Let the  Belgian  reformers  rouse 
the  Belgian  conscience  in  the  matter. 

And  for us, let us see to it  that  our  hands  are  clean 
and  our  own  national conscience void of offence, and  so 
let our help to Congo  reform  be  the  showing of a bright 
light of good  example.--1  am, My dear  Sir  Arthur 
Conan Doyle, Yours faithfully, 

A MAN IN THE STREET. 

TO LEOPOLD. 
Hast found  th0 secret, friend, what gold can do? 
Since thirty silver pieces Jesus slew; 
A thousand thirty pieces, then, would  buy 
A thousand  thousand souls to crucify. 

Hast laid up treasure,  friend, that ne’er shall rust? 
Their  hands,  their feet offended . . . . they are dust 
(Man  lives  a little while, and  rots away) 
The gotten gold endures . . . . but where are  they? 

* * *  

E. H. VISIAK. 

Harvest Thanksgiving. 
TO-DAY we make, a s  it were,  a  feast,  when we decorate 
our chapel  with  flowers  and  fruits  and  other symbols of 
the  wealth of the  earth,  the  bounty of Nature  to  man, 
and  bid  ourselves  rejoice in that  wealth  and  that  bounty 
--a purely  human  and  wholesome  thing  to do. When 
we  look upon the  sheaves of corn  we  cannot  fail  to  be 
transported  with  the vision of the  plentiful  harvest fields 
they suggest : the  beauty of everything  round US 
enchants us ; and  .added  to  the  thought of beauty  is  the 
thought of use:-of the  noble  strength  and  energy  which 
men will derive  from  the feast that  Nature  sets  before 
them, and of joy that is inseparable  from  the  wise  use 
of abundance. 

This  feast of Nature  is  spread  for all, and  all  are 
invited  to  the  feast  or  festival  that we are  holding 
to-day.  The common sentiment of Christianity, of 
mankind,  bids. us hold this  feast,  and we are  obeying 
that  sediment.   But  stay,   are  there  any  further  rules 
we  ought  to  observe?  Did  the  founder of Christianity 
lay down  any  principles  for  his  followers in: this,  matter 
of feasting? I find in the  gospel  that  we  are  told  not 
to  invite  our  friends,  our  kinsmen,  or  our  rich  neigh- 
bours,  because  they  can bid us aga in .   We   a re  to  bid 
“ the  poor,  the  maimed,  the  lame,  the  blind.” 

This counsel causes me sincere  distress. I have  not 
the  heart  to g o  into  the  highways  and  byways of our 
city  and  bid  the  casual  labourers,  the unemployed and 
unemployables, and  their wives and  children  to  come in  
here  and  say  that  they  are  glad  at  this  harvest-time t,o 
think of the  wealth of which they shall  receive  for  their 
part  but  the  very  smallest  share. How can I go forth 
and  cry : “ Ho, all  ye  children  without boots and  shoes 
and  proper  clothing ; Ho, all  ye  mothers  without suffi- 
cient  food  for  yourselves  and  your  families ; Ho, all ye 
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casual  labourers  and  loafers,  come  in  here  and  thank 
God  for  that  which  ye will never  eat ! ” There  are at 
this  day  in  England  thirteen million people,  young  and 
old,  who are  at   any  moment liable to go begging  or 
looking in vain  for  their  next meal. Surely  then  the 
words of Jesus have a claim, upon the serious  attention 
of the  Christian  Churches  in  England  at  this  time, 
which are  celebrating  their  harvest  festivals.  What  of 
these  thirteen million “poor  and  maimed  and  lame  and 
blind ” whom  the  Churches  are  to bid to  their  feast? 

Now if we  trust  certain  great  authorities  upon eco- 
nomic science we  shall  believe  that  poverty  is  inevitable 
and ineradicable in  the  midst of us. We have  been 
told  by men who formed the  best  judgment they were 
able  to  form  that  the  riches of the  harvest fields can 
never be plentiful  enough  to  afford  for  all a plentiful 
share-that .some people  must  inevitably go short. If 
this  were  the  case  I need not say  that I should  have 
very  little to  do  with a harvest  festival.  However well 
off I might  be  myself, if I thought  that  there  were  not 
shares  enough  to go round, and  that  the  larger  my 
share  within reason the  smaller  many  other  shares  must 
needs  he,  the  very  last  place  in  which YOU would find 
me  (I  hope) would be  in a chapel,  thanking  God  for 
what I had  got  and  what  others  had  not  got ! Yet 
this  doctrine  has  been  ,held f’or fact by Christians,  who 
have  taught or been  taught  by  political  economists  that 
it  was  no  use  any  working  man’s  trying  to raise his 
wages  except  at  the  cost of some fellow working  man, 
and by Christians  who  have allowed Malthus  to con- 
vince  them  that population is  always  growing  much 
faster  than  wealth  grows, so that  there is not  enough 
food  and  clothing  and fire, etc.,  for  all,  and  some  folk 
are  bound. therefore  always  to go short.  This  doctrine, 
strange  to .say, instead of making  the  rich  declare, 
“Very well, then ; if there  is not enough  for all, we will 
make what  there  is go round as   far   as  possible,” 
simply  made  them  say, “ W e  have got  what  we  have 
got,   and we will stick  to  it  all  the  tighter  since  there 
must be people  who  cannot  have  anything.” 

Now both the  doctrine of the  limited  wage  fund  and 
the  doctrine  that  population  always  grows  faster  than 
the  dinner upon Nature’s  table have been exploded  and 
exist no, longer,  except  it  may  be  in  here  and  there a 
backward mind. The  doctrine of the  wage  fund  is a 
rather difficult item of political  economy,  and so I will 
say  no  more  about  it. As for  the  doctrine  that  the 
fields cannot  be  made  to  grow  wheat  or beef fast 
enough  for  the  increase of population, the  best  refuta- 
tion of that  that  I know of is  to  be  found in Kropot- 
kin’s “ Fields,  Factories,  and  Workshops,”  which  you 
can  buy  for sixpence. 

Kropotkin  and  other  investigators  have told us  that  
if we apply  in  our fields and  factories a certain  measure 
more of work  and  intelligence,  the  harvest of things 
grown  in fields and  made in factories will be  increased 
enormously out of proportion  to  the  labour  employed, 
so enormously as to  set  the  spectre of starvation  many 
generations  ahead of .us, if not out of sight  altogether. 
Now this means that  every child that is, born, if it  be 
set in the  fulness, of time  to  proper  labour, will be  able 
to  cultivate or manufacture  far  more of certain  goods 
of the  earth  than  are needed for  its  own  use.  In  fact, 
if labour were properly employed on  this  earth,  we 
should  have  more  than  enough  for  all of everything 
needed, we should  have a ,superfluity.  Thus  every  little 
child  that  is  born  is  indeed  at  present a mouth  to he fed, 
but  by  and  by i t  will become a worker,  and if it  were 
set  to  work wisely and well everybody  would  be  the 
richer  for  its  presence in the world. 

W e  find, however, that  there  are  thirteen  millions 
who  have  not  enough, who have  far  from  enough.  How 
do we account  for  these? W e  find, t o ,  that  every 
year  in  the fields a vast  quantity of vegetables  and  of 
fruit  is allowed to  be wasted because nobody will buy, 
although, thirteen  millions go hungry ; and  we find our 
factories of clothing  and  other  useful  things  getting so 
choked  up  with  their  manufactures  every now and then 
that  there  is a glut,  and  the  work  people are stopped 
working,  and  yet  .at  the  same  time  this  glut  takes,  place 
there are  thirteen million people  who are  going  naked 

or  otherwise  unprotected €or want of those  very 
manufactures. 

What  an  absurd condition of things  is  this then- 
abundance  lying  wasting  or  unpurchased  in fields and 
factories  and  thirteen millions pining  for  lack of what 
that  very  abundance  would  supply ! Do not  the  facts 
suggest  that  not  Nature  is at fault,  but  man  with  his 
arrangements,  his  distribution of Nature’s  bounty 
among  his  society? 

This  is  the  condition of England  at  the  present 
moment,  this  is  what  is  going  on  around us while  we 
are  attempting  to  throw  some  heart  into  our  harvest 
festival.  I  leave you to think  for  yourselves  what  the 
destitution of thirteen millions, may  mean  in  terms of 
physical  and  moral  degradation, of avoidable  misery,  of 
national undoing. 

Now w e  have  lately  had a Royal  Commission 
inquiring  into  the  causes of poverty  in  the  midst of us, 
and  one of the  mast valuable findings of the  Commis- 
sion  is  the  judgment  that  the  greatest  cause of poverty 
is casual  labour. A man  who  is a casual  labourer is 
subject to irregular  habits of work,  and a man  subject 
to  irregular  habits of work  is  liable to lose  the  habit of 
working  altogether,  and at the ,same time he will suffer 
from  the  want of wages  which  work  can  bring, so that 
he will be neither  fed  nor  clothed  properly,  and he  will 
lose  his  physical  stamina as a man  even  faster  perhaps 
than  he  loses  his  moral  stamina,  ultimately  becoming 
what  is  called an unemployable.  This  is  the  history 
of a man  who  makes  far  less  wealth  than  even  he 
himself needs,  and  far  less  than himself and  his  wife 
and  his  family need ; and  this  man’s  condition,  the 
Commissioners  say,  is  far  more  often  than  not  brought 
about by the  condition of his  labour, by the  fact  that 
his labour is casual  labour.  Therefore,  the  Commis- 
sioners go on  to  say,  the  great  task  lies  before  this 
country of minimising and as far as possible  putting  an 
end to  casual  labour.  And  the  means of accomplishing 
this  task  are  many,  one,  for  instance,  being  labour 
exchanges,  and  another  technical schools, at which 
boys  and  girls  shall  be  educated at  least five hours a 
day between the  ages of 13 and 18. 

Let us  realise  the  fact,  then,  that  our  country, if it 
is going  to  do well for itself,  is  going to, set up in the 
immediate future  labour  exchanges  and  technical 
schools, so as to, diminish  among us (the  latter  method 
being by far  the  more  important)  the  number of men 
and  women  who  are too ignorant  to  be  employed  at 
anything  but  casual  and  unskilful  tasks. 

This  education will cost  England money, and  to be 
sure  taxes will have to be  increased. An endeavour 
is  being  made by the  present  Government to tax 
sources of wealth  that  really  belong  to  the people, since 
the  people  have  made  the  wealth  and  not  those  who 
are  now  the  individual  appropriators of it. I have  in 
my own  mind  not two thoughts  about  the  Budget as far 
as .regards  the  land  taxes  and  the  subject of unearned 
increment.  The  value of land,  and  particularly  the un- 
earned  in,crement, as much of that  value  is  called,  is a 
value  made  not  by  individuals  but by the  whole  nation, 
and  it  is  part of the  harvest  of  wealth  which  ought  to 
be  distributed  to  all‘  through  the  channels of old age 
pensions, education,  and  other  public  services. I say 
that  all  wisdom,  and  all  reverence,  and  all  true  religion 
urge  upon  us  to  invite  “the  poor,  the  maimed,  the 
lame,  the blind ” to  the  feast  which  the  nation  provides 
every  year of its  multitude  and  vigour,  and I say  that 
any  Government is doing a religilous  work  which  tries 
to  draw  away a little of the  superfluity of the f’ew to 
administer  to  the  necessities of the  many  who  are  poor, 
and  to  the  necessities of the  nation  which  has suffered 
from  the  great  canker of poverty  and of ignorance 
which c a u s e  poverty  too  long. 

In this  way,  then,  to-day, by trying  to  bring  together 
thoughts as wise  and  just as I  could  make  or find them 
concerning  the  duty  that  lies  before us, the  immediate 
social  ,duty,  and  the immediate means of fulfilling that 
duty, I have  tried  to  carry  out  the  precept  which  applies 
to  harvest  thanksgiving  peculiarly : “ W h e n  thou 
makest a feast  bid  the  poor,  the  maimed,  the  lame,  the 
blind.”  Is. it  not  self-evident  that  the  best  Christian  is 
the  wisest and best citizen? HOLBEIN BAGMAN. 
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Books and Persons, 
(AN OCCASIONAL CAUSERIE.) 

I DID not  imagine,  when I wrote lately with a certain 
pessimism  ,about  the influence of advertising  on  the 
journalistic  criticism of the  arts,  that  so  striking  an 
illustration a s  the “ Westminster  Gazette ” case would 
so soon  burst  from  the  womb of time. But  one  never 
knows.  Many  newspapers, if not  most, would have 
tried  secretly  to  placate  the  outraged  majesty of Mr. 
George  Edwardes. I know of at  least  one  instance in 
which a London  daily  (evening,  penny)  joined  it5  critic 
in a private  repast of humble  pie  in  order  to  assuage 
the  preposterous  anger of a man  who  had  money  to, 
spend on  advertising.  The  “Westminster  Gazette,” of 
course,  knew  better,  and  the  only  immediate  result of 
the  altercation  is  that  Mr.  George  Edwardes  shines  not. 
For  although  he  is  undoubtedly  a  man of gifts,  the  gift 
of conducting a public  scrap  to  his  own  advantage  is 
not  among  them. I feel  sorry  for  Mr.  George 
Edwardes. I t  would be too much  to  expect  that a 
person of his  type of intelligence  should  not,  having 
regard  to  his  astonishing  success  in life, genuinely  and 
solemnly consider himself to  be a great  man. And 
many  fairly  clever people were ready to  accept him’, 
and did indeed  accept  him, as in  some  mysterious, 
wonderful  way a great  man. And now  he  has  pricked- 
his  own  balloon  and  proved himself little, He  has  also, 
which is  perhaps more grave,  planted in the minds of 
the  perspicuous a suspicion that  he  is  violently  jealous 
of the  Savoy  Theatre. A truly  great man would have 
simply  withdrawn  his  advertisements  from  the  “West- 
minster  Gazette ” and  said  naught.  But  Mr.  George 
Edwardes could not  deny himself the  too  costly  luxury 
of a haughty  epistle  to  the “ Westminster.” * x - *  

The  immediate  result  on  dramatic  criticism,  is  appa- 
rently nil. But  there  must  be  an  ultimate  result.  Will 
Mr. George  Edwardes  invite  the “ Westminster 
Gazette ” to his  next  production? If not, will the 
“Westminster ” sit  down  and tell its  public  that  owing 
to  circumstances  over  which  it  has  insufficient  control, 
it  cannot  give  the full news of the  day? And if the 
“Westminster ” is  after  all  invited  to  the  august  spec- 
tacle, will its  critic  be  able  to keep his  criticism  free 
from self-consciousness ? And what will be  the  effect 
on  other  papers?  Are  they  trembling  together at the 
thunder of the  tempest  on  Sinai?  Are  they  preparing 
to  kiss  the brandished rod ? Or  will they be brave? 
Well, a capitalist is seldom brave,  and  nearly  the  whole 
of  the  London  Press  is  grossly  and even greasily 
capitalistic. It is  significant  that  only  one  London 
daily (if I am  not  mistaken)  has  stood by its  contem- 
porary.:  the ‘‘ Times.”  And,  unless  appearances  are 
deceptive,  the  witty  defiance  in  the  “Times ” was  writ- 
ten by the  president ,of the  Society of Dramatic  Critics. 
W h a t  is’ this  Society  going  to  do? If i t  wishes  to 
justify  its  existence  it  ought  to do something  very  clever 
and  very effective. * * *  

Some  day  some  bright  person will s tar t   an  organ of 
opinion  without .advertisements. I t  would have  to  be 
small,  and it could not be the  last word of cheapness. 
It could  not have a large  circulation,  but if it   was 
adequately  done  it  would  have  an  influential  circulation. 
The  law of libel would of course  still  exist,  but  ingenuity 
combined  with  honesty will always  laugh  at a law of 
libel even SO powerfully clumsy a s  ours. * * *  

The  latest  artistic  press  is  the “ Riccardi.”  Mr. 
Herbert P. Horne  has designed a new  fount of type 
for it. If this  fount  is  better  than  Mr.  Horne’s 
“Florence”  fount,  it  is  very  excellent.  The  prices of 
the  Riccardi  books  run  from five shillings, which is 
cheap,  and  the  announced  authors include Boccaccio, 
Matthew  Arnold, Solomon, and  Marcus  Aurelius Anto- 
ninus.  The  three  latter  authors  are  to  be  illustrated  by 
coloured  reproductions of water  colour  drawings by Mr. 
W. Russell  Flint, who according  to  the  prospectus  is 
“an  ar t is t  of the  first  rank.” I am  glad to hear  it,  for 
I admit I should  not  have  guessed  Mr.  Flint’s  rank 
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from  the  rough  black-and-white  reproductions offered 
in the  prospectus.  In  design  and  in  sentiment  these 
illustrations,  would  have  presented  themselves to me a s  
not  issuing  from  an  artist of the  first  rank.  But  I  shall 
reserve  my  opinion.  The  press  work of the  Riccardi 
books is in the  hands of Mr. C. T. Jacobi.  This is 
sufficient. But I think  the  prospectus  should  have 
stated who is  responsible  for  the  design of the  page, 
the relation between  the  text  and  the  illustrations,  and 
the  general  ‘(building ” of the  books. If these  matters 
are  under  the  control of Mr.  Horne,  fastidious  book 
lovers will be  reassured.  But fine type will not  alone 
make a fine book,  and  inapposite  illustrations  may  mar 
.a fine book. I find it  dificult  to  conceive  that  the  idea 
of coloured  illustrations (showing a  certain  loose 
romanticism)  tu  Marcus  Aurelius will quite  appeal to 
the  fastidious  book  lover. I wish  merely  to  express a 
vague  apprehension.  My  attitude  to  the  Riccardi  Press 
is  frankly  sympathetic. JACOB TONSON. 

BOOK OF‘ THE \VEEK. 
Decadent Philosophy.* 

Wer Wissenschaft und Kunst besitzt, 
Hat auch Religion ; 
Wer jene beide nicht besitzt, 
Der habe Religion. 

GOETHE : “ Sprüche in Reimen.” 
[Whoever possesses art  and science also possesses religion. 

whoever does not possess them  should possess religion.] 
THIS is a really  clever  book,  which  must  not  be  re- 
viewed in the  usual  way, viz.; by the  reviewer’s’  letting 
his  own  light  shine to the  disadvantage of the  author. 
It  merits a more complete analysis. 

The first  part of the  work  is a refutation of Prag- 
matism. The  problem  is  reduced  to a dilemma : Either 
the  pragmatic  method (of judging  ideas  and  theories 
from  their  results,  from  their  “cash  value,” as James 
says,  and  not from their  objective  value)  is  the  same as 
the scientific  method, ; and  in  such a’ case of what  use  is 
it to  start a new philosophy ? or  it  is not  the  same,  and 
does  not  agree  with  the scientific method, and  then it 
is not scientific. 

Now as there  can  be  no  doubt as to  the  existence 
of a pragmatic  philosophy  (one need  only note  the 
formidable  literature  on  the  subject),  Pragmatism  is 
something  not scientific. What  is  it,  then?  It  consists 
in  this : reducing  philosophy  in  general  to  ethical philo- 
sophy, in subordinating  philosophy  to  moral  purposes. 
Pragmatism  means  a  return  to  the  age of scholasticism : 
Philosophia, ancilla theologize, said  the  Middle  Ages ; 
Philosophia, ancilla ethicae, says  Pragmatism--Philo- 
sophy  is  a  servant in both  cases. 

The  fallacy  on  which  Pragmatism  rests is exposed  on 
pp. 26-37, The  pragmatic  paradox  has been expressed 
several  times  since scholasticism : by  Pascal (“ Le  coeur 
a ses raisons que la raison  ne  connait  pas ”) ; by 
Rousseau, who, taught  his  pupil  always  to  use  the 
criterion of “useful,”  and  asked  the  pragmatic  question, 
“ A  quoi  cela est-il bon?” ; by Kant,  who  sets  the  claims 
of “practical  reason ” above  those of “pure  reason,” 
i.e.,  always  submitting  objective  truth  to  moral  postu- 
lates .or requirements. 

The  second  part of the book will perhaps.  be of 
greater  interest  to  the  general public. If Pragmatism 
is so weak philosophically, why has it so, many follow- 
ers?  Pragmatism  must be explained as a special 
product of modern civilisation or modern preoccupa- 
tions, which are, more widely developed  in  America  than 
elsewhere,  hence  the  fact  that  Pragmatism  is  in a 
thriving  condition  in  America especially. 

In  these  degenerate  days of democratic  mentality, 
philosophic  ideas are no  longer  discussed  only  among 
the intellectual élite, but  by  every  Tom,  Dick,  and 
Harry.  The  natural result is  that  philosophy  is  no 
longer  free to express  truths  which  might  be  danger- 
ous for the  masses  (pp. 98-104). Philosophy must 
express only useful, moral, pragmatic  truth,  even 

* G Anti-Pragmatisme.” Examen des ,droits respectifs de 
l’Aristocratic intellectuelle et de la Democratic sociale. Par 
Albert Schinz. (Alcan. 5 fr.) 

______- 
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should  truth  lie  in  an  opposite  direction-truth  must  be 
good,  useful.  Pragmatism is nothing  but  this  adul- 
terated  philosophy : Philosophy  sold to  stupidity. 
Two  beliefs  are  necessary  in  ages  like  ours : belief in 
free-will to. stimulate  energies ; and belief in  God’s 
moral  government of the  world, so as to  restrain  man 
from.  the Religion of success.  Pragmatism will fight 
any  philosophy,  any  science,  any  idea  that  goes  against 
these  two  fundamental  doctrines. 

The  third  part of Mr.  Schinz’s  book  develops  this 
thesis : Pragmatism  ought to triumph  because  it  is not 
true,  because  truth is not  amiable,  truth  is  discouraging 
from the  moral  point of view. Thus  i t   is  a “good 
work “ (to use a Salvation  Army  expression)  to  keep 
the  masses  away  from  objective  truth,  and  to  tell  them 
to  believe  in  something else. Pragmatism is good ; 
but  the  Pragmatists  are  deceiving  us  when  they  say 
that  Pragmatism  and  Philosophy  or  Science  agree ; 
they do not.  Pragmatists  are  right  when  they  advocate 
Pragmatism f’or the  masses ; but  they  are  wrong  when 
they  declare  that  Pragmatism  is  objective  truth.  There 
is only  one  way of straightening  matters  out : let us 
say  that   there  are  two  truths,   one  for  the  masses  and 
one  for  the  scholar.  This  attitude  would  be  wrong 
only if we philosophers were responsible for  the  fact 
that  the  real  truth  is  sad  and  bad ; but  we  are  not : 
and  therefore  we will show  our  humanity  by  telling 
people  to  believe  (in  James’s  words)  “that  which  it  is 
good for  them to believe.’’ 

Thus  far  the  argument of our  author.  Mr.  Schinz 
is undoubtedly  right  in  most  respects. His’ comparison 
of Pragmatism wit-h the  ancient  Scholasticism  is so true 
that it was  previously  conceded  by  James  himself,  who 
calls  his philosophy “ a  new  name  for  some old ways of 
thinking.”  And  Mr.  Schinz  is also right  about  the 
clever  manœuvring of the  Pragmatists, who wish to 
persuade us  that  their  teaching is scientific or  philo- 
sophic--which i t  is not. He is delightfully  right in his 
statement  that,  although  Pragmatism is not  true,  it 
would  be  pragmatic to, consider  it  as  such  and  to 
propagate  it as truth  for  the  masses. 

Mr.  Schinz, i t  will thus  be  seen, is a Machiavellian, 
which  means  that  he  is  an  honest  and  courageous  man. 
He  is  likewise  ,an  aristocrat,  which  means  that  he is a 
believer  in  the  true  saying of the  ancient  world : si duo 
idem  faciunt  non  est  idem.  He  is  likewise a French- 
man,  which  means  that  he  comes  from a country  where 
the  traditions of art   and  truth  have  not  yet   been 
dragged down to  the low level of the  Yankee  “cash 
value.’’ H e  is, too, a modern  man  in  the  best  sense 
of the  word ; and  this  is  proved  by  the  fact  that  he 
will-  not  be  guided  by mediaeval theological-or,  what 
is the  same  to us, mediaeval ethical  conceptions. 

Mr.  Schinz,  however,  still  considers  his own truth 
(the  objective  truth) as sad  and  bad.  In  this  he 
resembles  his  countryman  La  Rochefoucauld,  who,  with 
all his  deep  insight  into  human  nature,  was  inwardly 
somewhat  horrified  by  the  immorality of this  very 
human  nature  which  he  knew so well. Mr. Schinz  does 
not  even  think  he  ought to be  responsible  for  it.  It is, 
in my  opinion,  very  wrong of him to decline  the  respon- 
sibility  for a great  virtue. May I therefore  be  permit- 
ted  to  tell  him  that  this  declining of responsibility,  this 
prick of conscience, is the  last  tribute  which a noble 
and  hence  non-pragmatic  spirit is paying  to  the old 
idol ? J. M. KENNEDY. 

REVIEWS. 
The Glimpse. By Arnold Bennett. (Chapman and Hall.) 

Mr. Bennett  has  somewhere avowed himself a  man of 
forty.  Take  heart of grace,  ye Tyros, still  scouring 
the  deeps of inaccessible female  hearts  for  copy.  Fame 
lies  not  in  your  gyrations  around  these  mocking  sirens. 
Wait (and  work)  until  you have passed  forty.  Then, 
i f  you  have  paid  the  price in a thousand  efforts, if you 
have  lived  the  dog’s  life  and  the god’s life  and the life 
of a human  all  in  one,  the  which make up the  power 
of a literary  craftsman ; in  a  word, if you  have  the 
spirit of Mr.  Arnold  Bennett,  you may receive  the 
reward of the  Order of Artists-a glimpse of the 
mysteries. 
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Being a Presentment of India by  an Indian It draws a  picture 

its  eternal  patience,  its religious fervour, its passionate love. The book 
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by the neglect of such  a  warning. In the  circumstances  depicted  it 
and Britain’s  unseen peril in  India. If Britain  loses  India,  it will be 
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to save  Britain’s cause. 
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Withal,  it  unfolds  a  story  full of dramatic  interest  and  instinct  with 
Indian information which  could not be obtained from  any  other  source. 
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The  highest  point of inspiration  in  this  book  is 
reached,  we  think,  in  the  chapter called “Marion’s 
Thoughts.”  The  silent,  decorous,  unapproachable 
serving-maid sleeps in a chair by the  side  of a dead 
man.  He,  from,  the  spirit  plane,  sees her thoughts  in 
“shapes  more  complex  than  spheres,  shapes  showing 
design.”  There  is  nothing unlikely in  this  bit of 
writing.  The  thoughts of the  girl  are  just  such 
musings  as  we  do find in  the  minds of everyday,  kindly 
people. The  inspiration  we  mean  to  admire  is  the 
direct  reward of conscientious striving  after  literary 
expression  and  dramatic  form,  and  we  Tenture  to 
believe that no  more  delicate  device  exists  in  literature 
than  that by which  this  silent  woman’s  heart  is revealed. 
The  secret  chamber  is  swiftly  opened  and  swiftly  shut. 
No temptation  is  offered  to  pry  where  one  should 
not be  tempted  to  pry. W e  recognise  the common 
humanity of Marion;  the  maid,  and  pass  on.  It is not 
too little to hope henceforward that  there  may  gradually 
cease out of literature  much of the  boisterous, clinical 
scalpellation of the  secret  feelings of women by men 
writers.  The  great  Meredith,  himself, is not altogether 
guiltless of this  folly,  though  he  is  never  boisterous ; 
and even where  he  is  most  disagreeable,  he  does  not 
ever  sink  to  the  burrowing level of Tennyson  in a 
score of places.  There  are  good  moments in “The  
Glimpse ” ; we had nearly  written  that  it  was  all  one 
good moment.  But our personal  good  moments,  have 
to ,die  ‘on a laugh, .or a t  least a chuckle ; and  there  is 
tragedy in “The  Glimpse,”  hideous,  conventional 
tragedy.  The  young wife of Morrice  Loring  has  de- 
ceived him,  has  ceased  to love him, and  lacks  the  social 
courage  to  break  free  without lies. H e  discovers  the 
situation  through  an  accident.  In  the  shock  which 
succeeds,  he  passes  into a death-like  trance.  Inez, 
believing him dead,  and herself the  cause of his death, 
adds  fatal folly to  retrievable folly by drinking  poison. 
W e  loathe  the  glimpse of those  scorched,  raw  lips  beg- 
ging  for  the  last  kiss of forgiveness.  The  chapter 
entitled ‘‘Bond Street ” abounds  with  good moments. 
It is a perfect  curve of legitimate  humour  rounded 
about a smile.  The  smile  widens  gradually  with  every 
new  phrase  until, a t  the  last,  the  reader  feels  to  have 
expanded to  the  limits of cheerful  satire. The follow- 
ing  chapter, “ The  Malady   . as   g radual ly  ,effaces the 
smile. The  malady  is  “the  celebrated malady of exist- 
ence.”  Loring is unhappy,  though  seemingly  blest 
with  all  the  goods of life. Wealth  fame,  and a beauti- 
f u i  wife .are his. But  there  is a chapter  called “The  
Birth  and  Death of Love ” ; and  here we are  given  the 
key of the  tragedy.  It  had  begun  ere  wealth  and  fame 
might  have  saved.  Loring  speaks : 

“There \\-ere two  obstacles  to  my  happiness.  One 
was  that m y  work  was  summoning me. . . . The 
other  was  that I could net, from  lack  of  means,.  put 
Inez  into  the rich frame  which  her  instincts  and Indi- 
viduality demanded. . . . The perception of my con- 
cealed happiness  induced  unhappiness in her,  which  she 
also  concealed,  ineffectually. What  she  felt keenliest 
was the  constant  tugging of my work  against  the 
cords  that held me  to  her.  She could see  the  cords 
stretching.  The  grand passion continuied, a n  ever- 
renewed  source of Lethean rapture. , . . It  seemed 
as if nothing  could  impair  its  sovereign  spell  Yet  each 
day  it aged, if imperceptibly.” 

Inez  tries.  She  practises  the  piano  with a view to 
public appearance.  That  proves  hopeless.  She  becomes 
a Roman  Catholic,  “which is equivalent  to  saying  that 
she  became  an  ardent  Roman  Catholic. M y  attitude in 
this  picturesque  affair  was  one of benevolently-amused 
neutrality. . . . The religiosity \vas  only another 
instinctive effort to  gratify  inexpensively  her  appetite 
for  spectacular  pleasure-the  appetite I could  not 
gratify. I despised  her now.” 

It  is  the  modern  tragedy of a wife  who is foolish 
enough  to  give  up her work at  marriage.  Inez  was 
tolerable  enough  and  too  busy  for folly while she  was 
independent. A lover  arrives  upon  the  scene ; and  we 
shall  refrain  from  disclosing the surprising  development 
of  this  part of the  story.  It is, however,  not  the  story 
which is  most  remarkable in this  work. It  is Mr. 
Bennett ’S own  development. 

Inns, Ales, and Drinking Customs of Old 
England. By Frederick W. Hackwood. (Unwin. 10s. 6d 
net. ) 

Mr. Hackwood is  an  industrious  collector of facts. 
In  the  present  excellent  volume  he  presents  his  report 
of the  origin  and  worship of the  God of Alcohol, his 
temples  in  Inns,  Taverns,  Clubs’,  etc.,  his  vessels,  and 
his  feverish  and  insane  habits as expressed  in  social 
behaviour. In  sketching  the  development of this 
national  god  the  author  follows  no  definite  plan,  and 
each of his  thirty-four  chapters  may  therefore  be  refer- 
red  to  for a different set of records, so t o  speak. Thus 
the  biologist  may  turn to the  chapter on the  Genesis 
of Ales, though he will find no mention of that race of 
hard-drinkers,  the Jews ; the  religionist will doubtless 
find satisfaction in the  pot-wollopings of a beer-brewing 
Church,  and  the evolution of the  monastic  guest-house 
to  the mediaeval inn ; the  farce-writer will note  the  love 
of the  Rev.  Mr.  Stiggins  for  cheap  beer  and  the comely 
Alewife known as Mother  Louse (66) ; the sociologist 
will discover facts  on  “Early  Licensing,”  but of course 
no definite attempt  to  show  how  the idle rich  have 
monopolised  the  liquor traffic in  order  to  enslave the 
industrious  poor ; the  politician will look  in  vain  for 
records of the  drunken  habits of the  National Pot- 
House called  St,  Stephen’s ; while  the  artist  and  crafts- 
man will find much of interest in chapters  on  artistic 
sign-boards  and  drinking-vessels. As a general  anec- 
dotal  statement of facts-on the  lines of Timbs-con- 
cerning  England  getting  drunk,  and as a bird’s-eye 
view of the  whole  situation of drink-drenched  “Merrie 
England,”  upon  which “ M y  Lady  Nicotine ” rings 
down a quick  curtain,  the book is  altogether  praise- 
worthy.  Among  its  numerous  reproductions of draw- 
ings,  prints, and paintings  unfortunately  it  includes 
some  ugly  and out-of-place direct  photos,  while  it  does 
not  include  anything  by Rowlandson, that  caricaturist of 
the  Port-Wine Age. 
A Shuttlecock for Critics. By James J. Eaton. (Stock- 

There  are  three  facts  noticeable  about  Mr.  Eaton’s 
book of essays.  Ths  first  fact is that  Mr.  Eaton is 
anxious,  as  his  title  implies,  that  critics  shall  have a 
gay  time  smashing  him up. This  is a fact  for  critics 
who consider  that  Mr.  Eaton  is  worth  smashing up. 
The  second  fact  is  for  readers  who  are net critics,  and 
meets our view that Mr.  Eaton  has much to say, parti- 
cularly on  Stevenson  and  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  that is 
quite good. He  ha’s a pretty  wit,  and  he  is  perhaps 
the  most  ingenious  inventor of the  “faked ” quotation 
after,  we believe, the  author  who  wrote a book of 
essays  .and was honest  enough  to  preface i t  with  the 
biblical quotation,  “And  there is no  New  Thing  under 
the  Sun.”  The  third  fact  is  that  the  frontispiece  is 
wicked,  and  should  be  removed  with  all  convenience 
and  despatch. 
The Rose of Dauphiny. By Philip L. Stevenson. (Stanley 

Enfin?  queries  the  last  and  seventy-second  chapter 
of this  .swashbuckler  romance.  Shades of Stanley 

well. 2s. 

Paul. 6s.) 
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Weyman ! and  ongfang ! we exclaim as  we  emerge 
breathless  from  the  welter of court  scandal,  intrigue, 
the  host of royal  butchers,  blustering  d’Artagnans, dis- 
tressed  queens  and madamoiselles, and  other  more  or 
less  redoubtable,  versatile  and  historical  personages 
living  the  gilded  costume  drama life and  jabbering  in 
Wardour  Street early  English,  Dumas  eighteenth cen- 
tury  French,  and  other  blue  jargon.  Ongfang ! and 
we had  almost  added in the  concluding  words in 
Hamlet,  ‘‘the  rest  is silence.” But in  justice to  the 
author,  we  must  say  that  though thle adventures of the 
Sieur  de Roquelaire--with those of Henry of Navarre 
thrown  in--in  the  French  Wars of Religion, are hardly 
up to  the immortal musketeer standard,  they  make  capi- 
tal (dash-my-wig sort of reading. It  was a stroke of 
genius to give  the  hero of  such  adventures a respect- 
able name. “Mortdiable,”  it was. 

Psychological Origin and the Nature of Religion. 

Mr. Leuba  starts out with a prejudice against 
religion:. He treats religion as a subjective state of the 
mind, and resolutely  declines to connect it with any 
objective  reality. To this self-chosen limitation is 
probably  due  his  unfortunate  habit of arguing  from  his 
own experience  rather  than  from  that of the individual 
he is: dealing with. This is shown  in the duck  analogy 
(27), where  he  argues from. birds  to men’ and assumes 
other  men’s experiences. To the  same  doubtful  order 
of metaphysics  belong  the claims that  ghosts preceded 
gods (42), that  magic preceded religion (48), that  the 
emotions of fear  and  love  existed  before religion (81). 
The  latter claim is of course necessary to the  author’s 
belief in  the funk-theory of the  origin of religion. That 
is, he  admits  there  are  certain  phenomena which, act  on 
the  human, mind an’d  excite  the imagination. But how 
can be possibly say  that  the emotion of fear preceded 
the religious emotion in the  primitive mind  unless  he 
possesses that  mind?  In  short,  the  light thrown. by 
Mr. Leuba o n  the psychology of religion would seem to 
be consilderably dimmed by a sad lack of metaphysical 
insight. 
Troubled Waters. By Headon Hill. (Stanley  Paul. 6s.) 

If Mr.  Hill is  not  exactly a Gaboriau, if he  is  not 
even a Conan Doyle, nor a Maurice  Leblanc ; if his 
detectives ‘have neither  the  intuitive  genius of Monsieur 
Lecocq nor  the  deductive skill of Sherlock  Holmes ; if 
his criminals  have  not  the  extraordinary  subtlety  and 
resource of Arsene  Lupin  we do  not complain. Though 
his characters  are  absurdly  unreal  and  his  situations  are 
forced and improbable,  yet we do  not complain. W e  
feel. he  has mastered the  secret of writing  an ingenious 
detective  story  that compels interest till the  end,  and 
that  is  all  we really ask of such a .story. So it  does  not 
matter  that  his  present plot  is the prehistoric  one of 
changed babies, that  the moth-eaten sensations  are 
those of a mysterious  murder,  the  frantic efforts of the 
heavy gent--an imitation lord-to entrap  and  to 
cremate  the first walking  gent,  and  the discovery by the 
“ Labour  Member ” hero that he  is  the  real lord  resulting 
in  his starting “a  Trade Union for  Peers,”  whatever 
that may  mean. For,  after  all,  “Troubled  Waters ” is 
a book that you take up and  do  not lay  down again till 
you  have  read  it  from  cover to cover-glad to  get it 
over. 

By James H. Leuba. (Constable. IS.) 

DRAMA. 
Some Published Plays. 

The Duchess of Padua,  The Importance of Being Earnest,  Lady 
Windermere’s Fan, An Ideal  Husband, A Woman of No 
Importance, by Oscar Wilde (Methuen, 5s. each  net) ; The 
Tragedy of Nan, and other Plays, by John Masefield (Grant 
Richards, 3s. 6d. net) ; The Brother  Luiz de Sousa of Vis- 
count d e  Almeida Garrett,  translated by Edgar Prestage 
(Elkin- Matthews, 3s. net). 

IT bas  often been  said that  the English-speaking  public 
does  not  read  plays. This is ceasing  to be true,  and  it 
is becoming  clear that  the  era of the  printed play  is 
upon us,. Everyone  must welcome this  fact,  in  the 
interest of literature  and  the  drama alike. The pub- 
lished  play and  the repertory theatre go hand  in  band ; 
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it  is  the  function of the  one  to  educate  an  audience  for 
the  other. 

Of the  plays  before  us  only  one,  “The  Brother  Luiz 
de  Sousa,” is entirely  new  to  English  readers.  This 
tragedy  by  the  Portuguese  dramatist, Almeida Garrett 
(1799-1854) contains  some  scenes of great  power,  but 
the  translation is a little  lacking  in  simplicity.  It  is a 
play  of  Catholic  idealism,  intensely  national in spirit, 
and  in  the  original,  one  may well believe, a fine  piece  of 
literature. 

The  new  popular  edition of Oscar  Wilde’s  collected 
works  includes “Time Duchess of Padua ” and  the  four 
modern  comedies. T h e  price of these  plays is still  much 
too high-quite  disproportionately  high  when  compared 
with  that of Mr.  Shaw’s  work,  let us say,  or  Mr. Gals- 
worthy’s.  Clearly  Oscar  Wilde  has  been  exploited to 
the full. Considered as drama,  his modern comedies 
are  stagey  and  ephemeral.  Their  dialogue is marvel- 
lously  witty  and  polished,  and  they  abound  in  clever 
epigrams,  but  the  character  drawing is often  weak  to a 
degree.  Wilde’s  strength  lay  surely in the  extremes of 
tragedy  and  farce.  In  “The  Importance of Being 
Earnest ” he  succeeded.  The  play  is  farcical  through- 
out,  and  the  subject well suited  to  his  style.  Again,  in 
“ Salome,”  he  created a tragic  atmosphere of great 
beauty.  But in such  plays as “ A  Woman of No Im- 
portance ” and  “An  Ideal  Husband,”  popular  though 
they  were,  he  failed  deplorably. W e  have  scene  after 
scene of brilliant  writing,  usually  quite  irrelevant,  to  the 
plot,  and  then  we  are  suddenly  plunged  into  cheap 
sentimentality  and  insincere  emotionalism.  The  treat- 
ment of the main issue  in “A  Woman  of No Impor- 
tance ” (the  relation  between  Lord  Illingworth,  Mrs. 
Arbuthnot,  and  their  son  Gerald)  is  utterly  unworthy  of 
the  author of “The  Soul of Man.”  Mrs.  Arbuthnot’s 
cry  to  Gerald,  “Child of my  shame,  be  still  the  child 
of my  shame ! ” remains  unpardonable. 

“The  Duchess of Padua,”  published  for  the  first  time 
in  the  earlier  complete  edition, is of  course a very  early 
work.  Such  passages  as 

GUIDO : . . . . then let my lips 
Touch  the sweet lips  that  can  such  music make. 

DUCHESS : To  touch  my lips. is  not  to  touch my heart ; 

DUCHESS : You are my lord, 
o r  

And what I have  is yours, and  what I have  not 
Your  fancy  lends me, like  a prodigal 
Spending  its  wealth  on  what  is  nothing worth- 

show,  to  say  the  least,  strong  external influence. The 
play  has,  however,  some fine original  passages. 

Mr. John  Masefield’s  volume is of a very  different 
cast.  It  includes “ Nan,”  “The  Campden  Wonder,” 
and  “Mrs.  Harrison.”  Some of our  readers will 

up, my  white vlower done. And she  burst  out  a-laughing, 
a-laughing. And ’er  fell  back, my white vlower  done.  Gold 
’air  on  the pillow.  And blood.  Oh, blood.  Blood  of my girl. 
Blood of my vlower. 

Nan : In your  arms,  Gaffer? 
GAFFER : On my ’eart. My white vlower lay  on my ’eart. 

The  tide.  The tide. The  tide  coming up the  river. 
NAN : She was ’appy to  die so, Gaffer. Along of ’er true love. 

You ’ad the sweet of love -along of your vlower. But  them as 
’as the  sharp of love. Them  as never ’as no sweet. O I wish 
the  tide  was comin’ up over my  ’ed, I do. 

GAFFER: It be full moon to-night,  maidy. 
NAN:  Full moon. I t  come up misty.  And red. 
GAFFER : It was  red  on  the pillow. Then. 
NAN : Th0 harvest moon. 
GAFFER : There’ll  be a high  tide to-night. 
NAN : A high  tide. 
GAFFER:  For  some on us. 
NAN : Why for  some  on us, Gaffer? 
GAFFER:  The  tide be  comin’  for  some of us. 
NAN : For  you,  Gaffer? 
GAFFER : Ther’ve  come  no message  yet for me. But  the  tide 

be a’ comin’ for  some  on us. I t  ’ave someone every time. It 
’ad my vlower one time. O it  be a gallows  thing,  the  tide. 
First  there  be  the  mud  and  that.  Sand  banks.  Mud  banks. 
And the ’erons  fishing. Sand  in  the  river, before the  tide comes. 
Mud. The cows come out O’ pasture  to  drink.  They come on 
the  sand. Red cows. But they be afraid of the  tide. 

NAN : They ’aven’t no  grief,  the  beasts ’asn’t. Cropping in 
the meadows when  the  sun do.  zhine. 

GAFFER:  They be afraid of the tide.  First  there come 
a-wammerin’  and a-wammerin’.  Miles  away that  wammerin’ 
be. In  the sea. The  shipmen  do  cross theirselves.  And it 
come up. I t  come nearer. Wammerin’, Wammerin’. ’Ush it 
says. ’Ush  it says.  And there come a girt  wash of i t  over  the 
rock.  White. White.  Like a bird. Like a swan a-gettin’ up 
out of the pool. 

NAN: Bright  it goes. High.  High  up.  Flashing. 
GAFFER: And it  wammers  and  it  bubbles.  And  then it 

spreads.  It goes out  like  soldiers.  It go out  into a line. It 
cur l s   I t   cur l s   I t  go toppling  and  toppling. And on  it come. 
And on  it come. 

NAN : Fast.  Fast. A black line. And the foam all creamin’ 
cm it. 

GAFFER:  It be a snake.  A  snake.  A girt  water  snake  with 
its ’ed up. Swimming. On  it came. 

NAN: A bright crown  upon  it. And hungry. 
GAFFER:  With a rush.  With a roar. And its  claws  clutchin’ 

at you. Out  they go at  the sides, the  claws do. 
NAN:  The  claws of the  tide. 
GAFFER : Singing.  Singing.  And the sea a-roaring  after. O,  

it  takes them. They  stand  out  in  the  river. And it goes Over 
them. Over  them. One  roarin’  rush. 

NAN: Deep. Deep. Water  in  their eyes.  Over their  hair. 
And to-night i t  be  the  harvest  tide. 

The  dialogue  throughout  is  vivid  and  powerful.  Here 
are  the  atmosphere,  the  colouring, all the  haunting 
phrases of the  folklore of the West. The  repertory 
theatre  and  the  printed  play  are  opening  up  whole 
fields of new  possibilities. W e  must  not  be  content 
merely  with a National  Theatre ; it  must  restore a 
national  drama. ASHLEY DUKES. 

remember  the  production of “The  Campden  Wonder ” 

by the  Court  Theatre  in 1907, and  Mr.  Norman 
McKinnel’s fine acting in, the  part of John  Perry.  The Recent Music. 
story  is also given  in Mr. Andrew  Lang’s  “Historical In spite of the  expensive  discomfort of the  Queen’s 
Mysteries.’’  Both  the  little  play  and i t s  sequel,  ‘‘Mrs. Hall, the  excellent  programmes  of  the  Promenade 
Harrison,”  are  vastly  inferior to “The  Tragedy  of  Concerts  are  nearly  always  seductive  enough to draw 
Nan-’’  “Nan,”  like  Mr.  Masefield’s  other  work,  the  tired  man  within  its  hideous  walls.  During  the  last 
belongs to no “ school ” Or “movement*”  I t  is a fortnight  capital  performances  have  been  given of new 
Peasant  drama Of the West  Country,  dated 1810 but  in  works  by  British  and  foreign  composers.  The  inclu- 
reality  remote  from all considerations  of  time  and place. sion of new o r  unfamiliar  pieces is made principally, I 
The  dedication  is  to  Mr. W. B. Yeats,  and  indeed  am  sure,  by  way of experiment ; certainly  the perfor- 
“ Nan ” has  something in common  with  the  Irish mance of Some Symphonic  Sketches  by  Mr.  Chadwick, 
Peasant Plays. I t   has  all their beauty Of imagery in a  a Canadian  composer, a Concert  Overture  by  Mr.  Oskar 
simpler, more direct form. The passage  at  the  begin-  Borsdorf, a very  immature  Academy  student, a Prélude 
ning of Act l l l  where  the  final  tragedy  of  Nan’s  death  Symphonique  by  Caetani,  or  the  Danze  Piemontesi  by 
is foreshadowed, will illustrate  this : Sinigaglia,  could  not  be  counted as  having  contributed 

NAN : - * * Gaffer. How did  thy vlower die? seriously to the  progress of our  musical  culture. I was 
GAFFER : There  come a gold rider  in  the evening, maidy. 
NAN: You was by ’er, Gaffer? not  able  to  be  present  at  the  first  performance of “Two 
GAFFER : She look out of the window, my white vlower done. Sea-Pictures,”  by  Hubert  Bath,  but  I  have  the  highest 

She  said, “The tide.  The  tide.  The  tide  coming up the  river.” opinion of this  young  composer’s  best  work,  and I 
And a horn blew. The gold rider blew a horn.  And  she rose understand  these  pieces  were  characteristic.  Bath’s 

is tested with ink before it l 
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work  has all the wistful  gentleness  and the occasional 
brilliance of Chopin, but i t  can be even  more  boisterous 
at  times  than  the polonaises of the  temperamental Pole, 
and it  attains  a  more  exalted mysticism a t  serious 
moments  than Chopin  could  ever  have  understood. 
What  we hear  described as  the  Celtic glamour in the 
poetry of Yeats  and “A. E.” and  Fiona Macleod is 
frequently to be  felt  in Hubert  Bath’s  work,  and by 
reason of that special  quality  it  is  probably  unique in 
contemporary music. 

The “ Swanehvit ” music of Sibelius  should  not  have 
been performed. I t  has something  to  do  with a play, 
I believe ; but  it  was  a silly mistake  to do this “ inci- 
dental  music ” dished up  as a “New  Suite : first 
performance.” I t  requires a stage  setting  and all the 
movement and colour suggested in the programme 
notes. Here  and  there  one could imagine  what  was 
intended by the music, but  the satisfactory moments 
were  very rare  and evasive, and  therefore  most  annoy- 
ing.  Almost as disappointing  were  the “ Two  Dances 
(Danse  Sacrée  and  Danse  Profane)  for Harp and 
Orchestra ” of Debussy, which were  performed  for the 
first  time in London with orchestra.  They  are  charming 
pieces, and they  contain  no  appreciable  moral difference 
between the moods of “ sacred ” and  “profane,” which 
is delightful.  But they are chamber  music  pure  and 
simple, and should  only be performed in a  small  room 
with a few friends and incidental cigarettes.  The 
Queen’s  Hall  was  about as appropriate  as a football 
field. 

Far more  satisfactory  was  an Aria  from “L’Enfant 
Prodigue,” a work of Debussy’s  quite  early  days. It 
was painfully sung by a young man  with  a  very  tender 
voice, but  it  gave everybody  thrills. It contains  none 
of the iconoclasms which have made the  later  Debussy 
so famous,  and  the influence of Duparc,  and  perhaps 
D’Indy,  can be detected in its  phrasing  and  various 
other  details,  but  the beauty of the music  is superb  and 
the  maturity of its form  amazing.  In  his  teens 
Debussy  was  doing  what  the  best  Frenchmen  are only 
doing now. HERBERT HUGHES. 

CORRESPO ONDENCE. 
For the opinions expressed by Correspondents, the Editor docs not 
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the Editor and written on one side of the paper only, 
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“ T H E  NEW AGE,” SEX, AND SUFFRAGE. 
T O  THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW A G E . ”  

Whether  the  author of the  crass  attack  upon women in your 
last  number  intended to justify his  signature by hiding himself 
under  the  veil of anonymity  (in  a Socialist journal),  or whether 
he supposed  that  the violence of his  abuse  in place of argument 
would be mistaken for  “virility,”  is  probably best  known to  him- 
self. Perhaps  it  was  his  little joke. His  argument,  stripped of 
its  surrounding invective, would seem to be that  “women  have 
broken the law. Well,  let them suffer under  the  law.”  It is 
precisely his  line of reasoning which the Harmsworth and Pear- 
son newspaper trusts  use  to  justify  the  murder of Ferrer. “We 
have  a  law,  and  by  our  law  he  must die.” Surely he knows  that 
the  law-breakers  are  the  inevitable pioneers in  every  moral, 
material,  or  spiritual  advance ! His  argument would justify  any 
and  every  act of “repression ” on  the  part of the  governing and 
possessing  classes, and  has,  in  fact, been held  to  do so time  out 
of mind.  But  the  point  is  that  the women hold  that  the  adminis- 
trators of the  law,  in  this  instance,  break it, and they claim to 
be political offenders, and ask that  the  same  treatment be meted 
out  to  them  as is accorded to  the  favoured  drivers  and  maimers 
of cattle  in  Ireland.  They  have,  too,  questioned  the legality of 
the  forcible feeding. 

As to  the  eloquent  language  about “ She-curs flinging deadly 
missiles,” and  thus  “committlng  dastardly  crimes,” might I ask, 
apart  from  all  these  virile  hysterics, who, in  point of fact,  was 
hurt?  The  “virile”  creatures? Not one. They were irritated, 
no  doubt. Annoyed,  beyond question. Why, then, do these 
virile people  shriek out  about  “deadly missiles ” before they  are 
touched?  Who were the sufferers, the men or  the  women? Who 
were imprisoned, gagged, bound,  and  forcibly  fed? 

It is  a  pity  that so much  virility  has so little to say for itself 
when it comes to  facts 

And  then, of course,  the  virile  one flings the  taunt  at women 
about “ whimpering.”  Why, sir, there  was more trouble raised 
over an  Irishman’s  trousers  and  bare legs than ever we heard 

i 

over the gagging and feeding of women ! The way to  end  this, 
says  “Virilitas,” .is  to  “enforce  the  law.”  What zeal ! But  the 
same  sort of arguments  have been used on  other occasions-“ The 
resources of civilisation  are  not  exhausted,”  and  “Don’t  hesi- 
tate  to  shoot,” may be recalled, and  also  the  fruitful  result of 
such  a  “virile ’’ policy. I can well  imagine “Virilitas ” in  (say) a 
suburban smoking carriage,  using  those  virile  arguments  with 
great effect “to  end  this  nonsense,”  and  to  “put down ” such 
disturbers of the peace as  the  Kropotkines, Vera Figners, and 
Ferrers of our  day. 

And the. curious  point is that so many of these virile repressors 
profess the religion of One  in whom there  is  neither  male  nor 
female, bond  nor free. I t  is  really  upon  this ground-the ground 
of humanity-that we protest  against  the  prison  treatment of 
women, as  against  their exclusion  from the  franchise. 

J. DREW ROBERTS.  
* * * 

A NOTE ON “ L A  FOI.’’ 
TO THE EDITOR OF “THE N E W  AGE.” 

While I sympathise with Mr.  Talbot Cox’s conclusion (NEW 
AGE,  October 14), I cannot  accept  the  proofs  by which it is 
established. I want  to go to  the  rame place, but I prefer  to  take 
a  legitimate  road. I pass by the  extraordinary  quotation of Mr. 
Wells, of all people, as  the  daring  originator of a  metaphysical 
point of view first stated by Kant over 1OO years ago, and since 
familiar  to every man-jack of us  who has  ever  attended  a  class 
of philosophy. 

Mr. Cox’s position is  something of this Bind. Philosophy 
reduces all  matter to  mind;  the distinction between subject  and 
object  is  not  absolute.  This  being so, this  major claim having 
been  made, surely  you  will  allow me to  make  the  minor one, 
that  in one particular case, what  is generally  called subjective 
may  have  a  real existence. Property  is robbery ; therefore  the 
phrase, “my watch,”  is meaningless. Now, while  it  is  easy  to 
overturn  the  naïve  realism of the  plain  man,  it  is  not  permis- 
sible  to  pass  on  to Mr. Cox’s position.  He seems to  think  that 
if the  distinction between subject  and  object  vanishes (if the 
whole world is  ultimately  a  dream),  that  this acts as  a  kind of 
great  heat,  reducing  all  things  to  the same condition of fluidity 
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and  unreality, when one  can  quite  as  easily believe in the  reality 
of Yaouma’s  vision  as  in  that of the rock on which she  stood 
“And  the  rocks  shall melt in  the sun,” the sun in  this case  being 
poor  old  Bishop Berkeley. The  correct  metaphor  for  the  change 
produced by an  idealist view of reality  is  not  that of a flood 
which washes all  distinctions away, but a universal  rise of height 
which leaves them  all  as before. Though  the  world  is  suddenly 
raised IOO feet, the  minor  distinctions of height, such a s  sub- 
jective and objective, remain  the same. Though  the  point  that 
was IO feet  high  has become 110 feet, it  is  not  thereby  made 
equivalent  to a hill of 110, for  that itself has become 210 feet. 
Stated generally, this  means  that  general  questions  as  to  dis- 
tinctions between object  and  subject  do  not affect the  partial 
question  as  to  the  objectivity of visions  and tables. Though  the 
whole  world be a dream, the phrase  “objective existence ” applied 
to a table  still  has a distinctive  meaning. When I say  that  the 
table  is  real, I mean that if I followed up my purely  visual 
sensations, I should feel certain  other  sensations of touch, weight, 
etc. In  the  case of a ghostly  table, I should find nothing. An 
hallucination is merely one of these sensations  without the 
others : we see somethlng,  but  our vision is  not confined to  the 
other  qualities  which  make  up  our conception of the object. 
Now, this definition of objective existence is  quite  independent 
of any views as  to  whether  the  object  “exists  in itself ” or  is 
mere appearance  as  far  as  ultimate  reality  is concerned. Reality 
for  us  means a certain complexus of sensations. 
Yaouma’s conception of a  goddess.  involved the attributes 
of power, capacity  to work miracles, etc.  Unless 
these  also were experienced,  then  the  goddess was  not 
real, and  had no objective  existence.  When  you assert  that  the 
goddess Isis  is  real,  just  as  the  sunset  is, because you have ex- 
perienced it, then you  are giving an  entirely  sentimental  value 
to  the word real. A goddess that  is  real  in  the  sentimental sense 
is of no value  for  any  religious  synthesis,  and would have 
aroused no emotion  in  Yaouma. A god must be effective and 
powerful  to  be  real.  This  is  the test of all  the mystics. They 
fee l  a union  with a great power. But even to them,  the whole 
value of the  subjective feeling  lies in  the belief in the  objective 
result of the  greater power to  which they are  joined. A final 
question-when a man sees white  elephants on the ceiling, is  he 
a seer ; and  is  the  doctor  by  his  side a  specimen of  groping 
humanity  unworthy  to  obtain  such  “glimpses of reality ” ?  

T. E. Hulme. * * *  
ADVANCED  INCONSISTENCY. 

To  THE EDITOR OP “THE  NEW AGE.” 
It  is  curious  to  an observer to  watch  the  antics of the  “ad- 

vanced”  people  in  their  outlook  upon  current  controversial 
questions.  We  find Mr. Eden  Phillpotts, an avowed Socialist, 
taking  an  active  part  in an organisation whose primary  purpose 
is to  prop  up a discredited practice-vivisection. Then  Dr. 
Salter,  the  Socialist  and  Labour  Parliamentary  candidate for 
Bermondsey,  has acknowledged himself a supporter of vaccina- 
tion  and  an  enthusiastic vivisectionist, for which the  “Star ” 

says  he  personally  holds a  licence. I t  would  not  be difficult to 
find people who  would howl  for a war  who send subscriptions  to 
homes  for  lost  cats,  and so on.  Others  advocate flogging with 
a degree of viciousness  which is  quite five hundred per  cent. 
worse than  that  displayed by the poor old  tramps  and  starved, 
neglected hooligans placed on  the  earth  specially  to receive the 
floggings. You must  be well-fed  before  you can  display  any 
intense  emotion. In other moments, these  same good  people 
hold office in  bird-protection societies. The above phenomena 
are  quite common. I t  seems to  me,  though,  that  the  principle of 
the  “compensating  balance ” in Progress thus  displayed is 
just that  characteristic  that  mostly clogs reforms. The  mental 
processes which  produce  such  action  either  prove a  composiie 
mind-the effect of the “ wagon-load of ancestors ” of Tennyson- 
or  an  ill-balanced  mind.  Certainly,  there seems to be no objec- 
tive affinity  between th0  irresponsible  mutilation of dogs and  the 
science of good fellowship. Or between the  preservation of 
birds  and  the flogging of vagrants.  While men’s minds  are 
balanced  in  this  fashion, I do  not see, for the life of me, how they 
are  to  attain  their end-whether it  is Socialism or Vivisection, 
flogging o r  bird  preservation. I t  looks very much  like  lending 
twopence to  one person  and  promptly  borrowing  it off anonher. 
In  any case, the  “sum-total of human  happiness”  is not in- 
creased  by one jot. Progress in any direction will be in pro- 
portion  to men’s  consistency  in their  ideals. 

JAS. CHAPPELL 
* * * 

WANTED-A SOCIALIST  DAILY ! 
To THE EDITOR OF ‘THE NEW AGE.” 

There  is  something  lacking in the  Socialist Movement in  this 
kingdom which is quite  inexplicable. Although  Socialism is 
forging ahead at a rapid pace, there exists no Socialist daily 
paper.  This  is  an  unique  state of affairs amongst all  European 
countries.  For  example,  Italy  has five  Socialist dailies,  France 
three,  Belgium  six, Germany 65. Apart from  over 2,000,000 
trade  unionists affiliated to  the Labour Party,  there  are  at  least 
70,000 members of the recognised Socialist  organisations--S.D. F., 
Fabian Society, I.L.P. It is  therefore  obvious  that  there is 
ample  scope  for a sound  Socialist  daily newspaper, and I see 
no reason why such a national  organ  should not start with  a 
daily circulation of 250,000 To found such a paper  on a sound 
basis would cost  a large  sum of money, but  there would be little 
difficulty in  securing  it if £1 shares were issued,  payable  in four 
instalments of, say, 5s. each, over  a  period of nine  or twelve 
months. 
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I venture to suggest the following as a means of initiating 
the  formation of a company  with  the  object of establishing a 
Socialist  daily  paper :- 

( I )  That a national committee, consisting of seven prominent 
leaders,  be elected to secure  all  the necessary data  and  formulate 
the best scheme. 
(2) That  the  committee  shall be elected  by readers of the 

“Clarion,” “ THE NEW AGE,” “ Justice,”  and “ Labour  Leader,” 
sending me a postcard with his  or  her selection of seven names. 
The votes will  be  counted  and  scrutinised,  and  the seven with 
the largest  number of votes will  be asked if they  will  act. Should 
anyone refuse, the next with  the  largest  number of votes  will be 
asked to serve. The  names of the  committee will  then be 
published. 

(3) I shall  then  make  arrangements  for  the committee to meet. 
May I, therefore, urge everyone  who is  anxious  to see a 

British  Socialist newspaper established  to  send me their signed 
list of seven names  on a postcard. A united effort by all 
Socialists  would  result  in the  possession of the cheapest, 
simplest, and  most effective means of propaganda.  Your  duty, 
and I hope your  pleasure, will be  to  send me your  postcard  at 
once. A. E. WACHTER. 

Northenden,  Cheshire. 
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