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NOTES OF THE WEEK. 
THE Report  stage of the  Budget  was  concluded  on ~ 

Friday,  and  there  remains  for  the  Commons only the 
final  act  of  the  Third  Reading, which  should  be  carried 
this week. A decent  interval  for  the reflection recom- 
mended by Lord  Rosebery will be  permitted  the  Peers, 
and on November 22 the Second  Reading  of  the Bill 
will take  place in the  House of Lords. On the follow- 
ing  day,  after  an  adjournment of two  or  three  weeks, 
the  faithful  Commons will meet  to  consider  the  action 
of  the  House  of  Lords.  That is as  far  as we can 
see,  and as   far   as  anybody  can see. Absolutely  no- 
body knows  what  the  Lords will do, not  even  them- 
selves.  Nor do we think  that  any  previo,us  resolution 
will affect  the final decision,  which will largely  depend 
on  what  may be called the bounce. If the  moment  of 
decision  should synchronize  with a stir of public  opinion 
against  the  Budget,  the  Budget will be  rejected, and, if 
not,  not. The sequel  to  either  event  is  likewise  beyond 
calculation.  Vl’hether as a  result  the  Lords will find 
themselves  weakened  or  strengthened,  who  can  tell? 
In  these  days  there  is  no  open vision. * * *  

Mr.  Lloyd George  contributes  to  the  “Nation ” an 
article  on  the  Budget which is  both an apologia  and  a 
manifesto.  The only apologia we  find necessary is an 
explanation of the  myriad-mindedness of the  Budget. 
The principles  involved are  far  too  many  and  contra- 
dictory  to  entitle  its  author  to  the  rank of greatness 
among  Chancellors. And from  the  discussions of the 
super-tax  this week it  becomes c1,ear even, we sh,ould 
think,  to  Mr. Lloyd George  himself,  that  he would 
have been better  advised  to  accept  the  programme  of 
Socialist  taxation m d  to  have confined hims,el’f to  a 
steep  graduati,on of the  income  tax. As it  is,  the  land 
and licensing  taxes  are  both  onerous,  and for the  pre- 
sent unprofitable ; and  the  rest of the  taxes  are not 
new.  Moreover,  it  is  quite  possible that  the licensing 
taxes will serve as  a  cover  under  which the  land  taxes 
may  miss  their  merited  popularity.  Mr. Lloyd George 
has  made  the  cardinal  error of attacking  two powerful 
interests  simultaneously : an  error which strategists 
like  Napoleon  and  Gladstone  seldom or never  com- 
mitted. * * *  

As a  m.anifesto,  Mr.  Lloyd  Geo.rge’s  article is con- 
veniently  vague ; but we gather  from  it  three  principles 
of taxation  and  three  directions of expenditure. W e  
have  frequently  declared  that  Liberals  tax  like So- 
cialists,  but  they  do  not  spend  like  Socialists.  Let us 
see  wheth,er  Mr. Lloyd George  has  any  reply  to  the 
charge.  His  principles of taxation  are  (a)  to  tax in 
proportion  to  means ; (b)  to  tax  luxuries  and  not necessi- 
ties,  and  (c)  to  tax  monopolies.  Now  these  may  sound 
all  very  well  from  a  Liberal  platform, but  they do, not 
completely  satisfy  the  demands of Socialist  taxation. 
Wh.at  have we to do  with the  pettifogging  and  dema- 
gogic  distinctions  between  luxuries  and  necessities ? 
The necessities of the  cultured  are  oftentimes  regarded 
as luxuries by the  uncultured.  The  terms  are  ques- 
tion-begging  and  much  too  enshrouded in sentiment  to 
be pillars of fire by the  financial  night.  Again,  a 
taxation  of  monopolies which does  not  deliberately 
herald  a State  ownership of monopolies is no  integral 
part of  Socialist finance. Privately  controlled  monopolies 

in  our  opinion are  bad  even  though  they  provide 
golden eggs  for  the  State  to  share.  Instead of rob- 
bing  hen-roosts, a Socialist  Chancellor  would  set hirn- 
self to  buying hens. * * *  

Strangely  enough, Mr.  Lloyd  George,  while  disprov- 
ing  our  contention  that  Liberals  tax  like  Socialists 
further  disproves  our  charge  that  they  do  not  spend 
like  Socialists. Two  at  least of his  three  directions  of 
proposed  expenditure  are  sound  Socialist  statesman- 
ship. Regarding  (a)  the  avoi,dance  and  prevention of 
poverty, we are  naturally in complete  agreement ; 
though  it  must  be  remembered  that  the  abolition o f  
poverty is a t  best only negative  Socialism. The editoi-.s; 
o f  the  Minority  Report,  for  example, specifically define 
the  work  they  would  accomplish as no  more, than 
“cleaning up the  base of society.’’ Until  poverty  is 
abolished, in fact,  our  constructive  Socialist  proposals 
are necessarily a little  academic.  Mr.  Lloyd  George, 
however, is on  more solid ground in his  n,ext  two pro- 
posals ; (b)  the  development of the neglected  wealth  of 
England  (including,  let us  hope, the  greatest  and  most 
neglected  source of all,  namely,  health of body and 
mind)  and  (c)  the  communal  purchase of land.  This 
last, we hold,  is  indispensable  to any  radical  change  for 
the  better in our social  system ; and we can  promise 
Mr.  Lloyd George  tbe  support of Socialists in his 
attempt  to  secure  for  the  community  the  possession of 
th,e chief means of production. * * *  

Th,e  article  has  some  further  significance on account 
of its  moment of appearance.  Are we to  regard  it a s  
a  potential  manifesto,  issued  on  the eve of a probable 
General  Election? Is i t  Mr.  Lloyd George’s  personal 
lead,  or  does  it  command  the  support of a  united 
Cabinet?  We  have no  other  means  than  divination 
of forecasting  the  probable  results of a  General  Elec- 
tion  on  the  Liberal  and  progressive  parties. A month 
ago  a  General  Election  would,  we believe, have 
result.ed in an  overwhelming  Liberal  victory : but  to-day 
the issue is doubtful.  Next  January,  or even after  next 
month,  the  issue would be  still  more  doubtful.  Every- 
thing  depends,  after  all, on the  temper of tbc  Lords, 
who  still  command the  situation : they can, we feel, 
make  or  mar  either  themselves  or  the  progressive 
parties.  Until  their  decision is either  known  or 
:yes:sed,  nothing of real  significance  can  happen 
elsewhere. * * *  

For  this  reason, we must decline  to  take  the  result 
of the  Bermondsey  election as meaning  anything in 
particular. I t   i s  like  a  speech  on Tariff  Reform by 

.Mr. Balfour,  with  meanings to suit every variety of 
mind. The cansdidature of Mr.  Dumphreys was no 
more  than a candidate  pour  rire, even though  he 
was  returned by a  substantial  majority  over Mr. 
Hughes.  Nor  can  we  regard  the  relative  polls of Mr. 
Hughes  and  Dr.  Salter  as of any  party significance. 
The whole  play was  performed in the absence of 
Hamlet,  and  until  Hamlet  enters  there  is only  sound 
and  fury  signifying  nothing. * * *  

With  the  Socialist  poll,  however, we are  frankly 
disappointed.  Dr.  Salter  had  many  advantages  over 
both  his  opponents  and a record to  exhibit  from his 
party of  services in the  House of Commons a t  least a s  
great  as  those of the  party of Mr. Hughes.  The 
minor  things  against him  were,  first,  his  effusive  use of 
biblical terminology,  and,  secondly, his foolhardy  pro- 
fession of his belief in and  practice of vivisection. We 
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do not  suppose  for a moment,  however, that  either of 
these considerz::ons influenced more  than a few votes 
each at   the outsi.de ; but  in a more  enlightened  constitu- 
ency  we are  almost  certain  and  quite  hopeful  that  they 
would. Let us agree  that neither the  vocabulary of the 
conventicle  nor the  complacent  jargon of the scientific 
shambles  is  necessarily  barred  on  Socialist  platforms. 
All the  same,  their  “presence  does at least more  harm 
than  good. * * *  

But  there  must  be  more  powerful  causes  operating to 
produce so small a Socialist poll even  in a constitu- 
ency  in  which political Labourism  is only some  year  or 
so old. And  we  shall not  be  wrong.  we  think, in 
attributing  the defeat  to  a  cause on which  we have  often 
dwelt,  namely,  the  too  close  identification of the  Par- 
liamentary  Labour  Party  with  the  Parliamentary  Liberal 
Party. Nobody doubts, of course,  the  strict  indepen- 
dence,  both in and  out of Parliam,ent, of all  the mem- 
bers  without  exception of the  Labour  Party.  Nor  are 
we  suggesting  for a moment  that in supporting  the 
C;ov,ernment  on the  Budget  the  Labour  Party  has  either 
sacrificed its,  independence or do,ne what  it should  not 
h.ave done. But  undoubtedly the lines of demarcation 
between  the  two parties  have  lost in the  public mind a 
good  deal of the  distinction  they  had  when  the  Labour 
Party  first  pegged out its  claim. By dint of repetition 
the  Conservatives  have  now  unmistakeably  associated 
themselves with  Tariff  Reform.  Who  says  Tory  says 
Tariff  Reform.  Thle  Liberals,  too,  have  for  the  moment 
a battle-cry in the Bu,dget. But  what is the  Labour 
Party’s  battle-cry ? * * *  

What possible  .alternative of an equally  concrete, 
immediately  promissory  and  popular nature  has  the 
Labour  Party  to  the  proposals of Tariff Reformers  and 
A h - .  Lloyd George’s  Budgeteers?  It is not  enough  for 
a practical  political  party to oppose  to  practical 
measures  merely  a  theoretical  and a Utopian  criticism. 
Perfectly  true,  the  task of educating  the  proletariat 
and  the  middle  classes  in  the  rudiments of Socialist 
economics  must  be  performed by  somebody ; but  that 
task  does  not  devolve  upon  the  Parliamentary  Labour 
Party,  but upon  such  organisations as  the  Fabian 
Society, the  National  Committee  for  the  Break-up of 
the  Poor  Law,  and  Socialist  journals  and  lecturers.  A 
Parliamentary  party,  on  the  other  hand,  must  have 
something  more  immediately  practical  to offer, some- 
thing  that  can  conceivably  be  carried  out  at  once  and 
without  waiting  until  the  wages  system  is  abolished, 
something, as  the  Americans  say,  here  and now. * * *  

One  thing  is  certain,  whatever  it  is  it will not be 
Socialism.  Socialism it  may  be called and  probably 
will be  called, but, as we  have  already  said,  the con- 
structive  side of Socialism  can  only  begin  after  an 
immense accumulation of pauperised  rubbish  has been 
cleared away. And it  is  the  commencement of that 
clearance that  we would  recommend as  the first  and 
primary object of the  Parliamentary  Labour  Party. 
Now undoubtedly the chief deposit of “rubbish ” is the 
problem of unemployment ; and  the  question is whether 
the  Labour Party  has  or  can devise  a  practical  and at 
the  same  time  a  popular  proposal  for  instantly  dealing 
with  the  actual  body of unemployed  workmen  and 
workwomen. W e  happen  to  be  among  those  who 
regard  the  Labour  Party’s  Right  to  Work Bill as essen- 
tially the very  proposal that  is needed. It  has been 
ctiticised  both by Liberals  like Mr. John  Burns  and by 
Collectivists like Mr. Sidney  Webb.  But  neither of 
these  criticisms  has, in our  opinion,  touched  the  heart 
of the Bill or affected more  than  the  drafting of the 
clauses. Briefly, the  Right  to  Work Bill established 
Tt as the  immediate  duty of the  State  either  to find 
work or  to  maintain unemployed workers.  Nothing, 
in our  opinion,  could  be  better.  Nothing,  we believe, 
would be at once  more efficacious as a revolutionary 
instrument  compelling  our  legislators  to  organise in- 
dustry,  or  more  popular as  an  immediate  solution of 
the  question of unemployment in all the  large  urban 
centres  and  industrial  areas.  That  every  person  shall 
be either  provided  with  work  or  with  complete  main- 

tenance-is a demand  which  we  venture  to  think  is  not 
only just  but  popular. I t   has also  the  immense  merit 
of distinguishing  the  party  that  demands  it  from even 
the  most  advanced  section of the  Budgeteers. May we 
commend the  suggestion to the  Labour  Party  for  their 
consideration  in  drawing  up  their  plan of campaign? * * *  

Mr.  Balfour  affects to  be  very  indignant  with  the 
Advocate-General  for propagating  the “ frigid  and 
calculated lie ” that  the  Unionists would  rescind  the 
Old Age  Pensions Act. Of course  it  is a lie, since 
whatever  the Tariff Reformers  might  desire  to do, they 
simply  could not  cut off Old Age  Pensions : they would 
have  to  wade  in blood to  an economy of that descrip- 
tion.  On  the  other  hand,  it  is  idle  to  pretend  that  Mr. 
Ure  had  no  foundation  for  his  imaginative  structure : 
insufficient, it  is  true,  to  establish  it,  but sufficient to 
acquit him of the colossal  malice of which  Mr.  Balfour 
accused  him.  After  all,  where is the money coming 
from? Mr.  Balfour will not  tax  raw  material,  nor 
will he tax food.  Only imported  manufactures  are  left, 
and  the  higher  the  tax  on  these  the  less will be  derived 
from  it. Of course  the  real  answer  is  that  Tarif€ 
Reformers will not rely exclusively  on the Tariff for 
their  revenue. W e  predict, in €act,  that  they will 
accept  and  increase  the  Supertax,  graduate  the  Income 
tax,  and, possibly,  increase the  Death  Duties. Tariff 
Reform  is a blind  behind  which things will go on in 
much the  same way. * * *  

Iq-ith the  ethics of Mr. Balfour’s  theatrical  denuncia- 
tion  we are even  less  concerned.  Mr.  Balfour  is  him- 
self a model of propriety in public  discussion,  and  his 
example  is  worth a ton of precept.  But  since  we 
happen as  Socialists  to  be compelled to accept as  our 
daily  food “asp and  basilisk  and  toad ” at  the  hands 
of Mr.  Balfour’s  immediate  entourage, a little  denuncia- 
tion of the  “frigid  and  calculated  lies ” of his  own  side 
would  convince u s  more effectively of his  impartiality. 
W e  say  nothing of the silly perversions of Socialism 
which  pass as politics among people  like  Lord  Rose- 
bery,  but  to  the  Billingsgate of men  like Mr. F. E. 
Smith Mr.  Balfour  might  certainly  put  an  end,  to  the 
infinite advantage of public  decency. * * *  

A ridiculously  overcharged  outcry has been  made 
over  the  incident  which  occurred  during  the  Bermond- 
sey  election  in the  attempt of some  adventurous mem- 
bers of the  Women’s  Frcedom  League  (whose new 
paper, “The  Vote,’’  is  surely  one of the  worst  journals 
ever  published) to void the election by spoiling  the  ballot 
papers.  The  liquid employed for  the  purpose  was a 
harmless  hair  dye,  and  we  absolutely  refuse  to believe 
that  the officer who  got  his  eye  splashed  with  it  has 
suffered anything  more  serious  than a politically  magni- 
fied shock.  Despite  all  the  apprehension of Cabinet 
Ministers,  who,  we  understand, go in fear of disfigure- 
ment,  there  is  nothing  to  associate  the  members of 
either of the  militant  unions  with  deliberate  attempts 
to  hurt  anybody  but  themselves. So far,  at  any  rate, 
all the  sufferings of the public  and of Parliament 
together  do  not  amount  to  the  pain inflicted on a single 
imprisoned  Suffragette  performing  the  hunger-strike. 
All the  wounds  are  on  one  side  and  all  the  bellowings 
on the  other. 

W e  plainly  affirm,  hoivever,  our belief that  this  state 
of affairs  cannot  continue if outrages  such  as  the deli- 
berate  torture of a Suffragette by order of the  Visiting 
Committee of Strangeways  Prison  are  allowed to go  
unpunished.  Nothing in the  history of the  last  twenty 
years  has  occurred in England of so abominable a 
nature. To subject a girl  weakened by days  of  starva- 
tion to  an  hour’s  physical  agony is treatment  which 
shows  the  deadly influence  on  public  opinion of  our 
coquettings  with  the  Black  Tsar  and  the  Spanish  In- 
quisition. W e  should  not  be a t  all surprised  to  learn 
that  the  members of the  Committee  which  commanded 
the  torture  were all Imperialists  (save  the  mark !), 
Grey-minded  Liberals  and  anti-Socialists.  Whoever 
they  are,  they  must  be  instantly  dismissed  and  their 
names  published  for  public obloquy.  Democracy 
cannot afford to employ  degenerates. 

* * *  



October 1909. 
[‘The immense precautions already  taken for the Tsar‘s 

advent were further increased as the historic hour drew near. 
The authorities  entered the Racconigi shops at I O  o’clock 
yesterday morning, summarily ordering all the customers  to 
clear out and the iron shutterwork to be lowered.  All the 
doors and windows  were sealed. The townsfolk had  to  quit 
their dwellings, and were escorted  to a field  outside the town, 
where they were  edged behind a mighty pbalans of soldiery.” 
-“The Daily  Chronicle.”] 

MAKE bare  the  pathway of the  Tsar, 
Bare a s  cold Death  before  his  car ! 
Forth  from  your  houses ! Scatter  far ! 

(My  loyal Piedmontese, 
Thrust  down  your  memories !) 

Out  to  the fields now make  your  ways ! 
He blinketh  under  freeme.n’s  gaze. 
Out ! lest  the  baby at  the  breast 
Should  prove a Brutus  to  our  guest. 

For this then did yo t~~ .  fathers fight ; 
F o r  t l i s  they made you free, 
TO win foy you the gloriozcs n‘ght 
T o  bolster. tyranny. 

Now back,  stand  back, my Piedmontese, 
Behind the  thick  chevaux-de-frise . 
Of armBd spies  that well  him  please. 

So shall  the  great  Tsar meet 
His  Russia in. our  street. 

This jingl‘er of the  keys of Death 
Cannot  abide  your live, warm  breath. 
What  grace  may  we  expect,  what boon, 
While  he  shaketh in his  iron  shoon? 

This  promise  brings  he  to  our door- 
That  Austria shall encroach  no  more, 
Nor  stealthy  creep  down  to  the  shore. 

Vienna  we  defy, 
And  this  the  reason why,:- 

See our  thick  walls of  arm‘ed slaves. 
(Let  heroes  turn  them in their  graves !) 
Nicholas  outbidding Franz at Rome, 
We’ll  make  an  Austria at home. 

What  gain  ours  from  the  potentate?- 
He fans  your  flame of ancient hate- 
And from  his  tariffs  may  abate 

Two sol& or even  three 
(Though  vague’s  the  guarantee.) 

To pay  such  favours haIf the  score 
You’re  sending  to  another  door : 
When  from  far  Finland  comes a cry, 
You  shall stand  dumb  and  heartless by. 

(RUSSIA, Lop.) : 
0 Tsar,  great  Tsar,  what  have  ye  seen? 
And what  rich  trophy  have  you  ta’en? 
And how do  men  themselves  demean 

In yon fair  Italy, 
That  heroes  once  made  free?- 

(NICHOLAS, Zoq.) : 
I saw  long  leagues of bayonets ; 
I learnt how empty are freemen’s  threats, 
And all heroic  memories  vain, 
’Gainst an old hate  and a little  gain. 

(The  cards were mark’d, and mine the deal.) 
A sigh flash’d to  me  from  their  steel, 
That I can  crush  beneath  my heel 

(Sdfo VOCE)  : 

(And  none dare meddle  wi’  me, 
With my mandate  from  the  free !) 

That liberty  my  soul  abhors, 
From  Kertch  even  unto  Helsingfors. 
Yestereen a trembling,  scornkd  Tsar. 
Toda Europe’s  exemplar ! 

3% this then did their fathers fight., 
For this were they made free, 
All for to wirr the glo~ious right 
To bmk my tyvuwzy. A. MACDONELL. 

Bermondsey. 
THIS is  the  night of the poll. We are beaten. The 
“Daily Mail ” bioscope is  the  first to give us the  
news, of course. There  it is, the  last  word in  civilisa- 
tion-that monstrous  canvas  flapping in the  wind 
before a host of pale  faces.  The  monstrous  shadow of 
a hand  writes  upon  it.  First  the  figures,  then “Be 
sure you  read  your ‘ Daily  Mail ’ to-morrow,” “Thank 
YOU,” “Good  night.” A roar of cheering. The 
portrait of a gentleman  with  side  whiskers.  Another 
roar.  Then  darkness. 

Yes, we  are beaten. It’s not  easy  to realise that a11 
is over. This  is  the  heart of Bermondsey.  Bermond- 
sey grown familiar  in  these  last  few  days,  with its 
mean, filthy streets  and  its  casual, jolly crowds. There 
will be  no  vans  to-morrow. No Suffragettes. No 
crowded  committee  rooms or  flaming  posters. Only a 
wilderness of torn  paper,  cold  dawn,  and  work.  Work 
again.  Casual  labour at the  waterside.  Casual  labour 
a t  the.  jam  factory. No matter.  This  is a glorious 
night,  torch-lit  and  riotous.  Hurrah  for  King and 
country ! Hurrah  for Joe Chamberlain ! Hurrah  for 
Dumphreys ! Another  cheer. Is no  one  on  our  side 
to-night ? 

Here  are  the  motors of the rich,  returning  West, their 
chauffeurs  lolling  back  contentedly. All day long  they 
have  paraded  the old Kent  Road,  obsequious,  obliging, 
hastening  voters to the poll. The cushions will need 
cleaning,  maybe.  But  it  has  been  worth while. They 
have done  their  dirty  work,  and  now  Bermondsey will 
never  see  them  again.  They  have  won.  Damn  them I 
There is some  hooting as they  move  away. “ Y o u  got 
the  poor  man’s  vote, you -- ! ” someone  shouts. The 
crowd  press  back to let  them  pass.  There  is a woman 
crying.  That is because  we  are  beaten-at  the  bottom 
of the poll. 

A rocket  leaps  upward,  strains,  hangs  for  an instant‘, 
and  breaks in a rain of tiny colcbured stars.  In  the 
distance  there  is a flicker as of summer lightning. 
Bermondsey  is  signalling to the country-signalling 
perhaps  to  the  House of Lords.  Ah,  Bermondsey is 
proud  to-night ! 

W e  hurry  along  the  street to the  committee rooms. 
Thank God,  there are  some of us  left ! W e  have  not 
all  been  snowed  under. Here  are red  flags  waving and 
a crowd  bareheaded,  cheering,  singing.  “Are we 
downhearted? ” comes a cry,  with  an  answering shout 
of “ Never ! ” But of course  we  are,  and in our  hearts 
we  know it. The  workers  have  been fooled  once more. 
Bermondsey,  with  nothing to  lose and  everything to 
gain by voting  straight,  has  yet  gone  to  the poll  in the 
motors of those  who  have  nothing  more  to  gain a n d  
everything  to lose. W e  sway  to  and  fro in the  rain, 
laughing  and  cheering,  but  with a mask  upon  our faces. 
To-night  we are downhearted.  Only  for to-night. We 
can see the  long  road  that  lies  before us. But to- 
morrow,  when  the  others  are  silent,  we  shall  begin 
again. At the  street  corner,  under  the  railway  arches, 
through  the  long  winter,  we  shall  fight  this  battle out. 
“The tumult  and  the  shouting dies, the  captains  and 
the  kings  depart.” Now it is  our  turn.  The  turn of 
the people. ASHLEY DUKES. 
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Foreign Affairs. 
SENOR FERRER’S testament,  which  has  been  published 
by “ L’Humanith,’’ will impress  many people who  have 
hitherto  regarded  Ferrer  with  some  suspicion  with  the 
remarkable  qualities of this  Spaniard. I t  begins : 
I protest before all, and with all possible  energy, against 

the unmerited punishment  that has been  inflicted  on  me, 
declaring myself  convinced that before very long my inno- 
cence  will be publicly recognised. I desire that on no  occa- 
sion, either  immediate  or remote, or f’or any purpose what- 
ever, may demonstrations, either of a political or of a reli- 
gious character, be held  over  my  remains. For I am of 
opinion that time spent in attending to the dead would be 
much better employed in  ameliorating  the condition of the 
living, who so greatly need  it. 
Let  the mind  picture  the  scene in which  these  words 
were  written.  The  gloomy  chapel of the condemned, 
lit  up by candles,  with the  sweet  face of the  Virgin 
Mary smiling  sadly  on the  actors in this  tragedy,  and 
Ferrer composing  quietly as the  minutes of his life were 
running  out,  unheeding  the  pressing  attentions of the 
Jesuit  fathers.  Catholicism  knocked in vain at  that 
chapel  door,  which ”as guarded by the  Spirit of 
Liberty  and the Angel of Death. * * *  

The  next  clause of his will expresses  regret  that  he 
could  not be  cremated. I t  would have  been 
well if his ashes  could  have  been  scattered by the  four 
winds of heaven,  conveying  the  seeds of nobility  and 
freedom into  those  countries  where  the  dull  ignorance 
of the  people has a close  relation  to  the  number of the 
Black Fathers.  But  Ferrer will abide  in  the  world’s 
castle of hope,  while to  his  assassins will be  reserved 
the  immortality of execration.  This  Spanish  teacher 
has been accused of every  crime  known to society  by 
his  Jesuit  enemies.  Could  such  a  criminal, in his  last 
hours, thus express himself : ‘( I desire  also  that my 
friends  should  say  little  or  nothing of me  personally, 
seeing  that  idols  are so easily  made  when men are 
exalted,  and this to  the  great mischief of the  future 
of humanity.  Acts  alone, by whomsoever  performed, 
are  to  be observed,  praised, or blamed.  They are  to 
be  recommended  for  our  imitation  when  they  conduce 
to the  common  good,  and  condemned  for  our  avoidance 
when  they are inimical to  the  general well-be‘ing.’’ 
Against  the  malice of his  traducers  he  has offered the 
calm  reflections of a humane  and  philosophical 
humility. The  Catholic  Church  has  had  many  noble 
sons,  but  it  may  be  questioned  whether  modern 
Catholicism  possesses a teacher of such a delicate  and 
fine  spirit.  Ferrer lived courageously,  dying  bravely. 
He  won an  entrance  into  that Academy  into  which 
there  shall  be  admitted  “only  those  who  are  free of 
mind and  whose hearts  are linked  with  all the  valiant 
passions of earth.” By his  death  his  life’s  work  was 
crowned  with  success. 

* * *  
The  natives of the  Congo  are at last  to  reap  sub- 

stantial  reward  from  the  agitation  for  reform. Accord- 
ing to M. Renkin’s  speech,  they  have  been  granted  the 
right to take  produce of the soil in the  Dom.ain ; the 
system of provisioning  the  agents  is  to  be  abolished, 
and  the  taxes  are  to  be levied in money. This  is a 
considerable  advance,  which has been  made  none too 
soon, as a “Morning  Post ” telegram  shows : “Detach- 
ments of both  German  and  British  troops,  with  machine 
guns,  are  on  the  Congo  watching  developments  with 
regard  to  the  Congo.”  The  Belgian  Government will 
be well-advised to  bring  the  reforms  into  operation 
immediately, as the  Congo  Reform  Party in England, 
which  seeks  the  partition  of  the  Congo,  are  pressing 
Sir  Edward Grey  very hard.  Sir  Edward Grey  may be 
tempted to retrieve  the  reputation  he  has  lost  on  the 
Denshawai  executions,  the  execution o f ,  Ferrer,  and 
the Tsar’s visit, by embarking upon some  ‘‘humani- 
tarian ” adventure in the  Congo. The  situation  is  very 
critical,  and  the  Belgian  Government  cannot afford to 
delay reforms  another  instant. 

* * *  
The Tsar’s visit to Racconigi must have  been  staged 

by the management at Drury  Lane.  The  Italian 

authorities  ordered all the  doors  and  window  to be 
sealed  along  the  route,  and  the  townsfolk  were  escorted 
to  outlying fields, where  they  spent  the  time  behind a 
vast body  of  soldiers.  Moreover, the  ladies  of  the 
Court  were  searched,  and  several  Italian  ladies of high 
rank  are inclined to  “cut ” the  ltalian  Court ! The: 
accounts  of  “cheering  crowds ” are  quite  false, as no 
unofficial  civilians  were  allowed  within a mile of  the 
Tsar.  Such  is  the  truth of the affection  of the  Italian 
people for  the  Tsar.  The political  consequences of the 
visit  have  been  much  exaggerated.  The -Austrian COUP 
de  main in the  Balkans  last  year  gave  Austria  the 
economic  predominance  which  she  desired.  Italy  has 
had  to  face  the  accomplished  fact,  and  Signor  Tittoni 
is still  waiting  for  his  “compensation.”  The  Triple 
Alliance, like  Turkey,  has  been  long  threatened  with 
dissolution.  Turkey  is  still  very  much  alive,  and SQ is 
the  Triple Alliance. Italian  nerves  were  shaken by the 
Balkan  demonstration,  but  Italian  diplomats  recognise 
the  friendship of England,  combined  with  an  Austro- 
German  alliance,  is  worth  more than  an  alliance  with 
England,  France,  and  Russia,  which would  involve 
Austro-German  hostility. * * *  

The  Russian  attack  on  Finland was ~n inevitable 
result of the check in the  Far  East,  the  rejuvenation 
of  Turkey,  and  the  watchfulness of England in the 
Persian Gulf. Sir  Edward Grey has placed  himself  in 
an impossible  position  by  allying  England to  Russia  in 
Persian  matters.  Russia  is  seeking a warm  water  port 
in the  Persian Gulf. The  interests of India  would  force 
England  into  war  to  prevent  this.  The  result is that 
friction  between  the  Russian  and  English  representa- 
tives in Persia is very great.  The  Russian  fcrces  are 
being  strengthened  and all parties in Persia  are  uniting 
against  the common foe. Now Russia  has revived the 
Northern  Question.  The  position of Finland as a semi- 
autonomous  State  cannot  last  long  against  the  Russian 
determination to push  on  towards  Sweden.  The  motto 
of Russian  foreign policy is  “Onwards.” Repulsed in 
Manchuria,  China,  and  Turkey,  Persia,  Sweden,  and 
Central Asia are  being  menaced.  The  alliance of any 
European  Power  with  Russia  is a sign of the  ignorance 
of Russian  motives ‘in the  Foreign  Secretary  respon- 
sible  for  such an  agreement. * * *  

The  murder of Prince  Ito by a Korean  lifts  the veil 
which has fallen  upon  Korea  since  the  Japanese  occupa- 
tion. The  English  Press  has  talked a lot of nonsense 
about  Prince  Ito.  The  repression  in  Korea  has  been 
carried  on by Prince  Ito,  and  the  surprising  thing  is 
that  the  Prince  was  not  assassinated  years ago. He 
was  suspected of complicity in the  Korean  dynastic 
murders.  The  tragedy of Korea  has  been  Japanese 
influence and  domination.  Hitherto a country of irre- 
sponsible  but  charming  people, a forgotten  corner of 
the  globe,  it  has  now  been  transformed  into a colony 
for  those  Japanese  who find their  own  country  does  not 
appreciate  their  peculiar  talents. To those who have 
read  the  history of Japanese  rule  in  Korea,  the  murder 
of Prince  Ito  must  be  regarded as an  act of retribution. 
The crimes of governments  and  the  crimes of men are 
revenged by men  and  by  governments ; such  is  the 
vicious  circle in which  Imperialism revolves. Sir 
Edward  Grey  sent a message of sympathy  to  Japan. 
The  doctrine of non-intervention  seemingly  was waived. 
-4 Liberal  For,eign  ,Secretary  may  not  express  regret 
at  the judicial  murder of a leader of the.  people,  but he 
is  quite  unfettered  and  unrestrained  in  his  grief a t   the  
murder of one of the  oligarchy. * * *  

A curious  item of history  is  contained in the  proposd 
that  the Brazilian  Legation at  the  Vatican  should  be 
closed. The  Diplomatic  Committee of the Brazilian 
Chamber of Deputies  has  presented a report  opposing 
this  suggestion,  and  the  House  is  not  likely  to  press 
for  the  abandonment of the  Legation.  But  it  is a 
significant  sign of the  times  that  such a proposal 
should  emanate  from  Brazil.  The  power of the  lratican 
is being slowly  undermined,  notwithstanding all the 
efforts of the Society of Jesus. 

“ STANHOPE OF CHESTER.” 
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Mr. J--h Ch--n and the 
Member for Bermondsey. 

[The following letter is copied from some pages which 
were handed to me by a friendly  dustman, who sometimes 
pulis up and bestows on me unconsidered trifles which he 
thinks may be interesting. Both the  date and  signature had 
been obliterated by dirt  and moisture, and other parts of 
the contents were in no better  condition. The missing words 
have been restored by conjecture by a competent  scholar, 
and the whole may now be accepted as being  at least as 
authentic as any  political  information  recently  published 
by the Harmsworth Press.--FLAVUS SECUNDUS.] 

DEAR DUMPHREYS,-I am  sorry  to  see  that  malicious 
persons  have  been  accusing  me of lukewarmth in the 
letter of good  wishes  which I sent  to  you a few  days 
ago, and  some of the  mare  malignant of them  have 
even  hinted that I  was  sitting  on  the  fence  to  see  which 
way the  Bermondsey  cat  would  jump  with  regard  to 
you,  Let  me  hasten to assure  you  that  no  one  can  be 
more delighted  than  I am that  Bermondsey  has  dumped 
you into  Parliament  to  support  the policy of taxing  prog 
instead of grog,  and  the  industry of the  improvident 
multitude  instead of the  acres of the  thrifty  and  fortu- 
nate  few  on  whose  goodness  the  former  depend  for  their 
employment  and  living. 

Little  did I think,  years ago, in  my  Radical  days  (and 
in my  prime,”  too,  I  grieve  to  say)  that  I  was  utterly 

in  the  wrong,  and  that  you,  my  then  despised  oppo- 
nent,  who  now so kindly  and  generously  refer to me as 
your  “old  pal,”  were  entirely  right.  What a strange 
world it is ! I was  absolutely  wrong ; and  yet I pros- 
pered  exceedingly  and  became  once  and  again  a  Cabi- 
net  Minister,  and  presently  changed  sides,  and  after- 
wards  borrowed  your  guns,  the  very  guns  which  I  had 
spiked  long  years  before,  when  you fired them at Bir- 
mingham.  You  were  absolutely  right,  and  stood  by 
your  spiked  guns ; and  yet  your  fortune  led  you  to 
appear  in a Court of Law  and  be  asked “ very  kindly ” 
by the  Lord Chief Justice  (and  he a Tory)  “if  you  did 
not  see  how  utterly  foolish  was  the  part  which  you  had 
played ” in  signing  documents of which  you  had  not 
read and  did  not  know  the  contents?  and to be  obliged 
to confess  that  you  saw  it  plainly. 

But never  mind,  old  pal ! the  fact  that  you  are a 
simple old Dumphreys  only  makes  you  the  better  advo- 
cate of Protection : which,  by  the  way,  we  call  Tariff 
Reform  by  preference,  because  the  older  word  has a 
kind of odour which some  squeamish  folk do not  ap- 
prove.  There  is so much  in .a name ! Which  reminds 
me  that  I am  gett ing  quite to like  the  word  “dump- 
ing,” now that  I  associate  it  with you-the sound  and 
the fact of it  also,  for I am  sure  the  party  counts you 
cheap. You will make a first-rate  defender of the  privi- 
leges of our  old  nobility,  and  the  members of it will 
love you even  better  than  they  have  loved me. No 
more  “Vimbos ” now,  eh,  old  pal?  You’ll  have  your 
revenge in helping  to  tax  the  nasty  foreign  meat,  and 
folk who  cannot  afford to buy  good  English  beef, at the 
price to which i t  will then  soon  rise,  for  the  benefit of 
the poor  landowners, will have  the  choice of mutton at 
the  same  rate,  or of going  without  either if they  are 
so unpatriotic. 

But,  my  dear  Dumphreys,  there  is  just  one sugges- 
tion which I,  as member  for  part of one  hub  of  the 
Tariff  Reform  go-cart,  would  like to put  before  you, as 
member  for  the  whole of the  other  hub.  Bermondsey 
is entitled  to  that  distinction,  after  having  elected  you, 
and because, as the  “Daily  Mail ” informed us re- 
cently, the opinion of Bermondsey to-day  is  always 
that of England  to-morrow. (N.B. I can’t  help  wishing 
you had got a majority  over  both  the  anti-Budget 
candidates,  just  to  keep  that  journal’s  assurance in 
countenance.) My suggestion is that  you  should  have 
the splendid  audacity to carry  the  principle of Tariff 

Birmingham,  October  29th 1909. 

“ 

Reform  to  its  logical  and  proper  conclusion.  It  must 
be clear  to you-how can  anything  be  obscure to an  
intellect  which  has  discerned  that  “the  remedy  for 
unemployment  is  employment,”  and  the  way  to  make 
employment  is  to  hinder  trade?-I  say,  it  must  be  clear 
to you that if Protection  (meaning  Tariff  Reform, of 
course) is good  for  the  whole,  it  must  also  be  good  for 
the  parts. If i t  benefits  every  country  on  earth to have 
a tariff against  all  the  other  countries  (and  you  are 
quite  convinced  that  it  does so, are you not,  my  friend?) 
-then it  would,  necessarily,  benefit  every  town or 
borough of every  country  to  have  a tariff against  all  the 
other  towns  and  boroughs of that  same  country.  In 
other  words, if Tariff  Reform is sauce  for  the goose, 
Britain,  it  is  also  sauce  for  the  gosling, Bermondsey. 

A word to the  wise  is as good as a volume,  or  even, 
when  the  wise  one  is  Dumphreys, a whole  library.  You 
will see  in a moment  that  you  cannot  better  signalise 
your  election,  and  crown  your  commencing  career as 
member  for  Bermondsey,  than  by  advocating  Protec- 
tion  (but  call  it T. R.) for Bermondsey itself against  all 
the  rest of the  country.  Why  should  your  industrious 
constituents  let  outsiders  come  in  and  sell  things to them 
more  cheaply  than they can  make  them at home? I 
am  sure  everyone of Tariff-reforming  capacity  must  see 
the  outrageousness of this.  Therefore,  tell  your  con- 
stituents to go in  for  local  Tariff  Reform a s  well as  
national  ditto,  and to erect a fence  about  Bermondsey, 
and  tax  all goods that  are  brought  inside  it.  Tell  them 
to tax leather,  for  instance, so that  country  tanners 
shall  not  be  able to undersell  those  in  Bermondsey 
Especially  tell  them  to tax manufactured  goods  which 
they  can’t  live  without,  such as boots  and  shoes  and 
hats  and coats, not  forgetting  pantaloons  and strait 
waistcoats.  They  must  not  even  let  washing  be  done 
outside  without  levying a tax  on  the  laundresses. 
Bread  and  meat  should  be well taxed,  to  keep  up  the 
profits of the  Bermondsey  bakers  and  butchers ; and 
flour,  to  protect (or rather  tariff-reform)  the  millers. Of 
course,  your  intelligent  constituents  must  make  the  out- 
siders  pay. You, who  know so many  things,  no  doubt 
know  how  that is to  be  done. If there  is  any  uncer- 
tainty  about  it,  ask  Mr. F. E. Smith, who knows  every- 
thing  and  lots besides-all bottom  upwards.  Oh ! I 
nearly  forgot  one  important  thing : there  should 
be a stiff tax  on  wheat  and  other  corn im- 
ported  from  outside  the  borough,  whose  farm- 
ing  industry  has  been  simply  ruined  by  the  scandalously 
unfair  competition  that  has  been  going  on  for  genera- 
tions.  This  must  be  stopped ; and  it  can  be  stopped, 
if only  the  people  resolve  to  defend  themselves.  I  my- 
self know of a capitalist  who  is  ready to invest  three 
or  four millions of money  in  farming  in  Bermondsey 
provided  he  can  be  assured of a properly  remunerative 
price  for  his  produce ; and  I  could find several  more, 
equally  ready  to  invest  in  other  trades  under  similar 
conditions. It is only a question of adequate  taxation 
--except, of course,  that  you  have to find a profitable 
market  for  your  produce,  because you cannot  afford  to 
consume  much of it yourselves ; but  that  is  another 
story,  which  we  need  not  bother  with  just  now. 

Isn’t  this a splendid idea,  old  friend?  It’s a grea t  
gun,  Dumphreys ; and, as you  are  now  one of the 
party  great-gunners, I give it to  you  in  return  for  the 
guns  which I appropriated of you  when  I  was a Minis- 

’ ter.  Take care not to blow  yourself up  by  over-loading 
it,  though.  And,  by  the  way,  there  are  just  one  or  two 
products  which  it  would  not  be  worth  while  for  Ber- 
mondsey  to tax ; as, for  instance,  fools. So long as 
they  elect  you you may  assure  them  that  they  need  not 
fear any  competition in that  line ; there will always  be 
enough  for  home  consumption  and  some  over.  But, so 
long as you don’t  overload  it,  this  new  gun will do 
you service. The  very  look of its  vast  bore  is  terrify- 
ing. So fire  away  with  it,  Dumphreys ! To dare ! to 
dare ! and  ever  again to dare ! as Danton  said.  You 
may  be  Duke of Bermondsey  yet ; and  you’ll  make a 
typical  peer. 

How nice of you to  refer  to  me  as  your  old  pal ! 
Your  affectionate  pupil  and  devoted  admirer, 

JOE. 
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Aviation at Blackpool. 
By O. W. Dyce. 

IF evidence  should be called for in support of a charge 
of  decadence against  the modern Englishman,  the  avia- 
tory world would  come  forward to  say  something dis- 
agreeable. Let  me pick out one or  two  entries  from 
the  historical  record of the aeroplane. It  was  as  far 
back as 1903 that two  Americans in North  Carolina, 
using a petrol motor, accomplished the first  flight in a 
machine  heavier  than  air. Skipping  the  intervening 
years,  note may be taken of the  fact  that one of those 
Americans,  Wilbur Wright, flew 30 miles in 40 minutes 
more  than a twelvemonth ago.  Item : a  Frenchman 
has crossed in a  monoplane  from  Baraques,  near  Calais, 
to Dover. Item : a  Frenchman  has flown over the multi- 
tudinous roofs of Paris  and over the 984 feet  high 
Eiffel Tower. Why  rub i t  in?  The point  is that a 
prize of £1,000 is  still waiting  for  the first  British 
aviator who shall  succeed  with  a  British-made  aero- 
plane in flying over  a  circular  course of one mile !* 

Racial considerations are not, of course, of first im- 
portance where  science is concerned,  and that aspect of 
the subject may be quitted  with  the  comment  that  the 
prize  in question stands  a  good  chance of being  won by 
Mr. Cody, who  became a British  citizen a fortnight 
ago. It is not, at  any  rate,  the  fault of the Blackpool 
Corporation that  the home-made  article has  failed  to 
come to the  front.  That  enterprising municipality has 
rendered a great service in offering rewards  for achieve- 
ments in the  air  and in providing, in spite of the 
weather, a wonderful  spectacle for the  sight-seeing 
public. There  is  no need to  attribute  lofty motives to 
the  protagonists of the  undertaking ; their  desire  avow- 
edly was to extend  the local “season ” into  one  of  the 
months in which the  seaside  ceases  to  attract  the 
visitor, and  there  is  no  particular  reason why  we  should 
rejoice that money from  anybody’s  pockets  should  pass 
into the  pockets  of  the  Negropudlians. What  is 
charming  about  the  “Aviation Week ” is its  marking 
one more step in the  process of substituting public 
enterprise €or private  profit-mongering. 

As there  appears  to  be  some  mystery  attaching  to  the 
Doncaster  Aviation Week, in so far  as  the relations 
between the  Doncaster  Town Council  and  certain 
speculators are concerned, that  particular  undertaking 
is  disregarded in this  argument.  What  is my argu- 
ment? I t  is,  I hold, of prime  importance,  no  matter 
what  growlings are heard  from  the  doctrinaire indi- 
vidualists, for every  municipality to supply  its  towns- 
folk  with  panem et circenses. A minority  is in urgent 
need of bread,  but  the  majority,  having  no  intention of 
living by bread  alone, delight in circuses ; wherefore 
the provision of the  latter, first in point of time,  may  be 
recommended as  the line of least  resistance,  leading, 
more surely than  any  other line, to  the  extension of 
municipal powers. The wise general,  intent  on  the 
ultimate “conquest of bread ” and  reviewing in his 
mind the  experiences of the  past, will not  place  his 
main reliance upon frontal  attacks,  but  let  the  smaller 
bring in their train  the  larger  triumphs. 
The Blackpool Week  has been  described  above as a 

wonderful spectacle, and  indeed those  who  saw 
Latham’s  desperate battle  with  the viewless  element as 
it  struck blows at  him from  every  point of the  compass 
will remember that flight as one of the  events of  their 
lives not  often, if ever, to be  witnessed by them  again. 
The  general  surprise manifested at the  hoisting of the 
flag that indicated that someone was  preparing  to 
struggle  with  the 30 miles an  hour  gale became  stupe- 
faction when it  was seen that every  movement  upward 
of Latham’s  monoplane  was  countered by a lateral 

*Since the above article was  received, a public announce- 
ment has been made that a young Irishman, Mr. Moore- 
Brabazon has succeeded,  subject  to certain verifications, in 
winning the £1,000 prize. We have  decided,  however, to let 
the article stand as written.-EDITOR. 

buffet from  the  storm, so that his  course  shaped  like 
that of a  man  going  upstairs.  There  were  those  who 
noticed that a crow  tried  twice to fly away  from  the 
aviation  ground  and twice  came  down to  the ground 
nonplussed. When  Latham had managed to make 
some  headway in the  teeth of the  gale, his brother 
aviators  began  to  discuss in alarmed  tones  the  chances 
of any  possible return with so fearful a propelling  force 
behind  him.  Not only did he return  unscathed, but, 
in spite of appeals  shouted to him,  he set  out  for a 
second struggle  with a force that seemed capable of 
turning  the monoplane  over  backwards.  Even Paul- 
han,  the  king of the high-fliers, was  calling him to 
come  down and  declaring  to  those  around  that  Latham 
was  doing  what he (Paulhan) would never be able to 
do in his lifetime. When  the second turn  out  and 
back  had been taken,  with  the wind at  times  travelling 
at  40 miles an hour  and at  times  suddenly  slackening 
to 20, Latham  came  to  the  ground  exactly  where he 
wished,  and  was  lifted  out  exhausted,  with  white  lips 
and  a  countenance  like that of a dead  man,  but with 
the  credit added to his  reputation of having proved 
that  the aeroplane is not  dependent, as all the world 
thought, on calm skies  and wind-free  weather. 

There were other  strange  features  about Blackpool 
There  was  the skilled  workman  suddenly  endowed  with 
wealth beyond the  dreams of a Lord  Chancellor or an 
Archbishop. He had  made £4,000 in a fortnight- 
not bad for  one  who is reputed to have been earning 
30 shillings a week a year ago.  There  was  the inte- 
resting,  but  somewhat comic,  spectacle of the  English 
competitors  valiantly  struggling,  not with the  air,  but 
with  the complications of their  machines in the  sheds. 
Ever  and  anon  they would  request  the officials to stop 
the  manœuvrings of the  French fliers to  give  them a 
chance  to win one of the  prizes open to British entrants 
alone.  Sceptical as  the officials were,  they  had to 
oblige,  but  the  results  were only such as proved once 
more  what  laggards  the  English  are in this  branch of 
science. 

Only by a  slice of  luck--a temporary over- 
sight on the  part of the  reactionary  gang in Parliament 
-has Blackpool been able to hold its week of flying 
A clause in a private Act was  somehow  or  other  scraped 
through,  escaping  the  claws of the anti-municipal 
watchdogs ; it conferred  on the  Town Council the 
power of imposing a twopenny rate  for  promoting  the 
town’s  welfare  by  advertising. By that means  and 
by the aid of a guarantee  fund,  some £21,000 was 
spent on the  aviation  function,  and  there would have 
been  from £5,000 to £10,000 profit  for the municipal 
treasury if the  weather  had been fine. A s  it was, no 
loss fell upon the  ratepayers,  but  the  guarantors m y  
have  to pay  perhaps five per  cent. of their  guarantees. 
Incidentally,  the  Meeting  brought £40,000 to the 
restaurants  and  theatres  and  lodging-house  landladies 
of the place. 

For  the  most  part,  other  towns  have  hitherto had to 
be  content  with  envying  the  good  fortune of Blackpool 
in having  the  chance of investing  the  rates remunera- 
tively. The Isle of Man,  with a Parliament of its om’, 
has  for  years  and  years enjoyed the  advantages of 
expenditure  from  its  exchequer  on  making  known the 
amenities of its  sea-girt  resorts,  but  with such  places as 
Clacton  and  Weston-super-Mare  it  has been a  case of 
voluntary  subscriptions  or  nothing,  with  the  result that 
some  beggarly  hundred  or  two  hundred  pounds has 
been collected. During  the  session  that is now nearing 
its end a Local  Authorities  Advertising Bill was  intro- 
duced,  but  it  has  apparently lost its way  somehow. I t  
contained a clause  enabling a local authority to  spend a 
sum  “not exceeding  an  amount which would be pro- 
duced by a rate of one  penny in the pound in adver- 
tising in newspapers,  or by guides or pamphlets, or in 
such  other  manner as  the local  authority  may  deter- 
mine, and in maintaining at railway stations  and  other 
places  advertisements  relating  to  the  advantages  and 
attractions of the  district.”  Such a development of 
local activity may flout the  doctrine, beloved by Passive 
Resisters  and  others,  that a ratepayer should only pay 
for  that which  he  likes, but  it is in accord  with the 
principle of “ Each  for all and all for  each.” 
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Socialist Fundamentals. 
THE common, theory that Socialism means  no  more  than 
a proposition  in economics has been more  than  once 
criticised by me. I would not merely  deny that  its 
definition is exhausted  in  the well-known economic 
formula concerning the  possession and exploitation of 
the means of  production,  distribution, and  exchange by 
and for  the whole community,  but I would go farther 
and affirm that  this very  principle  itself, constituting 
the central  demand  of  Socialism,  is  based  on  certain 
ethical  postulates,  from  which  it  derives its sanction. 
These ethical postulates are no  other  than  the revolu- 
tionary  trinity-Liberty, Equality,  and  Fraternity. 
The aim and  sanction of the economic  formula is, I 
contend,  the effective realisation of these principles as 
essential to  the  purposes of human life, individual and 
.social. If this  be so, i t  follows that they,  together with 
the principle of justice  which  is involved in them, con- 
stitute  the pillars alike of Socialist  theory  and polity, 
without which Socialism  ceases  to  be  Socialism. 

I t  behoves u s  to examine  more closely the conse- 
quences that ensue  from a recognition of the  aforesaid 
ethical  postulates a s  essential  to  Socialism. For  our 
present  purpose  let u s  take  the first of them-Liberty. 
Now Liberty  may  be Socio-economic, or may be poli- 
tical,  or  may  be  personal. 

(I) Socio-economic  liberty  may  be defined in 
the present  connection as  the  right of society 
in its  corporate  capacity  to freely regulate all 
matters directly  concerning  the  Commonweal  without 
obstruction  from  individual  interests, vested or other- 
wise. I t  involves the  right of a democratic State  to 
organise  production  and  distribution,  to  regulate  the 
conditions of property  holding, in the  best  interests of 
the community,  etc.  But i t  would not include the 
right  to  act oppressively to individuals as  such,  for 
example  to  single  out  individuals of a class  for  the 
operation of ‘measures which did not apply to  the  class 
as a whole,  for this would  involve the violation of 
another  fundamental  ethical  postulate,  that of equality. 
The individualism of the  Manchester school  refuses to 
recognise  this  form of liberty a t  all. 

(2) Personal  liberty  may  be defined as the  right 
to freedom of action of the individual without 
let  or  hindrance,  moral  or  material,  on  the  part of 
society, in all  self-regarding  matters  (to  use Mill’s 
expression), i.e., in  all  matters directly  affecting him- 
self and  not directly  affecting  the  community as a 
whole or  others  outside himself, save, of course, by 
their own free will and  consent. I t  is necessary to 
emphasise  that in order  to  take a matter  outside  the 
sphere of self-regarding  action  it  must  be  shown that 
the  matter in question  directly, and  not merely indi- 
rectly,  affects the  community.  This is necessary  since 
it is  easy,  with  the aid of a little  sophistry, 
to show that every  course of thought,  expression,  or 
action may  conceivably  affect the  community indirectly, 
and  thus  the way is thrown open for  the unlimited 
oppression of the individual in his  private life and the 
total  destruction of personal  freedom. 

(3) Political  liberty  may be defined as  the  right of 
every  individual to have a voice  in the  management  and 
criticism of the  affairs of the  community, directly or 
indirectly,  either by voting  or by speaking  and  writing, 
or  both.  Freedom of discussion  and of demonstration 
(at suitable  times  and  places) is one  of  the  first con- 
ditions of political  liberty,  which  is, in the  last  resort; 
the  safeguard of the  other  kinds of liberty. 

Having  thus defined the  three chief forms of Liberty, 
which  means, after all, the  primary condition of self- 
development alike  for  the individual and  for society, 
and hence is the condition of all evolutionary process, 
let us  see how these  three  forms  work  out in their 
practical application. Socio-economic Liberty,  the 
right of the community to freedom of action as  regards 
its economic conditions, is obstructed  at  every  turn i n  
our  existing social organisation by the  property- 
interests of individuals and classes.  This  is abun- 
dantly  clear whenever  any attempt  at Socialistic  legis- 
lation, horn-ever  mild  in character, is made within the 

framework of the  existing  State. It is  then seen that 
every  proposal by which the bulk of the community 
should be enabled to come by its  own,  in however 
slight a measure,  encounters  an  impregnable  stone 
wall of class  interest.  Hence  the economic  subjection 
of  the  proletariat,  and hence the impossibility of social 
freedom so long a s  the  capitalistic state  exists,  ’which 
means so long as  the  land  and means of production 
remain  private  property. 

As regards  the second form of Liberty--per- 
sonal liberty-there is  much confusion of thought 
amongst  certain  persons as to  the  attitude of 
Socialism  in regard to it. Because  the  organ of a 
Socialist community--whether we  call it  State  or not- 
would,  in the real interests of Liberty,  be compelled to; 
organise  the  process of production,  etc., and in doing so 
to  regulate  the  conditions of labour for  the individual, 
there  is  an  idea  in  some people’s minds  that  its  great 
characteristic would be  the coercion of the individual 
all  round. Nothing could be  more  absurd.  The whole 
Socialist  movement,  either implicitly or  explicitly, 
points  the  contrary way,  points, that is,  the way of the 
minimum coercion of the individual in all  relations of 
life-while as regards purely  personal  actions, i.e., those 
not  directly  concerning the  corporate life of the com- 
munity,  the liberty it  accords him is complete. I t  is 
only  necessary to  glance at the  writings of recognised 
representatives of Socialist  thought,  or to the resolu- 
tions of Socialist  Congresses, to  be  assured  that per- 
sonal freedom  in the  most  complete  sense  possible 
belongs to  the essence of Socialism. 

To take  the well-known pronouncement that  “religion 
is a private  matter.”  This  is simply the affirmation of 
the  most complete  toleration of the  individual in matters 
of opinion. It  bars  the way to  the imposition, by the 
moral or material  pressure of Society, of any  form of 
dogma  or  article of speculative  belief,  on  the  individual 
conscience.  Socialism  proclaims absolute  freedom in 
matters of opinion. Now  opinions  on  speculative 
matters  vary from the agnosticism of scientific thought 
to  the theosophy of mystical  imagination.  But this. 
individual  freedom of opinion has, of course,  its  obverse 
side. The Socialist State (if we may so term  it) has  
to  guard  the principle, and as such  to be severely into- 
lerant of any  particular  religious  sect  whose principles 
involve the  attempt  to  impose  its  own creed  by  any 
form of coercion, direct or indirect,  on  Society at  large 
or  on other individuals. Socialist  society,  in  its collec- 
tive  capacity, only recognises  ascertained scientific  fact, 
or   a t  most  the inferences  necessarily ensuing  from  such 
fact.  This  is  the  meaning of the  uniform  demand  for 
secular  education by all Socialists as the  first  condition. 
of educational  progress. 

A logical  consequence of this principle of abso- 
lute  toleration in matters of personal  opinion 
follows in connection  with the  much-discussed 
question of sexual  relations. Here  again views as  to 
the  best  form of the  sexual  and family  relation  vary. 
In a  word,  they are, like  religion,  largely a matter of 
opinion, and  as such ought  to  rank equally as  “a  
private  matter ” alike  in  theory  and  practice.  There is, 
however, a point  here  where the  question of marriage, 
or cohabitation,  ceases to  be a matter of mere individual 
opinion,  and that  is in so far as the  question of children 
enters  into it. Here, of course,  we  strike a very 
important social relation. And here  the  corporate 
power of Society has undoubtedly a firm right of inter- 
vention.  But  let us not confound two things-the 
right  and  duty of the  corporate power of Society  (the 
Socialist  State)  to see to the proper  maintenance and 
upbringing of children--and  the  right  to coerce indi- 
viduals,  either by moral or  material  pressure, in their 
private relationships. 

The legality  and  morality  alike of our  present 
Society  confounds  the  two  things in an illogical 
and  inextricable jumble-it ties  them up in an 
irrational  knot, in  fact. The practical  problem of 
Social  Democracy in this  regard is to effectively dis- 
tinguish  between  the  legal  and  moral  question of duty 
to offspring  and that of the  sexual relation  per se, which 
is a matter of merely individual taste  and prefer- 
ence, The  maintenance  intact of the principle of  indi- 
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vidual  liberty  in  matters  not  themselves  directly affect- 
ing  Society  in  its  corporate  capacity,  and a fortiori  in 
matters of personal  opinion,  must  be  strictly  maintained 
as an  integral  principle of Socialism. The  principle 
must  be  recognised  that  Society  in  its  corporate  capacity 
has here  no  locus  standi. 

It is  cheap  and  convenient  to  pander to vulgar 
prejudice  by  offering up the  principle of per- 
sonal  freedom as a whole  burnt  offering to the 
Philistine, as has been  done  on  one  occasion  by  Mr. 
Ramsay  Macdonald  when  he  sought  to  soothe  the 
middle-class  Philistine  with  the  reflection  that  the 
Socialist  society of the  future  might  possibly  institute 
a Draconian  system of life-long  monogamy  for  fear  lest 
the  “stability ” of the  social  fabric  should  suffer  from 
the  admission of any  measure of personal  liberty  in 
sexual  matters as being “ too  subversive.”  Perhaps 
in Mr.  Macdonald’s  view  his  future  Society  might 
regard  other  forms of human  freedom as dangerous  to 
its “stability,”  or as “ too  subversive,”  and  reintro- 
duce  slavery,  serfdom,  etc.,  or  on  the  grounds  that 
humane methods of criminal  law  and  administration 
also  threaten  this  precious  “stability,”  might  proceed to 
re-establish the  rack  and  other  concomitants of the 
criminal  court of a bygone  era ! W e  venture  to  assert 
tha t  few Socialists,  outside  Mr.  Ramsay  Macdonald 
will admit  the  excuse of a thing  being  “too 
subversive ” as an  adequate  ground  for  surren- 
dering  the  basal  Socialist  principle of personal 
liberty,  because,  forsooth,  in  the  opinion of 
certain  persons some particular  manifestation of i t  
tended to  threaten  “stability.”  Those  who  have  once 
grasped  the  true  inwardness of Socialism  would  un- 
doubtedly  be of opinion  that  a  society  that  could  not 
stand  this  strain  was  unworthy  to  exist at all, and  that 
the  sooner  it  perished  the  better.  In  fact,  the  future 
society of Mr.  Ramsay  Macdonald  that  would  dragoon 
its members in the  way  he  suggests  would be only 
less  detestable  to  the  majority of thinking  Socialists 
than  the  Russian  autocracy  itself.  However,  his  sug- 
gestion  may  possibly  serve  its  purpose  and  bring  him a 
few  votes  from  those  amiable  and  self-righteous 
persons  who  like  to  see  their  fellow  humans  bullied. 

W e  now  come  to  the  question of political  freedom. 
Political  liberty  implies  the  greatest  possible influence 
of all the  members of a given  society  in  its  regulation 
and  management.  This is what  is  known as demo- 
cracy.  But, as Friedrich  Engels  has  pointed  out,  even 
democracy,  like  every  other  form of government,  repre- 
sents  the  possible  or  actual  coercion of human  beings 
within its pale.  Socialism,  on  the  contrary,  has  for its 
end  the  substitution of the administration of things for 
the government of persons. Such  being  the  case, 
democracy itself can  only  be  regarded as a transitional 
phase  tending  to  the  true  liberty of the  ultimate  Social- 
ist ideal  society.  From this it follows  that  the  weapons 
of democracy are  not  ends in themselves,  but  means 
merely towards  an  ulterior  end.  There  is  nothing in- 
trinsically sacrosanct  in these  means.  For  example, 
take  the  palladium of democracy,  the  determination  of 
questions  by a count-of-heads  majority of the  popula- 
tion ! Now as I  have  elsewhere  pointed  out,  this 
method is simply  the  one  that  experience  has  discovered 
to be the  least  objectionable  and  the  most  effective  on 
the whole  in the  interests of the  progress of the Com- 
monweal. This  does  not  say  that  it  is  perfect,  or that, 
under given conditions,  other  means  intrinsically  more 
objectionable  might  not  be  more effective. 

There is certainly no  magic in the  verdict of a majo- 
rity,  and public opinion, as it is called,  is  often a manu- 
factured  produce of class  interests,  and, at the  best, 
only  too  frequently of prejudice or sentimentalism. We 
may  often be inclined to think  that  an  honest,  far- 
seeing,  and  disinterested “ master  of  thirty  legions ” 

might  with  advantage at times  put  his heel on  the  neck 
of public  opinion.  But  the  improbability of the  occur- 
rence  and,  still  more,  the  recurrence  of  wisdom  and 
honesty  in  your  “master of thirty  legions,”  is  quite 
enough to give  pause  to  anyone  who  is  inclined to take 
this  view,  and to convince  him  that  democracy,  with 
all its drawbacks,  represents  the  least of evils in this 
connection. As such  every  Socialist must accept,  in 

general,  the  conditions of democracy,  including uni- 
versal  manhood  suffrage  and  the  decision of the  
majority.* 

Equality,  understanding by the  term  social  and 
economic  equality,  is a condition of the  universality of 
liberty.  Equality  in  any  other  sense is a chimera. 
Needless to say,  the  dead level of mediocrity  which 
haunts  the  imaginations of so many  critics of Socialism 
is  not  the  equality  implied  by  Socialism.  Differences 
of ability, of character, etc., must  continue,  but  social 
equality  based on  equal  economic  advantage  and  equal 
economic  opportunity, is essential  not  merely  to  the  free 
fruition of all  forms of liberty,  but  also to tha t  
spirit of Fraternity  which will knit  together a 
Socialist  society  in a manner  inconceivable to the  indi- 
vidualist  bourgeois  society of to-day. It  is  this 
spirit of Fraternity  that will form  the  ethical  milieu 
under  which  the final transition  from a mere  political 
society  (civitas) to a truly  social  society  (societas), in 
which-once more  to  quote  Friedrich  Engels--the 
government of persons shall have finally given place to 
the  administration of things, will be  ultimately  accom- 
plished,  and  Socialism  completely  and  definitively 
realised. E. BELFORT BAX, 

Marat and Robespierre. 
By Francis Grierson. 

I. 
CREEPING from  cave  to  cave like a beast of prey,  halt- 
ing  on  the  threshold of hunger  and  famine,  consumed 
by a  slow  fever,  haggard,  his  head  bound  in a red 
handkerchief,  his  shirt  open at  the  front,  his  legs 
swathed in  old rags,  his  shoes  covered  with  patches, 
Marat  was  the  incarnation of hate  without  reason  and 
fury  without  respite.  In  him  the  outstretched  arms of 
groaning  generations  and  the  agony of unheeded multi- 
tudes.  were  symbolised  in one long-continued gesture of 
vengeance  and  vituperation.  The stiffed groans of the 
hungry,  the unheard petitions of the  condemned, the 
lamentations of the  miserahle,  the  threats of envious 
and  disappointed  plotters  were  revived  and  concen- 
trated  in  this  raucous  voice  that filled the  Convention 
with whirlwinds of invective.  He,  too,  had  patience, 
the patience of smouIdering  vengeance  waiting  for 
cyclopic  powers to  lift  the  hatches  from  the  mountain 
and  let  the  lava  ascend  from  the  bowels of brimstone. 

The  Revolution  symbolised  all  passions,  hopes,  ambi- 
tions,  fears,  ideals,  vanities,  virtues,  and  madness. 
People  ceased  to be ordinary  beings,  and  became  living 
symbols. All living  things  were  represented  by  some 
sign,  shape,  sound,  or  colour.  There  were  doves of 
peace and  birds of prey  descending  like  the  vulture 
from  secret  and  hidden  places,  human  animals and 
human  reptiles.  Something  magical  had  changed  the 
nature of persons,  groups,  and  parties.  Danton,  whose 
speech  typified  the  roaring of a lion,  seconded  the 
ferocious  growling of Marat  the  tiger.  The  Conven- 
tion, at first  amused  by  his  writings, now listened  to 
his speeches  with  mingled  feelings of gaiety,  contempt, 
and  indifference. It  was  the  mood  best  suited  to assist 
Marat  to  attain  the  dream of his life-the destruction 
of every  person  and  thing  representing  authority ; for 
while  the  Assembly  sat  and  listened  he  was  unwinding 
with  unerring  precision  the  thread  from  their  little  ball 
of life. As they  sat  listening, half  in pity, half  in mock- 
ery,  the  standard of liberty  was  being  lowered,  while 
the  black flag of terror  was  being  hoisted  behind  their 
backs.  Little  by  little  the  truth  became  apparent,  they 
realised  the  presence of some  destructive  invisible 
energy, a wave  of  fatality  set in motion  by some 
mysterious  power, as from  the  lips of Marat  the  accusa- 
tions  were  hissed  forth as from a human  furnace, 
stripping  the  Girondins of hope  and  courage,  paralysing 
the  Jacobins  by a presentiment of terrors  unnamed  and 
unforeseen. As the  days  and  weeks  wore  on  the  fatal 

* I have elsewhere given my reasons for not regarding 
woman suffrage as a necessary corollary  from  the  principle 
of democracy. 
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influence  of  the  outcast  hypnotised  the  deputies  in  their 
seats. So much  licensed  audacity  had  never  been 
known in  the  history of Parliaments. No one  had 
breath to oppose  such  unremitting  invective.  Danton 
the lion  growled  a  patronising  assent.  Robespierre  the 
owl blinked,  closed  his  eyes,  and  pretended to  sleep. 
Saint  Just, a utopist  with a petrified  heart  and  the  cold- 
blooded vice of an  intellectual  saint, cooled for  a 
moment  Marat's fevered brain  with  unctuous  flattery 
and icy compliments.  These  attentions,  fears,  evasions, 
and patronising  airs  added  fuel  to  his  fury,  strength  to 
his  decrepid body, and a superhuman  energy  to  an 
audacity which would non- pass  the  bounds. of human 
wit  and  daring.  While  the  audacity of Danton  was a 
monstrous  blunder,  that of Marat was direct,  unrelent- 
ing, never  looking  back,  brushing  everything  aside  in 
his  triumphal  march to the  dungeon  and  the  guillotine. 
The  audacity  displayed  by  Danton  was a passionate 
outburst,  regretted as soon as past ; that of Marat 
belonged to the  temperament of the  man.  Instead of 
giving way  to  doubts,  reactions,  and  feelings of 
remorse,  he  grew  more  audacious  with  every  discourse, 
more  fearless  with  every  edict,  more  cruel  with  every 
crime. 

At  last  the  awful  awakening  came-the  Convention 
realised that  here  was  the  bolt  that  would  open  the 
dungeons,  caves,  and  secret  retreats of Paris ; the 
image  and  speech  that would add  frenzy  to  famine  and 
chaos to confusion.  Before  the  advent  of  Marat  the 
Assembly  was  like a cauldron  just  beginning  to  sim- 
mer ; but  now  his  fevered  veins  added  the  one  drop 
that changed  it  to  a  seething  witch-broth of conflicting 
passions, interests,  and  ambitions. 
The Revolution had begun  like a whirlwind,  but 

Marat  made of it a cyclonic  and  irresistible  force.  He 
was the  centre  around which the  sections  whirled  in 
irretrievable  anarchy.  From  this  vortex  no  one 
escaped ; he  hurled  'leader at  leader,  group  against 
group,  made  hypocrites of the  majority by mortifying 
individual  pride,  brought  in  confusion,  fear,  and  cun- 
ning, made  heroes of cowards  and  precipitate  boasters 
of cautious  and  sober  counsellors.  People  beheld  him 
with  mingled  feelings of disgust,  contempt,  horror  and 
stupefaction. An oratorical  leper  had  crept  into  the 
arena of politics,  and  the  stoutest  gladiators  refused  to 
grapple  with  death  in so fearful a form.  When  he 
disappeared in his  bath of blood the  Assembly  breathed 
a long  sigh of relief. Then,  to  appease  the  people, 
they  accorded  him  the  honours of a hero  and a martyr. 
They  had  been  dealing  with a madman  whose  methods 
were  uncompromising  and  triumphant, a logical  lunatic 
sent to heap ridicule on  the  vanity of utopists  and 
opprobrium  on  the  doings of the  populace. 

II. 
Marat  was  no  more.  And  now,  crouched  behind  the 

anxious  horde,  sat  Robespierre,  awaiting  like a hungry 
hyena  the  passing of the  human  shadows  on  the  dial of 
Time. Like  one of the  pre-destined,  he  possessed  the 
patience of demoniac  genius  with  the  prudence  of 
worldly wisdom. In  his  seeming  weakness  there  was 
strength,  in  his  patience a hidden  power,  in  his  power 
the force of destiny  He  began  by  being  the  Momus 
of the  Assembly,  his  appearance  on  the  rostrum  being 
the signal  for  sarcastic  badinage.  He  was  regarded 
as one of Nature's  jokes ; but  that  is how  Nature  lays 
her  traps.  The  greatest  tragedies  begin  by a sort  of 
cap-and-bells  performance ; the  cynical  and  the  sinister 
are reserved  for  the  closing  scenes.  Terrible  are  the 
laws by  which  the  psychic  action of the  thing  men  call 
Fate is  manifest to the  eyes of men ; terrible  are  the 
secrets of Nature because unfathomable  by  the  science 
and  the  arts of the  human  understanding ! As at the 
foot of a volcano  in  eruption,  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and 
glory  avail  nothing, so all  the  political  and  social  power 
of France  failed  to  turn  Robespierre  from  his  appointed 
role Feeble,  yet  mighty,  he  waited,  unshaken  by  the 
tears and  entreaties produced by  the  pandemonium  of 
passions which  surged  about  him.  Voltaire  was  the 
Vesuvian  spitfire  that  preceded  this  social  upheaval ; 
Rousseau  was  the  fountain  that  sprinkled  the  parched 

earth  with  the  waters of compassion.  But  the  hour 
arrives  when  sparks  and  flashes  give  way to a hurricane 
of hot hail, when  the  tears of compassion  turn to fire 
and  brimstone.  Once, if never  before,  the  classes  and 
the  masses  were  destined  to  meet  face to face  on level 
ground ; and  the  majority  would  have a long  period of 
triumph,  more  furious  than  that of any  majority  in  the 
history of civilisation  The  French  Court  had  been 
but a lamp at which  the  moths of the  great  world had 
scorched  their  wings ; the  Revolution  was a net  spread 
by  the  Furies to amass  the  human  shoals  in a series  of 
suspended  calamities,  in  which  hope  and  horror  would 
alternate  with  the  ebb  and flow of distracted  multitudes. 
I t  requires  time  to  realise  the  full  force of tyrannie 
and  tragic  disaster.  Suspense  was  the  dread  balance 
in  which  Robespierre  swung  his  victims  over  the  abyss 
of  annihilation,  touching  by  turns  the  brink of hope 
and  the  seething  surface of the  awful  pit,  sousing  the 
human  shoals  in  an  ocean of tears,  until  there  were  no 
eyes  for  weeping  and  no  strength  left to cling  to  the 
wrecks of fame  and  fortune. 

How  many  are  the  years  it  takes  for  the  light of the 
farthest  stars  to  reach  our  globe,  and how many aeons 
was  Nature  preparing  for  this  wondrous  tragedy ! Our 
globe is, an  atom in the  ocean of things,  Robespierre 
was  an  atom  in  the  world of folly and  frippery.  He 
began  by  being a nobody. In  this  Assembly of 
hundreds  he  was  the  most  'provincial,  the  most  halting, 
the  most  shuffling,  the  most  insignificant.  The  heavy 
eyelids  served  to  veil  the  clairvoyant  vision  behind  them, 
and  the  man as he sat resembled a human  owl  with 
agate  eyes,  brooding a long  and final descent  to  the 
shores of Tartarus.  For  these  eyes  alone of all that  
assembly  could  see  through  chaos  to  the  farthest  rim 
of Erebus.  Still  and  silent as the  twilight  that  predicts 
the  typhoon,  he  brooded:  haunted by phantoms of 
terror  and  glory,  amidst  feelings  too  deep  for  words 
and  ambitions  too  vast  for  human  expression.  His 
early  speeches  were  tentative,  abrupt,  and  abortive ; 
but  during  the  intervals of calm  he  gathered  fresh  force 
for  the  next  encounter,  and  the  day  came  when  he 
alone of all  that  surging  crowd  was  master of his 
passion  and  the  cool  conductor of his  frigid  and  name- 
less  fury. As the  Convention descended towards  the 
arena of death  the  Mountain loomed higher  and  higher 
before  Robespierre. H e  would  ascend to its  summit, 
using as  guides  friends,  foes,  groups,  and  parties,  and 
watch  them,  seized  with  vertigo,  stumble  one  by  one 
into  the  abyss of phantoms. 

The  obscure  and  timid  Advocate of Arras  became  the 
one  fixed  star of the  Convention  around  which  all  revo- 
lutionary  planets  revolved,  and  the  slow,  mysterious 
unrolling of the  tragic  panorama  seemed  like  a revival 
of the  legends,  symbols,  and  mysteries of the  mytho- 
logical  past.  The  reticent  Vergniaud,  orator  reserved 
for  the  great  and  soIemn  days,  was  the  Jupiter,  the 
hot-headed  Danton  was  the  Mars,  the  cynical,  irre- 
sponsible  Camille  Demoulins  was  the  Bacchus,  the 
merciless  Lambertine  de  Mericourt  symbolised  the 
Furies, Madame Roland  stood  alone  as  Minerva,  the 
siege of Troy  was  enacted  again  in  the  taking  of  the 
Tuilleries, a new  Helen  arose  in  Marie  Antoinette,  and 
a new  Hector in Barnave.  But  Robespierre's  silence 
became  more  menacing  than  their  threats.  There  was 
something in his  mien  more  sinister  than  their  gestures, 
while  the  inexorability of his  arguments  seemed  more 
fatal  than  the  most  vindictive  tirades of all  his  enemies. 
H e  would doom  them  all  by a phrase, a shrug  of the 
shoulders,  or a wave of the  hand.  It  would  appear 
that  in  him  all  the  demonic  forces  in  Nature  were  con- 
centrated  for  the  overthrow of existing  laws,  beliefs, 
and  systems.  He  finished  with  the  guillotine  what 
Rousseau  began,  with a goose  quill.  The  Neros,  the 
Napoleons,  the  Rousseaus,  and  the  Robespierres  repre- 
sent  the  volcanos of humanity.  Some  smoke is seen, 
some  distant  thunder is heard, a slight  trembling is felt. 
Suddenly  the  seal is torn  from  the vial. Power,  pomp, 
and  dynasties  disappear in the  vortex.  Human  beings 
are whirled  away  like so many  atoms.  The  ordinary 
mind  is  left  stupefied  by  the  terror  and  the  awe,  the 
philosopher dumbfounded  with  the  wonder  and  the 
mystery. 
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A Continental Trip.--I. 
By Bart Kennedy. 

Coing to Ostend. 
GOING over  on  the  boat  to  Ostend  I fell in with a hard- 
faced man,  upon  whose cheek was a deep  scar. He 
was  an  Englishman,  but he was obviously an  English- 
man who  had travelled far  and  who  had seen  many 
things. He  wore  the air of one  who  had  seen life from 
many  different  angles. He  was one  whom I would not 
have  been  surprised to see  anywhere. He  was ele- 
gantly  dressed,  though his  speech  and  accent  were  not 
quite  that of the shined-up and  cultivated  person  who  is 
classed  under  the  generic  term of gentleman.  A  hard- 
faced,  hardeyed  man,  who would have  robbed  a bank 
with much aplomb, or  who would have  robbed a train, 
or  who would have  borrowed money from  perfect 
strangers behind a pistol.  I  knew the  type,  for  I  had 
met  it now and  then in the  North-western  Territory, 
and in the wilds of Alaska,  and,  I may as well say  it, 
amongst British officers. The people of England  owe 
more  than  they  realise to  this fine, hard-faced, blue- 
eyed desperado  type. 

I liked him. He  turned  out  to be  a  bookmaker, 
though  I  did  not find that  out till afterwards, when I 
met him again  at  the races in Ostend. 

His  eye  weighed  me  up  critically as we  talked,  and 
he asked  me  questions  with  the  absolute  frankness  that 
one sometimes  uses  with  utter  strangers. I confided 
to him the  fact  that  I  had never  been in Ostend before. 
And then  he told me that he  knew  Ostend like a book. 
He  was  often over there ! He  asked  me as to  the hotel 
I had decided to  stay  at. And when  I  told him that I 
had  not  yet  quite  decided,  he gave  me  the  name of a 
hotel  where  he assured  me  that  I would be  treated  with 
much  consideration at  a moderate  charge. All I  had to 
do  was  to  mention  his  name ! 

At this  point a lanky American  came  up to us-we 
were in the saloon-and cut  into  the  conversation. He 
was a long-faced,  shifty-eyed  person,  who  bore the  air 
of a three-card-trick  man out in search of adventure. 

And at once  the  three of us talked  together as if we 
had  known  each  other  for  years. 

Again the  conversation veered  round to hotels,  and 
again  the  hard-faced  Englishman told me that all would 
be  well if I  mentioned  his name  at  the hotel  he  had  told 
me of. I thanked him with  fervour,  but  I  refrained 
from asking him what his- name  might be. I thought I 
would wait  and  see how he would manage  to convey 
it to me. 

He did this  a  little while afterwards.  “Just mention 

him. It  was very  Scotch. I thanked him again  with 
fervour,  and a look of puzzlement  came into  his  hard, 
blue eyes-doubtless because of my fervour. 

It would be difficult to describe  exactly  our con- 
versation. It  ran more loosely than  conversations 
usually run. The shifty-eyed, lanky American  told us 
that he had heard  the wonderful Caruso many  times in 
New York, but  he  was  not  a  person much  up in music, 
for  he was not  quite  certain  whether  Caruso  was a 
tenor or a baritone. And he  went  on to  speak of the 
curious  machine politics of New York. When I indi- 
cated to him that I knew  New  York well, he  looked at 
me as if he were  surprised. I t  seemed to me as if he 
had taken  me  for a more  innocent  person  than I really 
was. The hard-faced  Englishman  talked of the fasci- 
nations of the  Casino in Ostend  and of the fine singers 
that  sang  there. And then  we  talked of the different 
varieties .of whisky,  and  whether  whisky  was really a 
better  drink than wine. And suddenly the  topic 
changed to horses. The Englishman  was  quite a t  

--- ,” he  said. It  was a name  that did  not  quite fit 

home  on this  particular  subject.  It  was simply a con- 
versation  with no particular  thread  to it-of loose  ends. 
The  three of us  were  holding  things in reserve.  I was 
studying my friends  and  they  were  studying me. 

Suddenly  they  rose  and  left me  abruptly. 
The ticket  collector  came  round. He  was a  little 

sharp-faced,  bossy  man,  with  the  earth-owning,  or 
rather  ocean-owning,  air  that  ticket  collectors on ships 
always  contrive  to  wear.  He had asked me for m y  
ticket  twice  before,  and when I  informed him that  the 
Company  had  neglected to supply me with  three  tickets 
he looked at  me  with  much reproof in his  wandering 
little eye. In my time  I  had  travelled  on a passenger 
ship  without  going  through  the formality of buying a 
ticket,  and  I  had  some all round  experience of the 
manners of ticket  collectors. So I joked the  sharp- 
faced,  bossy  little  man  a bit-and he  passed on. 

I  am  ashamed  to  have  to  confess  it,  but I always find 
the  crossing  from  England  to  France  trying. I don’t 
quite  get  sick,  but  I come  precious near  it.  The 
Channel  is  shallow  and  choppy,  and  the  Channel  boats 
usually  have a tub-like,  topsy-turvy  motion.  I  don’t 
mind the  long swells of the  Atlantic  or  the Pacific. 
But  the silver streak  invariably  makes me feel  pessi- 
mistic. In my view this  same  streak is one of the 
worst  bits of water  to  negotiate in the world.  I  am 
always  glad when  I am over. 

The beautiful  lights of Ostend ! 
Darkness  was now well upon  us, and  they  were 

flashing  up  in  the  distance. And soon the  passengers 
were  getting  their  belongings  together  to go  ashore. 
On many of their  faces  was  the  glad  air of having 
accomplished  a great voyage.  They filled up the  gang- 
ways,  gripping  their  hand-bags  desperately. 

And here  we  were  crowding  down  the  gang-plank in 
a squeezed-up, stumbling  mass. And  in a few  moments 
we  were  having  our  luggage examined.  But I must 
give  the  Ostend  smuggler-hunters  a  good  character. 
They  are of the  best.  For  the  examining  was a most 
casual  affair. You just looked the  customs officer in 
the eye and signified to him that all was well, and  he 
put  the all-right  chalk-mark  on  your luggage like a 
lamb. 

And now there  came  the  deafening voices of the 
hotel porters  and  touts as they  shouted to you  concern- 
ing  the  merits of their  respective  hotels.  Slim  men and 
burly  men  rushed  up  and  surrounded you threateningly. 
The  air  was filled with all kinds of good  things at  once. 
Even though you did not  know  the  language-you would 
still  be  able to tell that  these people  were out  to  make 
you happy-for a consideration.  Cards  were  thrust 
into your  hand  which  described in glowing  words  the 
varied  magnificences of various  hostelries. 

And then  it  was  that  there  came  into my head a 
weird idea. 

I called out  the  name of the hotel that  the  hard- 
faced Englishman  had told  me of-the hotel  where I 
had but  to mention  his name  to be received with  open 
arms.  It  struck me that his name  might  turn  out  to 
be a talisman after all,  even though it  had  not  seemed 
to fit him. 

On I drove  in state  to  this hotel  behind  horses 
whose  hoofs  champed loudly and  importantly. And 
here  was  the hotel ! A place of many  lights  and much 
magnificence. From  it you could hear  the waves 
sounding  and  splashing. 

And a grand-looking  person in a frock  coat  came 
forth  to meet  me in the splendid hall. The hotel 
looked as if it  might  turn  out  to  be  a bit  too rich for 
my blood, but  I  thought  that  perhaps  the  name of my 
friend  on that  boat  might possibly  soften the financial 
asperities of the  morning bill. 

Alas ! Alas ! 
When I  mentioned the  name of my friend, the  eye 

of the  grand-looking  person in the  frock  coat  hardened. 
The look of genial  though  lofty welcome left  it.  ,He 
said that he  had  but  one room  vacant,  and  when  he 
told me  what  it would  cost to repose there  for  the  night 
I  nearly.  had  a  fainting fit. I t  would have  taken a mil- 
lionaire’s purse  to  stand  the  racket. 

I looked sadly at  him-and departed. 
BART KENNEDY. 
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FRANCISCO FERRER Y GUARDIA. 
I. 

STRENGTH that  is born  of  the  injustice of kings, 
Truth  that  survives  the  betrayal of crimes, 
Love that   is  union  through  life  and  through  death, 

With  one  vigorous  breath 
Like  the  breath of a thousand  springs, 
With  the  rush of a thousand  wings, 

W a k e   m e  up from  my  trance  like  the  thrust of a lance 
betimes. 

II. 
Hate  for  all  things  that  are  evil  and wrong, 
Hate  for  the  power of a royal-crowned  head, 
Hate  for  the  wiles of a minister’s  might, 

Thy  great  love of the  right, 
With  the  breath of a force  more  strong 
Than  the  breath of a guiding  song, 

Hurled  thee  on to thy  doom  and  thy  glory-Iit  tomb 
blood-red. 

III .  
Spaniards  weighed down with  the  burden of years, 
Spaniards  engirdled  with  Liberty’s  light, 
Spaniards  that  fear  or  that  hope,  old  or  young, 

By a cold-blooded  crime  that  sears 
Your full souls’  overflowing  tears, 

Shall  your  nerves  be  unstrung 

That has lost  you  your  guide  with  his  power  and  pride 
i’  the  night? 

IV. 
Spain,  re-awake,  re-awake  from  thy  shame ! 
Let thy  republican  name  o’er  the  earth 
Rise  once  again,  never  more  to go  down ! 

Re-acquire  thy  renown. 
With  the  help of thy  servants’ flame, 
With  the help of thy  past’s  fair  name ! 

Let thy  son’s  glorious  death  be  the  life  and  the  breath 

Malta. PAUL L. FALZON. 
o’ thy  birth. 

The Glimpse. 
By Arnold Bennett. 

[Note.--Last year  the  editor of “Black and  White ” corn- 
missioned me to write a story  for  his  Christmas Number. 
I wrote  the following story. He expressed a deep  personal 
admiration  for  it,  but  said positively that he would not  dare 
to offer it to his  readers. I withdrew the story, and gave 
him instead a comic tale  about a dentist. Afterwards I was 
glad  that I had withdrawn the story, for I perceived that  its 
theme  could  only be treated  adequately  in a novel. I 
accordingly wrote the novel, which has  been  published  under 
the same title.-A. B.] 

I. 
WHEN I  was  dying  I  had  no  fear. I was  simply in- 
different, partly, no  doubt,  through  exhaustion  caused 
by  my  long  illness.  It  was a warm  evening  in  August. 
W e  ought  to  have  been at Blackpool, of course,  but w e  
were  in  my  house  in  Trafalgar  Road,  and  the  tramcars 
between  Hanley  and  Bursley  were  shaking  the  house 
just as usual.  Perhaps  not  quite as usual ; for  during 
my  illness I had  noticed  that a sort of tiredness, a soft, 
nice  feeling,  seems  to  come  over  everything at sunset 
of a hot  summer’s  day.  This  universal  change  affected 
even  the  tramcars, so that  they  rolled  up  and  down  the 
hill more  gently.  Or i t  may  have  been  merely  my 
imagination.  Through  the  open  windows I could  see, 
dimly,  the  smoke of the  Cauldon  Bar  Iron  Works 
slowly  crossing  the  sky in front of the  sunset.  Margaret 
sat in my  grandfather’s oak chair  by  the  gas-stove. 
There  was  only  Margaret,  besides  the  servant, in the 
house ; the  nurse  had  been  obliged  to go back  to  Pire- 
hill Infirmary  for  the  night. I don’t  know  why.  More- 
over,  it  didn’t  matter. 

I began  running  my  extraordinarily  white  fingers 
along  the  edge of the  sheet. I was  doing  this  quite 
mechanically  when I noticed a look of alarm in 
Margaret’s  face,  and I vaguely  remembered  that  play- 

ing  with  the  edge of the  sheet  was supposed to be a 
trick of the  dying. So I  stopped,  more for Margaret’s 
sake  than  for  anything else. I could not move  my head 
much,  in fact scarcely at  all ; hence  it  was difficult for 
me  to  keep  my  eyes  on  objects  that  were  not  in  my  line 
of vision as I lay  straight  on  my pillows. Thus my 
eyes  soon  left  Margaret’s. I forgot  her. I thought 
about  nothing.  Then  she  came  over to the bed, and 
looked at m e   a n d  I  smiled at her,  very  feebly. She  
smiled  in  return. She appeared  to  me  to  be  exceedingly 
strong  and  healthy  Six  weeks  before I had  been the 
strong  and  healthy one-I was  in  my  prime,  forty, and 
had a tremendous  appetite  for  business-and I had 
always  regarded  her as fragile  and  delicate ; and now 
she could  have  crushed me without  effort! I had an 
unreasonable,  instinctive  feeling of shame  at  being so 
weak,  compared to her.  I  knew  that I was  leaving  her 
badly off ; we were both  good  spenders,  and  all my 
spare  profits  had  gone  into  the  manufactory ; but I did 
not  trouble  about  that. I was  almost  quite  callous 
about  that.  I  thought  to  myself,  in a confused  way : 
“Anyhow  I  shan’t  be  here to see  it,  and  she’ll  worry 
through  somehow ! ” Nor did I  object  to  dying. It 
may  be  imagined  that  I  resented  death at so early an 
age,  and  being  cut off in  my  career,  and  prevented 
from  getting  the  full benefit of the  new  china-firing oven 
that  I  had  patented.  Not a t  all ! It  may  be  imagined 
that  I was preoccupied  with a future  life,  and  thinking 
that  possibly  we  had  given  up  going  to  chapel  without 
sufficient reason. No ! I just  lay  there,  submitting 
like a person  without will or  desires  to  the  nursing of 
my wife, which was  all of it  accurately  timed by the 
clock. 

I  just  lay  there  and  watched  the  gradual  changing of 
the  sky,  and,  faintly,  heard  clocks  striking  and the 
quiet  swish of my  wife’s  dress.  Once  my  ear  would 
have  caught  the  ticking of our  black  marble  clock on 
the  mantelpiece ; but  not now-it was  lost  to me. I 
watched  the  gradual  changing of the  sky,  until  the  blue 
of the sky had  darkened so that  the  blackness of the 
smoke  was  merged in it. But to the  left  there  appeared 
a faint  reddish  glare,  which  showed  where  the  furnaces 
were ; this glare  had  been  invisible in daylight. I 
watched all that,  and  I  waited  patiently  for  the  last 
trace of silver  to  vanish  from a high  part of the  sky 
above  where  the  sunset  had  been--and  it  would  not, 
I would shut  my  eyes  for  an  age,  and  then  open  them 
again,  and  the  silver  was  always in the  sky.  The  cars 
kept  rumbling up the hill and  bumping  down  the hill. 
And there  was  still  that  soft,  languid  feeling  over  every- 
thing.  And  all  the  heat of the  day  remained.  Some- 
times a waft of hot  air  moved  the  white  curtains. 
Margaret  ate  something off a  plate.  The  servant  stole 
in. Margaret  gave a gesture as though  to  indicate 
that  I was asleep.  But I was not  asleep.  The  servant 
went off. Twice  I  restrained  my  thin,  moist  hands 
from  playing  with  the  edge of the  sheet.  Then  I  closed 
my  eyes  with a kind of definite  closing, as if finally 
admitting  that I was  too  exhausted  to  keep  them  open. 

II. 
Difficult to describe my next  conscious  sensations, 

when  I  found I was  not  in  the  bed ! I  have  never 
described  them  before. You will understand  why  I’ve 
never  described  them  to  my wife. I meant  never to- 
describe  them  to  anyone.  Gut as you came all  the way 
from  London,  Mr.  Myers,  and  seem  to  understand  all 
this  sort of thing,  I’ve  made  up  my mind to tell you, 
for  what  it’s  worth.  Yes,  what  you  say  about the 
difficulty of sticking  to  the  exact  truth is quite  correct. 
I feel  it. Still, I don’t  think  I  over-flatter myself in 
saying  that  I  am a more  than  ordinarily  truthful  man. 

Well,  I  was  looking at the  bed. I was  not  in  the 
bed. I can’t  be  precisely  sure  where  I was standing, 
but I think  it  was between the  two  windows, half 
behind  the  crimson  curtains.  Anyhow,  I  must  have 
been  near  the  windows,  or  I  couldn’t  have  seen  the foot 
of the bed and  the  couch  that is there.  I  could most 
distinctly  hear  Cauldon  Church  clock,  more  than  two 
miles.  away,  strike  two.  I was cold. Margaret  was 
leaning  over  the  bed,  and  staring at a face  that  lay on 
the pillows. At  first  it  did  not  occur to me that   this 
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face on the pillows was  my face. I had  to  reason  out 
that fact. When I had  reasoned  it  out I tried to speak 
to Margaret and tell  her  that  she  was  making a mistake, 
gazing at that  thing  there on the  pillows,  and  that  the 
real  one was  standing  in  the cold  by the  windows. I 
could not speak. Then I tried to attract  her  attention 
in other  ways ; but I could do  nothing.  Once  she 
turned  sharply, as if startled,  and  looked  straight at 
me. I strove  more  frantically  than  ever  to  make  signs 
to her ; but  no, I could  not.  Seemingly,  she  did  not  see. 

Then  I  thought : “ I’m dead ! This  is being  dead ! 
I’ve died ! ” 

Margaret  ran to the  dressing-table,  and picked up her 
hand-mirror.  She rubbed it  carefully  on  the  counter- 
pane,  and  then held it  to  the  mouth  and  nostrils  of  that 
face on   the  pillows,  and  then  examined it under  the gas. 
She  was  very  agitated ; the  whole of her  demeanour 
had changed ; I  scarcely  recognised  her. I could  not 
help  thinking  that  she  was  mad.  She  put  down  the 
mirror,  glanced at  the  clock,  even  glanced  out  of  the 
window  (she  was  much  closer  to  me  than I am  now  to 
you),  and  then flew back to the  bed.  She  seized  the 
scissors that were  hanging  from  her  girdle,  and  cut a 
hole in the  top pillow, and  drew  from it a flock of down, 
which  she  carefully  placed on  the  lips of that  face.  The 
down did not  even  tremble.  Then  she  bared  the  breast 
of the body on  the  bed,  and  laid  her  ear  upon  the  region 
of the  heart ; I could  see  her  eyes  blinking as she 
listened  intensely.  After  she  had  listened  some  time 
she raised her  head,  with a little  sob,  and  frantically 
pulled the bell-rope. I could  hear  the bell ; we  could 
both  hear  it.  There  was  no  response ; nothing  but a 
fearful silence. Margaret,  catching  her  breath,  rushed 
out of the  room. I was  sick  with  the  most  awful 
disgust  that I could not  force  her to see  where  I  was. 
I had been  helpless  before,  when I lay in the  bed,  but 
I was far  more  completely  helpless  now.  Talk  about 
the babe  unborn ! 

She came  back  with  the  servant,  and  the  two  women 
stood on  either  side of the  bed,  gazing at  that body. 
The  servant  whispered : 

“They  do  say  that if you  put a full glass of water  on 
the  chest you can tell for  sure.” 

Margaret  hesitated.  However,  the  servant  began to 
fill a glass of water  on  the  washstand,  and  they  poised 
it  on  the  chest of that  body. Not the  slightest  vibra- 
tion  troubled  its  surface. I was-not angry ; no, 
tremendously  disgusted is the  only  term I can use-at 
all  this  flummery  with  that  body  on  the  bed. I t   was  
shocking  to me that  they  should  confuse  that  body  with 
me. I thought  them  silly,  wilfully silly. I  thought 
their  behaviour  monstrously  blind.  There  was I, the 
master of the  house,  standing  chilled  between  the 
windows,  and  neither  Margaret  nor  the  servant  would 
take  the  least  notice of me ! 

The  servant  said : 
“I’d  better  run  for  the  doctor,  ma’am.”  And  she 

lifted off the glass. 
“What  use  can  the  doctor  be? ” Margaret  asked. 

“Only  spoil  the  poor  man’s  night  for  nothing.  And 
he’s had a  lot of bad  nights  lately. He told me to be- 
prepared. ” 

The  servant  said : 
“Yes,  mum.  But I’d better  run  for him. That’s 

what  doctors  is  for.” 
As soon as the  front-door  banged  on  the  excited 

servant, my wife fell on  that body with a loud  cry,  and 
stroked  it  passionately,  and  I  could  see  her  tears 
dropping  on it. She  wept  without  any  restraint.  She 
loved me  very  much ; I  knew  that.  But  the  fact  that 
she  loved  me  only  increased  my  horror  that  she  should 
be caressing  that  body,  which  was  not  me at all, which 
had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  me,  which  was  loath- 
some, vile, and  as insensible as a log to  the  expressions 
of her love. She  was  not  weeping  over me. She   was  
weeping  over  an  abomination.  She  was  all  wrung,  all 
tragically  wrong,  and I could not  set  her  right.  Her 
woe desolated  me. W e  had  been  happy  together  for 
sixteen  years. Her  error  desolated  me, as a painful 
farce. But a slow,  horrible  change  in  my  own  con- 
sciousness  made  me  forget her grief  in  my  own in- 
creasing  misery. 

III. 
I do not suppose that  the  feeling  which  came over me 

is  capable of being  described  in  human  language. It 
can  only  be  hinted at, not  truly  conveyed. If I say 
that I was  utterly  overcome  by  the  sensation of being 
cut off from everything, I shall  perhaps  not  impress you 
very  much  with a notion of my  terror.  But I do   no t  
see how I can  better  express myself. No one who has 
not  been  through  what I have  been  through-it is a 
pretty  awful  thought  that  all  who  die  do  probably go 
through it-can possibly  understand  the  feeling of acute 
and  frightful  loneliness  that  possessed  me as I stood 
near  the  windows,  that  wrapped  me  up  and  enveloped 
me, as i t  were,  in an  icy sheet. A few  people in 
England  are  possibly  in  my  case-they  have been, and 
they  have  returned,  like me. They will understand, 
and  only  they.  I  was  solitary  in  the  universe. I was 
invisible, and I was  forgotten.  There  was  my  poor 
wife  lavishing  her  immense  sorrow  on  that  body  on  the 
bed,  which  had  ceased  to  have  any  connection  with 
me,  which  was  emphatically  not  me,  and  to  which  I  felt 
the  strongest  repugnance. I was  even  jealous of that  
lifeless,  unresponsive,  decaying mass- YOU  cannot 
guess  how I tried  to yell to my  wife  to  come to me  and 
warm  me  with  her  companionship  and  her  sympathy- 
and I could  accomplish  nothing,  not  the  faintest 
whisper. 

I had  no  home,  no  shelter,  no  place  in  the  world, 
no  share in  life. I  was  cast  out. T h e  changeless  pur- 
poses cf nature had ejected  me  from  humanity.  It  was 
as though  humanity  had  been a fortified  city  and  the 
gates  had  been  shut on me,  and I was  wandering 
round and round  the unscalable smooth  walls,  and 
beating  against  their  stone  with my hands.  That  is a 
good simile,  except  that I could  not  move. Of course 
if I  could  have  moved I should  have  gone  to my wife. 
But I could not move. To be  quite  exact,  I  could  move 
very  slightly,  perhaps  about  an  inch  or  two  inches, and 
in  any  direction, u p  or  down,  to  left  or  right,  back- 
wards,  or  forwards ; this  by a great,  straining,  fatiguing 
effort.  I  was  stuck  there  on  the  surface of the  world, 
desolate  and  undone.  It  was  the  most  cruel  situation 
that you can  imagine,  far  worse, I think,  than  any 
conceivable  physical  torture. I a m  perfectly  sure  that 
I would  have  exchanged  my  state,  then,  for  the  state of 
no  matter  what  human  being,  the  most  agonised 
martyr,  the  foulest  criminal. I would  have  given  any- 
thing,  made  any  sacrifice,  to  be  once  more  within  the 
human  pale,  to  feel  once  more  that  human  life was not 
going on without me. 

There  was a knocking  below. My wife  left  that 
body on  the  bed, and came  to  the  window  and  put  her 
head ou t  into,  the  nocturnal,  gaslit  silence of Trafalgar 
Road.  She  was  within a foot of me-and I could d o  
nothing. 

She  whispered : “ Is that  you,  Mary ? ” 
The voice of the  servant  came : “Yes, mum.  The 

doctor’s  been  called  away  to a case.  He’s  not  likely 
to  be  back  before five o’clock.’’ 

My wife  said  with  sad  indifference : “ I t  doesn’t 
matter  now.  I’ll  let you in.” 

She  went  from  the  room. I heard  the  opening  and 
shutting of the  door.  Then both women  returned  into 
the  room,  and  talked in low  voices. 

My  wife said : “ A s  soon as  it’s  light you must. . .” 
She stopped  and  corrected  herself. “No,  the  nurse will 
be  back  at  sewn  o’clock.  She  said she would. She  
will attend  to  all  that.  Mary, go and  get a little  rest, 
if you can.” 

“Aren’t  you  going to put  the  pennies  on  his  eyes, 
mum? ” the  servant  asked, 

“Ough t  I ? ” said  my wife. “ I don’t  know much 
about  these  things.” 

“ O h  yes,  mum.  And  tie  his  jaw up,” the  servant 
said. 

His eyes ! His jaw ! I was  terribly  angry,  in my 
desolation.  But  it  was a futile  anger,  though it raged 
through  me  like a storm.  Could  they  not  understand, 
would  they  never  understand,  that  they  were  gro- 
tesquely  deceived?  How  much  longer  would they 
continue to fuss over  that body on  the bed  while I, I, 
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the  person  whom  they  were  supposed to be  sorry  for, 
suffered and trembled in dire  need  just behind them? 

A ridiculous  bother  over  pennies ! There  was  only 
one penny in  the  house,  they  decided,  after  searching. 
I knew  the  exact  whereabouts of two  shillings  worth 
of copper, rolled in  paper  in  my  desk  in  the  dining 
room. It had  been  there  for  many  weeks ; I had 
brought  it  home  one  day  from  the  works.  But  they 
did  not know. I wanted  to tell them, so a s   t o  end 
the  awful  exacerbation of my  nerves.  But of course I 
could  not. In  spite of Mary’s  superstitious  protest,  my 
wife  put a penny  on  one  eye  and  half-a-crown  on  the 
other.  Mary  seemed to regard  this as. a desecration, 
or at best  as  unlucky.  Then  they  bound  up  the  jaw 
of that  body  with  one of my  handkerchiefs. I thought 
I  had  never  seen  anything  more  wantonly  absurd.  Their 
trouble  in  straightening  the  arms-the  legs  were  quite 
straight-infuriated  me. I wanted  to  weep  in  my 
tragic  vexation.  It  seemed as though  tears  would  ease 
me. But  I  could  not  weep. 

The  servant  said : “You’d  better  come  away now, 
mum,  and  rest  on  the  sofa  in  the drawing-room.’’ 

Margaret,  with  red-bordered,  glittering  eyes, 
answered,  staring  all  the  while a t   that  body : “No,  
Mary.  It’s  no  use.  I  can’t  leave  him. I won’t leave 
him ! ” 

But  she  wasn’t  thinking  about  me at all. There  I 
was,  neglected  and  shivering,  near  the  windows ; and 
she  would  not  look at me! 

After  an  interminable  palaver,  Margaret  induced  the 
servant  to  leave  the  room.  And  she sat down  on  the 
chair  nearest  the  bed,  and  began to cry  again,  not 
troubling to wipe  her  eyes. She  sobbed, more and 
more  loudly,  and  kept  touching  that  body.  She  seized 
my gold  watch,  which  hung  over  the  bed,  and  which 
she  wound  up  every  night,  and  kissed i t  and  put it 
hack.  Her  sobs  continued  to  increase.  Then  the  door 
opened  quietly,  and  the  servant,  half-undressed,  crept 
in,  and  without  saying a word  gently led Margaret  out 
of the  room.  Margaret’s  last  glance  was  at  that  body 
In  a  moment  the  servant  returned  and  extinguished  the 
gas,  and  departed  again,  very  carefully  closing  the 
door. I was  now  utterly  abandoned. 

IV. 
Ail that  had happened to  me up to  now  was  strange ; 

but  what followed was  still  more  strange  and  still  less 
capable  of  being  described in human  language. 

I became aware  that I was  gradually  losing  the 
sensation of being  cut off from  intercourse, at any 
rate  that  the  sensation  was  losing its painfulness. I 
didn’t  seem  to  care,  now,  whether  I  was  neglected o r  
not. And to be cast out  from  humanity  grew  into a 
matter of indifference to me. I  became  aware,  too, of 
the  approach of a mysterious  freedom.  I  was  not  free ; 
I could  still  move  only a n  inch or so in any  direction ; 
but I felt  that a process of dissolving of bonds  had 
begun. What  manner  of  bonds? I don’t  know. I 
felt-that was all. My  indifference  slowly  passed  into 
a sad  and  deep  pity  for  the  world.  The world seemed 
to me so pathetic, so awry, so obstinate  in  its  honest 
illusions, so silly in its dishonest  pretences  “Have I 
been  content  with that? ” I  thought,  staggered.  And 
I  was  sorry  for  what  I  had  been.  I  perceived  that  the 
ideals of my life were  tawdry,  that  even  the  best  were 
poor  little  things.  And I perceived  that  it  was  the 
same  with  everyone,  and  that  even  the  greatest  men, 
those  men  that  I  had so profoundly  admired as of 
another  clay  than  mine,  were as like  the  worst as one 
sheep  was  like  another  sheep.  Weep-because  nature 
had  ejected  me  from  that  petty  little  world,  with  its ridi- 
culous  and  conceited  wrongness?  What  an  idea ! 
Why,  I  said  to  myself,  that  world  spends  nearly  the 
whole of its time  in  moving  physical  things  from  one 
place to another.  Change  the  position of matter-that 
is all  it  does,  all i t  thinks of. I  remembered a states- 
man  who  had  referred  to  the  London  and  North 
Western  Railway as being  one of the  glories, of 
England ! Parcels ! Parcels ! Parcels,  human,  brute, 
insensate ! Nothing  but  parcel-moving ! I smiled. 
And  then,  I  perceived  that  I  could  understand  and  solve 
problems  which  had defied thousands of years of human 

philosophy,  problems  which  we  on  earth  called  funda- 
mental.  And lo ! They  were  not  in  the  least 
fundamental,  but  were  trifles, as simple as Euclid. I t  
was  surprising  that  the  solution of them  had  not  pre- 
sented itself to  me  before ! I  thought : With  one  word, 
one  single  word,  I  could  enlighten  the  human  race 
beyond  all  that  it  has  ever  learned. Feeble-bodied, 
feeble-minded  humanity ! 

And  then  I  had  a  glimpse. . . . I was  in  the  bed- 
room, near  the  windows,  all  the  time,  but  nevertheless 
I  was  nowhere,  nowhere in space. I could  feel  the roll 
of the  earth as it  turned  lumberingly  on  its  axis-a  faint 
shaking  which  did  not  affect me. Still,  I was  in  the 
bedroom,  near  the  windows.  And I had a glimpse. . . 
The  heralds of a new  vitality  swept  trumpeting  through 
me,  and a calm,  intense,  ineffable joy followed in  their 
train. I had a glimpse. . . . And  my  eyes  were  not 
dazzled.  I  yearned  and  strained  towards  what  I saw, 
towards  the  exceeding  brightness of undreamt  com- 
panionships,  hopes,  perceptions,  activities,  and  sor- 
rows.  Yes,  sorrows ! But  what noble sorrows  they 
were  that  I  felt  awaited  me  there ! I strained  at  my 
mysterious  bonds.  It  seemed  that  they  were  about  to 
break  and  that  I  should  be  winged  away  into  other 
dimensions. . . . 

And  then, I knew  that  they  were  tightening  again, 
and  the  brightness  very  slowly  faded,  and  I  lost  faith 
in the  gift  of vision  which  momentarily  had  enabled  me 
to  see  the  illusions  and the littleness of the world.  And 
I  was  slowly,  slowly  drawn  away  from  the  window. . . 
And  then I felt  heavy  weights  on  my  eyes,  and I could 
not  move  my  jaw.  I  shuddered  convulsively,  and a 
coin  struck  the floor and  ran  till  it  fell flat. And the 
door  swiftly  opened. . . . 

V. 
Yes, my whole  character  is  changed,  within ; though 

externally  it  may  seem  the  same.  Externally  I  may 
seem  to  have  resumed  the  .affections  and  the  interests 
which  occupied  me  before my illness  and  my  remarkable 
recovery.  Yet I a m  different.  Certainly  I  have lost 
again  the  strange  transcendental  knowledge  which  was 
mine  for a few  instants.  Certainly  I  have  descended 
again to the  earthly level. All those  magic  things  have 
slipped  away,  except  hope.  In a sure  hope,  in a posi- 
tive  faith,  I  am  waiting.  I  am  waiting  for  all  that 
magic  to  happen  to  me  again. I know  that  the  pain of 
loneliness,  when  again I shall  see  my  own  body  from 
the  outside, will be  exquisite, but-the reward ! The  
reward ! That  is what is always at the  back of my 
mind,  the  source  of  the  calm joy in  which I wait. 
Externally I am  the  successful  earthenware  manufac- 
turer,  happily  married,  getting  rich  on a china-firing 
oven,  employing  a  couple of hundred  workmen, 
etcetera,  who  was  once  given  up  for  dead.  But I a m  
more  than  that.  I  have  seen God. 

Books and Persons 
(AN OCCASIONAL CAUSERIE.) 

AFTER a long  period of abstention  from  Rudyard 
Kipling,  I  have  just  read  “Actions  and  Reactions.”  It 
has  induced  gloom in me ; yet a modified  gloom. 
Nearly a quarter of a century  has  passed  since.  “Plain 
Tales  from  the  Hills ” delighted  Anglo-Indian,  and 
then  English  society.  There  was  nothing of permanent 
value  in  that  book,  and in my  extremest  youth I never 
imagined  otherwise.  But “The  Story of the  Gadsbys ” 

impressed me. So did  “Barrack-room  Ballads.” S o  
did  pieces of “Soldiers  Three.” So did “ Life’s  Handi- 
cap  ” and “ Many  Inventions..” So did “The  Jungle  
Book,”  despite  its wild natural  history.  And  I  remem- 
ber  my  eagerness  for  the  publication of “The  Seven 
Seas.” I remember  going  early  in  the  morning  to 
Denny’s  bookshop  to  buy it. I remember  the  crimson 
piles of it in every  bookshop in London. And I  remem- 
ber  that I perused  it,  gulped  it  down,,  with  deep  joy. 
And  I  remember  the  personal  anxiety which I felt 
when  Kipling  lay i l l  of typhoid in New  York. For a 
fortnight,  then,  Kipling’s  temperature  was  the  most 
important  news  of  the  day.  I  remember  giving a party 
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with a programme of music,  in  that  fortnight,  and I 
began  the proceedings by  reading  aloud  the  programme, 
and at   the  end  of  the  programme  instead  of  “God  Save 
the  Queen ” I read, “ God  Save  Kipling,”  and  every- 
body cheered.  “Stalky  and Co.’’ cooled  me,  and 
“Kim ” chilled me. At  intervals,  since,  Kipling’s 
astounding  political  manifestations, chiefly in  verse, 
have  shocked  and  angered me. As time  has  elapsed  it 
has  become  more  and  more  clear  that  his  output  was 
sharply  divided  into  two  parts  by  his  visit  to  New  York, 
and  that  the  second half is  inferior in quantity,  in 
quality,  in  everything, to the  first. I t   has  been  too 
plain now for years  that  he  is  against  progress,  that  he 
is the  shrill  champion of things  that  are  righteously 
doomed,  that  his  vogue  among  the  hordes of the re- 
spectable was due  to  political  reasons,  and  that  he 
retains  his  authority  over  the  said  hordes  because he 
is  the  bard of their  prejudices  and of their  clayey  ideals. 
A democrat of ten times  Kipling’s  gift  and  power  could 
never  have  charmed  and held the  governing  classes  as 
Kipling  has done. Nevertheless,  I  for  one  cannot, 
except  in  anger, go back  on a genuine  admiration. I 
cannot  forget  a benefit. If in  quick  resentment I have 
ever  written of Kipling  with  less  than  the  respect  which 
is eternally  due  to  an  artist  who  has  once  excited  in 
the  heart a generous  and  beautiful  emotion,  and  has 
remained honest, I regret  it. And this  is to be  said : 
a t  his worst  Kipling  is a n  honest  and  painstaking 
artist. No, work  of  his  but  has  obviously  been  lingered 
over with a craftsman’s,  devotion ! He has  never 
spoken when  he  had  nothing  to  say-though  probably 
no artist  was  ever  more  seductively  tempted  by  pub- 
lishers and  editors  to  do so. And he has  done  more 
than  shun. notoriety-Miss Marie  Corelli does that-he 
has  succeeded in  avoiding  it. 

*** 

The firs\t story,  and  the  best,  in  ‘‘Actions,  and  Re- 
actions,”  is  entitled “ An Habitation  Enforced,”  and  it 
displays  the  amused  but  genuine  awe of a couple of 
decent  rich  Americans  confronted  by  the  secular  won- 
ders of the  English  land  system. It depends  for  its 
sharp  point  on a terrific coincidence-as do many of 
Kipling’s  tales ; for  instance, “The  Man  who Was ”- 
the  mere  chance  that  these  Americans  should  tumble 
upon the  very  ground  and  estate  that had belonged  to 
the  English  ancestors of one of them.  It  is  written in 
a curiously  tortured  idiom,  largely  borrowed  from  the 
Bible, and all the  characters  are  continually  given  to 
verbal  smartness  or  peculiarity of one  kind  or  another. 
The  characters  are  not  individualised. Each is a type, 
smoothed  out by sentimental  handling  into  something 
meant to  be  sympathetic.  Moreover,  the real difficul- 
ties of the  narrative  are  consistently,  though  I believe 
unconsciously, shirked.  The  result, if speciously  pretty, 
is not a bit  convincing.  But  the  gravest,  and  the 
entirely fatal  fault, is the  painting of the  English  land 
system. To read  this  story,  one  could  never  guess  that 
the  English  land  system  was  not absolutely ideal, that  
tenants  and  hereditary  owners  did  not  live  always  in a 
delightful  patriarchal  relation,  content.  There  are  no 
shadows  whatever.  The  English  land  system  is  per- 
fect,  and  no  accusation  could  possibly  be  breathed 
against it.  And the  worst  is  that  for  Kipling  the 
English  land  system  probably is perfect. He  is  in- 
capable of perceiving that  it  can  be  otherwise.  He 
would not  desire  it to  be  otherwise. His sentimen- 
talisation of it  is  gross-there  is  no  other word-and at 
bottom  the  story  is as wildly untrue  to life as the  most 
arrant  Sunday  School  prize  ever  published  by  the Reli- 
gious Tract Society. Let  it  be  admitted  that  the 
romantic, fine side of  the  English  land  system  is  ren- 
dered  with  distinction  and  effectiveness ; and  that  the 
puzzled, unwilling  admiration of the  Americans  is well 
done,  though less well than  in a somewhat  similar 
earlier  story,  “An  Error in the  Fourth  Dimension.” 

* * *  
An example of another  familiar  aspect of Kipling  is 

“With  the  Night  Mail.”  This is a story of 2,000 A.D.,  
and  describes  the  crossing of the  Atlantic by the  aerial 
mail. I t  is a glittering  essay in the  sham-technical ; 
and real  imagination,  together  with a tremendous  play 

of fancy, is shown in the  invention of illustrative 
detail.  But  the  whole  effort  is  centred  on  the  mechanics 
of the  affair.  Human  evolution  has  stood  stock-still 
save in the  department of engineering.  The  men  are 
exactly  the  same  semi-divine civil service  men  that  sit 
equal  with  British  military  and  naval officers on the 
highest  throne  in  the  kingdom of Kipling’s  esteem. 
Nothing  interests  him  but  the  mechanics  and  the 
bureaucratic  organisation  and  the esprit  de corps. 
Nor  does  he  conceive  that  the  current  psychology of 
ruling  and  managing  the  earth will ever  be modified. 
His simplicity,  his  naïveté,  his  enthusiasms,  his  preju- 
dices,  his  blindness,  and  his  vanities  are those of Stalky. 
And,  after  all,  even  the  effect  he  aims at  is  not  got.  It 
is  nearly  got,  but  never  quite.  There is a tireless effort,. 
but  the  effort  is too plain  and  fatigues  the  reader,  forc- 
ing  him  to  share  it. A thin  powder of dullness  lies 
everywhere. * * *  

When I had  read  these  stories, I took  out  ‘‘Life’s 
Handicap,”  and  tasted  again  the  flavour of “ O n  Green- 
how  Hill,”  which I have  always considered to  be  among 
the  very  best of Kipling’s  stories. It would he too 
much  to  say  that I liked i t  as well as ever. I did not. 
Time  has  staled  it.  The  author’s  constitutional  senti- 
mentality  has  corroded  it  in  parts.  But  it  is  still  a 
very  impressive  and a fundamentally  true  thing.  It 
was  done  in  the  rich flush of power,  long  before  its 
creator  had  even  suspected  his hidden weaknesses,  long 
before  his  implacable  limitations  had  begun to compel 
him to  imitate himself. It  was  done in the  days  when 
he could throw off exquisite  jewels  like  this,  to  deck 
the  tale :- 

T o  Love’s  low voice she  lent  a  careless  ear ; 
Her  hand  within-  his  rosy  fingers  lay, 
A chilling  weight.  She  would  not  turn  or  hear ; 
But  with  averted  face  went  on  her  way. 
But  when  pale  Death,  all  featureless  and  grim, 
Lifted his  bony  hand,  and  beckoning 
Held  out  his  cypress-wreath,  she  followed  him,, 
And  Love was left  forlorn  and  wondering, 
That  she  who  for  his  bidding  would  not  stay, 
At  Death’s  first  whisper  rose  and  went  away. 

JACOB TONSON. 

BOOK OF THE WEEK. 
Shelley.” 
FAVOURED beyond  the  usual  run of men was  Shelley. 
Fortunate  in  his  birth,  his  father a fool  and  his  mother 
acquiescent,  fortunate in the  wealth  that  made  him 
independent,  fortunate in his  expulsion  from  Oxford, 
fortunate  in  his  early  marriage  and  separation,  and 
again  fortunate in his union with  Mary,  fortunate  in  his 
friends,  fortunate in the  manner of his  death  drowned 
off Via  Reggio  with “ a  volume of Saphocles  in  one 
pocket,  and  Keats’s  poems in the  other,  doubled  back 
as if the  reader,  in  the act of reading,  had  hastily  thrust 
it  away. ” 

Fortunate,  too, had Shelley been in his  biographers, 
Hogg  and  Peacock  and  Trelawney  and  Mary  Shelley, 
whilst  even  Professor  Dowden’s  Life  is  an  excellent 
piece  of work-for a professor.  But  it is not wholly 
due to the  poet’s  friends  that  we  know  Shelley,  the  real 
Shelley, so intimately,  that  we  stand so much  nearer 
to  him  than  we  may  to  our  contemporaries,  to  men  and 
women  we  shall  meet  daily. I t  is  because  Shelley  was 
all of a piece, because  we find, as Browning  said,  “his 
carnal  speech  to  agree  faithfully  with  the  tone  and 
rhythm of his  most  oracular  utterances.”  There  are no, 
twisted  and  tortuous  passages in Shelley ; his  character 
has  the  directness,  the  simplicity,  with  an  engaging 
frankness of outlook  and of speech  that  only  the  very 
loftiest  among  men  may  reach. 

The  text books on physics lay  you  down the  qualities 
of a true fluid or  gas  or  solid  as  something ex-. 

* “The Letters of Percy Bysshe Shelley.” Compiled and 

“Shelley : The Man and  the Poet.” By A. Clutton-Brock.. 
edited by Roger Ingpen.  (Pitman. 2 vols. 25s. net.) 

(Methuen. 7s. 6d. net.) 
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ceedingly simple, and will then  explain  to  you that no 
actual fluid, etc., possesses  this simplicity, but  the  more 
nearly  anything  approaches  this  standard  the  more 
honestly  may  it be called a true fluid. So we may say of 
Shelley, that he  approaches  most  nearly  the  standard of 
“true ” man,  absolute  man  (and  I  mean  it as opposed 
to “true ” woman, and  to the ineffectual angel 
rubbish). 

Whatever  he  wanted  he  wanted with  all  his might ; 
whatever  he did he did with  all his might. His in- 
domitable will-power carried  all before him. The joy 
of achievement and  the joy of possession  were the 
forces that guided  his life’s work. If in political action 
he  seems to have achieved  little it is because  he  would, 
practical  man of affairs that he  was,  content himself 
with nothing  less  than  the  realisation of a form of 
society  which  should be final  and which could satisfy 
his  ultimate  ideal : an ideal  which  he kept  ever fixedly 
before  him,  which in earliest childhood  he  had  intuitively 
adopted,  which  experience  tended but to confirm. 

Life had  little to teach him in the way of new truths, 
although i t  gave him an experience  of men and of 
manners which he  was  ever  ready  to  profit by. In his 
first extant  letter,  at  the  age of eleven, he  signs himself 
“ I  am  not,  your obedient servant ”; there  is  more  than 
-a boyish prank here-he never was  an obedient  servant, 
howsoever  often  a  loving  servant  to  his  friends. 

Like  all  deeply  religious  persons of the modern 
world he  was  early  stung  into Atheism by the indif- 
ferentism and  wickedness of the religious  folk among 
whom he  moved, but Shelley’s code  was  something very 
positive. His  decalogue  was Hellenic,  not Hebraic ; 
things  that  must  be done. He would not  that men 
should have  ugly  things so that they might rejoice in 
beautiful  ones by contrast-but  he  ever sought a world 
where  perfection of beauty  and love should be some- 
thing  positive  and  eternal,  reigning  supreme  over  the 
hearts of men. 

Music is in the sea and air, 
Winged clouds soar here and there 

Dark with  the rain new buds are dreaming of :  
’Tis love, all love ! 

sings  The Moon in “ Prometheus  Unbound,”  that lyri- 
cal  drama which Mr.  Clutton-Brock so profoundly mis- 
understands. 

Mr. Clutton-Brock says  that Shelley was  “like  an 
angel  strayed on to  the  earth, and that he  could  accept 
nothing as  it is ; he could not reconcile himself to  the 
fact  that  there  are  poisonous  plants.” 

Now Shelley knew  and  understood wickedness  most 
exactly,  but he  refused to reconcile himself to  it ; gods 
and  angels,  although knowing good  and evil, seem fain 
to  rest  content ; Shelley  refused  a  dualistic  universe as  
his ideal  inasmuch as  he  was  “pure ” man.  Evil  he 
must  fight  wherever  ‘he  saw  it, and whatever  form  it 
might‘ take. 

Shelley unwraps  the mummy  cloths of our  minds, 
fold  after fold of which we  have  acquired in our  easy 
journey through  the world. He discards  the  wrappings 
and  deals  with  basic  humanity,  with  our  fundamental 
wishes,  joys, and  aspirations. He  takes man a t  his 
best,  just  as Mr.  Balfour and  the  “Daily Mail ” seek to 
exploit man  at his  worst filled with  ambition,  envy, 
revenge,  and  a  desire  for  personal  aggrandisement. 
Shelley knew  the  imperfections of this  world,  but  he 
refused to  accept  these as  ultimate,  and looked forward 
with  splendid  vision to  the world as a nobler  dwelling- 
pl ace. 

His criticism of society is entirely  applicable a t  this 
moment. For instance, in the  Declaration of Rights, 
written at  the  age of twenty : “What  the rich give  to 
the poor,  whilst millions are  starving, is  not a perfect 
favour,  but  an  imperfect  right.”  Here  is Mr. Lloyd 
George  and  the  Dukes  with  their  charity lists. In a 
letter  to Miss Hitchener, when  he was  nineteen, Shelley 
writes : “That I  should  entail £120,000 of  command 
over labour, of power to remit  this. . . . No ! this you 
will not  suspect  me of.” Command over labour-- 
could Marx  have  expressed it  more  clearly? 

Could Mrs. Pankhurst  put  the woman  question  more 

explicitly than  the  passage ‘in “The Revolt of Islam ” 
which begins : 

Can man be free if woman be a slave? 
Chain one who lives, and breathes this boundless air 
To the  corruption of a closed  grave. 

He  was  ever ready to profit by experience,  and an 
amusing  instance  is  that of the  Elizabeth  Hitchener 
episode. Before  she  joins  Harriet  and Shelley, Eliza- 
beth  (Bessy-Portia) is his beloved friend : “ I esteem, 
revere, and love  every part  of your character.”  She 
dwells  with  them  a  few months,  and  getting  rid  of  her, 
Shelley  writes to Hogg : “The Brown  Demon, as we 
call our  late  tormentor  and  schoolmistress,  is gone. 
She  is  an,  artful, superficial,  ugly,  hermaphroditical 
beast of a woman.” 

This complete collection of Shelley’s letters will glad- 
den  some  of  the  poet’s  admirers ; although only a few 
of  the  letters,  thirty-eight,  have  not been  printed be- 
fore ; no new light  is  thrown upon Shelley’s character, 
nor do I think  there is any to throw. The evidence 
from  his  verse, his  prose  and  his  letters,  is ample for  
anyone to form his own  judgment. 

Of  his  execution as  poet  Shelley was a severe and, I 
think, a  just critic. “ I  despair of rivalling  Lord  Byron, 
and  there  is no other with  whom it  is  worth con- 
tending.” 

Byron, was  the  more  perfect  artist ; his  appeal is more 
universal. Shelley you can only approach in rare 
moods ; his  flavour  is best relished in  the  open  air,  away 
from  the din  and fret of man’s  daily toil. Not  that 
Shelley sets  forth  to  describe  nature nor to closely 
observe  her  ways ; he  is  rather a part  of the very events 
he  portrays ; he enters  into  the very spirit of the cloud, 
he  is  the  gentle  stir  and  breath of the  west wind ; he  is 
with the pale stars  hurrying  to  their folds compelled by 
“the  sun, their  swift  shepherd.” 

Mr. Clutton-Brock  does  not  disarm  criticism by an- 
nouncing that he has  written, his  book to  please himself. 
He has published  and sent  it  forth  to  the  world, and 
thereby invites judgment. The  worst  fault of Mr. 
Clutton-Brock’s  work is that  it is far too long ; all he 
has  to  say  might  have merited attention in an essay. 
His  judgment of Shelley’s  verse  is  sufficient ; for  quota- 
tion he selects  with  good understanding all  the  best- 
known  verses. 

Elsewhere Mr. Clutton-Brock is an  incompetent 
guide ; he has  either  passed all his life among  books  and 
has no  experience of men and  things  (Shelley’s  was 
vast), or he  is the  usual  type of English  hypocrite  who 
pretends things  are  what  he would like  them  to be. 
He writes of Claire  and  the  trouble  she had about  her 
child with  Lord  Byron : “This  sad example of the evils 
that come  from irregular  connections  should  have con- 
vinced Shelley that  marriage  was  not a mere  tyrannical 
imposture upon mankind,  but  an  attempt, however im- 
perfect,  to  protect women  and  children  from beasts of 
prey.’’ I t  does  not  require  much  understanding of 
‘Claire’s life and  character  to  get at the  cause of her 
unhappiness ; it  does  not  require  much  experience  of the 
world to know that such “sad examples ” occur in 
thousands of married  households  every day,  and  that 
marriage,  far  from  protecting women  from “beasts of 
prey,” is the  lure  that  drives  them  to  immolation. 

I t  does  not  require  much  experience of the  world, but 
it  does  require a certain  amount of honesty to  face  the 
facts of  life,  and  it  is  just that intellectual  honesty  most 
Englishmen  lack. 

Mr. Clutton-Brock’s  ignorance of actualities  (I’ll  take 
this view) is shown  over  and  over  again.  Thus  he 
comments upon Shelley’s letters  to  Harriet  after he 
had  run  away  with Mary : “Never  before  or  since can 
a  man who had just  run  away from his wife  have 
written to  her  giving  an  account of the  country, etc., 
etc.’’ Men and women are  constantly  acting in just  the 
way that seems so unlikely to Mr.  Clutton-Brock. 

W e  can all pass  judgment upon Shelley ; 
his  whole life is  bared  to us, and, as I have 
said,  it is a simple  character  to  read. Some 
of  his  conduct  was  ugly,  but would any man’s 
better  stand  the  limelight?  The  average  squalid- 
minded stockbroker or journalist  would  not bear 
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comparison. Shelley  has  left in his poetry  the  example 
of his  splendid  courage  and his impetuous  zeal in 
humanity’s  battle. Read him and  leave  aside  the 
Clutton-Brocks. M. D. EDER. 

The Magazines. 
“The Quest ” is a quarterly review edited  by  Mr. G. R. S. 

Mead, and is established  “to  emphasise  the  need  of a vital 
science to  crown and complete the discoveries  of  physical 
research.” Religion,  art, philosophy,  science, all  are  called 
upon to help in  the discovery for  the  underlying  reality of 
things  which  shall satisfy  man’s  most imperious  needs. 
Prof. Parkers  article on “Religion  in  China “ is  mainly his- 
torical. He admits  that  there is a great  stirring  of new 
thought  among  the people, but  “the  Chinese intellect is 
quite  robust  enough to take  care of  itself, and  it is  not 
likely  that  it will  ever surrender itself  to the  dogmatic  teach- 
ing of any Christian sect.’’ The Chinese  “see  that  the war- 
ring  nations of the  West,  in  spite of their  science,  their 
faith,  and  their philosophy, are  in  very  much  the  parlous 
state  that old China was in  when  Lao-tse  and  Confucius  tried 
to bring men back to the  simple  life  or  to  the  polite  life, 
respectively.” The  late Rev. George  Tyrrell’s “ The 
Divine  Fecundity”  gives a remarkable  exposition of his 
atheism.  He  had the  profoundest  disbelief  in  man,  and 
Saves himself from  expressing  the  like  disbelief  in God bp a 
piece of intellectual  jugglery,  due,  doubtless,,  to  his  clerical 
training.  He  finds  no  plan or order  in  the  universe. “ Does 
not  all the evidence we have  explain  their  apparent  order  as 
the blind  resultant of a competition  between  brute masses and 
brute forces ? ’’ He says, “Let  us not  be  blinded  by our 
instinctive craving  for  unity,  understanding,  comprehension, 
which, after  all, is only  an exigency  of our practical life.” 
God “hates,  but He  cannot  help,  the conflict  and  agony.” 
Whilst  man’s  quest  for  an  eventual  millennium is, then,  an 
illusion, Tyrrell  postulates  “the need  for some transcen- 
dental  and other-world hope  to  oppose  to  this  immediate  and 
provisional  pessimism, as the  only  alternative  to  accepting 
that  ultimate pessimism.’’ In  short, man’s  instinctive  crav- 
ing  for  perfection  is a n  illusion,  but  the  hope of another 
world, which, apparently,  is  not  instinctive  but  intellectual, 
is  real.  Obviously,  the  last  is  no  logical  sequel,  but  mere 
cowardice. Tyrrell  must  not disown  Christianity,  although 
he disavows both  God  and  man.  Mr.  Mead, “On the  nature 
of the  Quest,”  is a fitting  answer  to  this  blank  atheism: 
“Our  search  is  not  only for  Light,  but  also  for  Life,  and, 
above all,  for  the  Good ; for  these  three  are  one  in  the  Ful- 
ness of Diety--Mind  and  Soul  and  Spirit.” Mr. A. E. 
Waite writes on  The  Romance of the  Holy  Graal;  Dr. 
Mitchell on Modern Hypnotism;  and  there  are  interesting 
reviews and  some weak  poetry. 

“The Local  Government Review ” (IS. monthly) is a new 
periodical which  is certain  to  attract  much  attention  just 
now. With  Parliament  becoming  played  out,  local  govern- 
ment  affairs are  assuming  ever  greater  importance. We 
note with  scorn  that  the review “will eschew  politics. I t  
knows no party,  it  has  no  axe to grind  and  no  pet theories 
to propound.  Its  motto  is  to  hear  all sides.” If it  keeps to 
this  programme  the review  will soon die of sheer  inanition. 
Theories  are  essential  for  well  being  and  for  arousing  in- 
terest.  However, Sir  Robert  Hunter  (“The Afforestation of 
Commons ”) regards  any  proposal  for  the afforestation of 
commons  as  quite  as  disastrous  to  the  villages  as  has  been 
the  enclosure of commons. He  does  not  believe  the  forests 
will be productive;  he  thinks  they  will  destroy  all  beauty, 
and  he  doubtç  whether  afforestation will be  very prolific of 
employment. We  do  not  think  the  writer  makes  out  his 
case  that  there is any  danger of commons  being  “converted 
into  an enclosed plantation  at  the  will of a body of Govern- 
ment nominees  without the  knowledge  or  sanction of Parlia- 
ment.”  We  suspect  that  Sir  Robert  Hunter is rather con- 
cerned  about  State  interference  in  general,  and  that  the love 
of the commoner’s rights  but  covers a love of something 
quite  other. Mrs. Beatrice  Webb’s  article on “The  Impend- 
ing Revolution  in  English  Local  Government ” is too much 
for  the  editors, who disclaim any belief that  this  revolution 
is near  at  hand. “On the  contrary, we think  that  the Eng- 
lish people,  having no special  fondness  for  revolution, will 
be content  with the process of evolution.” We think  that 
the  words  evolution and  revolution  have  done  their  duty in 
sociology, and  should  have a decade’s rest. Dr. Kenwood 
would like  to  see  more  centralisation  in  the  Public  Health 
Service (he calls  it Unification) ; and Mr. W. H. Dawson 
writes on “German  Municipal  Government.” The Review 
must discover  a pet  theory. 

We welcome  the first number of the “Twentieth  Century 
Magazine,”  edited by B. O. Flower, and  published  at Boston. 
“It  is  a  magazine  with a mission,”  and  its  mission is 
Socialism. There  are  contributions by Hamlin  Garland, 
Hon. John D. Works,  and  Theodore  Curtis (on the  Referen- 

dum in Switzerland). An anonymous  article of great 
moment is that “ On the  Bondage of the Press,’” which should 
be  read  as a sequel  to  the one on “New Zealand,  Past and 
Present : Facts versus  Fiction.” In “ The New Ireland 
Review ” the  Rev R. Fullerton,  writing on “ Socialism  versus 
Religion,”  states: “ I t  is a fundamental  tenet of Socialism 
that  the  human  being  has no soul, any  more  than a dog, ami 
that  the  existence of God is  only a myth.  Consequently, 
there  is no place for religion,  and no need  for  it.”  There 
is  only  one  comment  to  make  upon  this  kind of stuff, and  
that is to say that  it is a lie. By a touch of irony, the same 
number  contains  an  article  by Mr. I. Purcell on “ The  
Modern  Stump  Orator,” who discovered  him  in  Hyde  Park, 
He  need  not  have  journeyed so far;  Mr. Fullerton  turns it 
all on. Mr. Purcell  welcomes  the  Catholic  party of 
defenders of the  conventual  system in the  Park  “in  defence 
of  the  Nuns, whose  motives in employing  the  needy  and  the 
outcast  at  laundry  and  other  work  are so foully  slandered 
week after week  by Kensitite  bigotry.” We know  nothing 
of these  respective  orators,  but we opine  that  the  Catholic 
young  men  have  some difficulty in  defending  the sweating 
that  is  rampant in these  Catholic work-shops. With  Home 
Rule  in  Ireland,  the  sweating  establishments would not be  
tolerated  in  this  country  for a day. 

The  only  interesting  article  in  the  “British  Health Review ” 
is by Aylmer  Maude on Tolstoi  and  Bernard Shaw. “ I t  is 
a curious  fact  that  in  each of the  countries I know  best, the 
cleverest  writer I met  abstained  from  eating  the flesh of 
bird,  beast,  or fish.” Mr. Maude should  have  pointed out 
that  both  these  writers  abstain on ethical reasons only. 
They  are too clear witted  to justify  their  food on the  debate- 
able  ground of hygiene. This  leads  to  such  rubbish  as  the 
Lady  Isabel  Margesson writes, o r  to Dr, Abramowski’s 
nonsense  about “ Degeneration  and  Cooked Food,” or  to Mrs. 
Hodgkinson’s  universal  ignorance of all  things. 

In “ T h e  Socialist  Review ” J. H. Harley  continues his 
story of State  Servants  and  the  Recent  French  Strikes. As 
Mr. Harley well shows, this  question  is fraught with the most 
momentous  consequences  to  Socialists  in  every  land. We 
are  surprised  at  the  little  consideration  the  question of full 
political  rights  for  State  servants  has  hitherto received.  Accord- 
ing to  Mr.  Harley (and we a re  disposed  to  agree with  him), 
forces are now a t  work ‘(that will lead  to  far-reaching 
changes  in  the  tactics of Socialist and  Labour parties,” and 
“ T h e  economic  evolution  is  not  going  to  develop on the 
lines  laid down by  State  Socialists (of the  Sidney  Webb  type), 
and  that  it  is  not  in  the  interests of the  working  men  that 
it should.” We hope Mr. Harley, who is one of the most 
thoughtful  and  far-sighted  men  in  our  party, will continue 
to  thresh  out  these questions. Mr.  Keir  Hardie on “The 
General  Election,”  says: I n  addition  to  the  seats  held  by the 
Party, some 40 or  50 other  constituencies will be contested. 
In  all these  constituencies  the  appeal will be  made  direct 
to  the  electors  to  ignore  the  claims of Liberal  and Tory 
alike,  and  support  Labour  nominees. He  claims  for  the 
Labour  Party  all  the  Acts  passed  by  the  Liberal  Govern- 
ment,  from  the  Unemployed  Workmen’s Act  to the  Sweated 
Trades  Wages Board. This  is a very  pretty  theory, espe- 
cially as it  absolves  the Labour  Party  from  any Govern- 
mental misdeeds. 

ART. 
One good deed  dying tongueless 
Slaughters a thousand  waiting  upon  that, 
Our  praises  are  our wages : You may  ride us 
With  one  soft  kiss a thousand  furlongs,  ere 
With  spur we heat  an acre. 

THUS Hermione  in   “The  Winter’s   Tale .”   We  are  in 
love  with  Nature,  and  praise  that  with  which  we  are 
in  love. We  ask  but  praise  from  faithful  witnesses ; 
“our  praises  are  our  wages.”  Might  not  words such 
as  these  be  spoken  by  all  who  are  worthy  the  name of 
ar t is t?   Praise  is the  artist’s  aim ; praise his due. 
What  does  the  history of painting  and  sculpture  reveal 
but a sublime  epic of praise  whose  diction  bears  no 
distinction of age,  no mark of time,  which  has been, 
and as long  as   the  language of form,  line,  colour,  and 
composition  shall  last will be,  the  finest  language  now 
and  for  ever,  seeing  that  it   is  Nature’s  language and 
more  intelligible  to us than  that  Bible  and Babel 
tongue in which  the  Ages  have  imprisoned us. I t ake  
immense  delight  in  the  Art  Epic. I l ike  to  watch  the 
long  line of poet-painters  and  sculptors  at  work  com- 
posing  this  Paean of Praise,   this  joyous  song  in  honour 
of  the  Gods  and  Life. I see  the  Greeks  seated  at  the 
Banquet of Life,  singing  hymns  to  the  Gods.  Every 
one of their  figures,  every  head  and  hand  and  foot  and 
finger  is a verse  or  word of praise.  Every  study of 
anatomy,  every  design, a magnificent  and  vigorous 
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tribute  to “ the-joy-in-the-heart-of-man-infusing ” spirit 
that  quickens  their blood as with  quicksilver. To see 
the  Primitives  and  Pre-Raphaelites  framing a hymn  in 
honour of the  Deity,  who  being so great a deity  over- 
shadows  the  claims of life. The  Italians  catching  the 
old  Greek  spirit,  turning  to  praise  the  Joy of Life  with 
as much  eloquence as they  can.  The  Dutch  and 
Flemish  masters  singing  the  Pride of Man,  praising 
the  nature of man  and  the  everyday  adventures  he  has 
gone  through.  The  English  masters  proclaiming  the 
Soul of Man  and  felicitating  it  on  the  many  advantages 
it  possesses,  or  taking  Nature  on  their  knees  and 
drinking  deep of the  brimming  cup of inspiration  which 
she  generously  offers  them.  Homer  says  somewhere : 
“Love  breathes  into  those  who  love  the  spirit  which 
is produced  from  himself.” So you  see  these  English 
landscapists  producing  the  spirit  which  Nature  breathes 
into  them.  Finally I see  the  French  painters  exer- 
cising  the  language of poetic  fervour  on  the  sensations 
of light,  on  faint  morning  mists,  on  the  passage of the 
sun  through  the  long-drawn  summer  day,  on  the  mystic 
haze  of  evening  twilight.  In  such  ways  the  great 
painters  and  sculptors  were  ever  engaged  throwing off 
great love-poems. 

If  you  question my statement go at once to the 
Grafton Galleries. There you will find an  amazing col- 
lection  of  painter-poems. You will hear  the  Old 
Master,  in  the  words of Horace,  “Loud  in  his  praise 
of bygone  days ” ; the  Dutch  and  Flemish  Masters 
declaring  with  Ovid, “ W e  praise  times  past,  while  we 
times  present  use ” ; the  English  portrait  painter  ap- 
pearing to say  with  Theognis,  “Ne’er  praise a man 
until you know  him well, his  temper,  disposition, mode 
of life.” There  indeed  you will adventure  among 
masterpieces  that  proclaim  themselves  with  no  uncer- 
tain voice, either  together  in  schools  or  separately. 
You will hear  the  Florentines’  quick-telling  speech  in 
drawing  and  composition ; the  shout of the  rich, full- 
throated  colour of the  Venetians ; the  arresting  tricks 
of light  and  shade of the  North  Italians. You will 
observe  the  personal  notes.  How  the  devout Crivelli 
mantles his Virgin  in  gold as in praise of the  spiritual 
element (71) ; how  the  fascinating  Dossi  carelessly 
throws  green  drapery  across  the  knee of his nude 
Circe  and asserts the  sexual  element (87) ; how  the 
wonderful  Giorgione  dwells  upon  the  moral  character 
of his  superb  Portrait in the  insistent  crimson  sleeve 
(84) ; how  the gay Tiepolo  boisterously  soliloquises  in 
an artificial arrangement of draperies  and  colour  and 
not  unskilful  anatomy (97), and  this  appropriately 
enough  in  the  company of a number of brilliantly  super- 
ficial, sketchy,  and  violently  gesticulating  French 
gentlemen  and  the  Fleming  Watteau.  El  Greco’s ex- 
traordinary  outburst  against  careful  technique  and 
Reuben’s  mad  whirl  through a world of artistic  sensa- 
tions (30) may  also  attract you. All these  details  are 
tributes to some  dominating  emotion  in  the  painter. 
They  are  interesting  for  many  reasons,  but  principally 
because  they  explain  why  the  picture-poems in this 
gallery  do  not  reach a dead level of excellence. In 
some  indeed  there  are  very  few  good  lines, so to  speak ; 
whilst  others  exhibit a sum of first-rate  beauties in 
everything,  and  the  painter’s  language  in  them is so 
faultless  that  they  may  without  extravagance  be  declared 
immortal.  Among  the imperishable works  there  are 
just  three  that  may  be  mentioned.  In  Hubert  Van 
Eyck’s “The Holy  Women  at  the  Sepulchre ” (75) the 
material  beauties,  the  almost  inconceivable  perfection  of 
surface,  the  charm of the  minutest  detail,  of  the  delight- 
ful  old  city  in  the  background,  of  the  sleeping  guard 
in the  foreground, of the  silent  devotional  mystery 
which  enshrouds  the whole-all combine  to  make  a 
faultless  Hymn  to  the  Resurrection.  In  Vermeer  Van 
Delft’s  comparatively  quiet  masterpiece (50) you have 
an equally  perfect  sonnet  on  the  Domestic  Life.  Like 
the  Van  Eyck  it  has  everything,  composition,  drawing, 
colouring,  beautiful  surface  qualities,  and  just  values. 
It  is a co-ordinated  whole,  in  which  the  patient  search 
after  perfection is amazing. Again, in  the  wonderful 
qualities of his  “Portrait of a Spanish  Lady ” (28), in 
the  beauty of painting, of execution,  of  colouring,  of 
dignity  and  charm,  Zubaran  has  composed  a  harmo- 

nious  ode  to  national  humanitarianism.  Three  other 
masterpieces  that  may  be  heard  in  future  ages  are 
the  unnamed  fascinating  hymn to the  Nativity (77) ; 
Vandyke’s  gorgeous  tribute  to  the  aristocracy (58) ; 
and  Constable’s lovely  soul-idyll ( I I ) .  These  are  the 
best,  and  to  anyone  suffering  from  jaded  nerves  I 
would  say  spend a shilling  and a day at the  Grafton 
Galleries,  and  do  not  leave till  you have  absorbed  their 
rich  sounds  and  their  elevating  qualities.  But  the 
smaller  works  are  full of praise  and  poetry  also. 

The  Study of Degas  which  Mr.  Georges  Grappe 
contributes  to  the  International  Art  Series  (Unwin, 5s.) 
is  written  with  intelligence  and  sympathy.  The  author 
knows  his  subject  almost  thoroughly.  I find that in 
common  with  most  art  critics  he  makes  the  mistake of 
mixing  art  and  subject,  and  he  tells u s  on  page 55 that 
Degas  painted  things  that  were  ugly.  This is a libel 
on  the  artist,  since  things  are  never  ugly  to  the  artist 
or  he  would  not  consider  them  worthy of treatment 
The reproductions  are  many  and  good,  their only fault 
a loss of value  from  the  colour of the  originals  being 
absent.  The  astonishing  genius of Degas is to be 
found  in  his  colour, as may  be  gathered  to  some  extent 
from  the  one  colour  reproduction. 

I  have  spoken  at  some  length  on  the  theme  Art  is 
but  praise of life. I  have  indicated  the  artist’s  ten- 
dency to  make  love  to  natural  things,  because  it  seems 
to  me  necessary  that  we  should  understand  this  attitude 
in  order  to  know  what  art  really is. The  confusion 
to-day concerning  the  nature of art   is  simply  appalling. 
Perhaps  in  no  other  direction  is  this  confusion so mani- 
fest as in  that of photography. I have  before  me a 
copy of “Photograms of the  Year,” a review of the 
progress of photography  just  issued by Dawbarn  and 
Ward,  in  which  occurs  this  opening  sentence : “The  
position of photography  among  the  arts.”  Here  you 
have  the  latest  fallacy  in full swing.  It  implies  that  an 
attempt is being  made  to  exalt  the  photographer  where 
the  painter  should be. In  every  respect  the  attempt 
promises to  be a hideous  failure.  For  instance,  the 
book before me is full of illustrations  that  are  neither 
photos  nor  pictures,  but  just  faked  photos.  The  same 
criticism  applies to  the  recent  Exhibition of the  Royal 
Photographic  Society at the New  Gallery  On all sides 
I saw nothing  but  ghastly  attempts  to  make  pictures. 
o n e  failure  in  particular  struck  me,  the  portrait of 
Professor  Geddes.  It  was,  no  doubt, a pretty  photo- 
graph,  but  it  had  been so much  touched  up  that  it  was 
more  like a map  than a face.  In  fact,  it was not 
Geddes,  not  the  Geddes I know,  the  fascinating  blend 
of intellectual  anarchist  and  poet,  the  man  who  to-day 
is  praising life as it  has  not  been  praised  since  the  days 
of Plato. If a photo  is a pure  photo  it  is  not a work 
of  art,  and vice versa.  The  business of photography  is 
to  record  facts  which  have  some  information  in  them, 
the  business of Art is, I  repeat,  to  praise.  In view of 
this  simple  and  easily  comprehended  distinction  it is 
really  amazing  there  should  be  men of parts  going 
about  spreading  the  mischievous  news  that  photo- 
graphy  is  superior  to  good  painting. 

The  latest  specimens of the  Stone  Drawings  belong- 
ing  to “ My Scholars ” Series (5s. 6d.  each)  which I 
have received from  Messrs.  Hanfstaengle  are  quite 
good. They  contain a special  feature  in  that  they  arc 
produced  by  the  artist  working  directly  on  the  stones 
in  design  and  colour,  and  thus  gain  an  artistic  quality 
which,  compared  with  that of other  kinds of lithos, is 
nothing  less  than  surprising. To  me  they  have a 
somewhat  doubtful  educational  value.  They  are  too 
artistic  to  appeal  to  the  child-mind.  In  French  schools 
pictures  illustrating  history  are  more  drawn  out,  merely 
charts,  and  these  appeal  with  more  directness  and  force 
to  the  child,  seeing  that  its  artistic  side is undeveloped, 
and  it  can  only  grasp  clear,  simple,  and  almost  rudi- 
mentary  details.  The  colour,  too,  should  be  different ; 
masses of vivid,  crude  colouring is the  sort of thing 
that  seizes  the  child’s  imagination  and  holds  it  en- 
tranced.  Still,  the “ Phœnicians in Britain,”  by 
Spencer  Pryse,  and  “Sighting  the  New  World,” by 
Frank  Brangwyn,  are  brave  decorative  pictures  which 
educational  centres  ought  to  be  proud  to  hang. 

HUNTLY CARTER. 
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DRAMA. 
The Shakespeare National Theatre. 
T H E  Shakespeare  Memorial  project  for  establishing a 
National Theatre  has  made a great  advance  during  the 
last few  days.  The  provincial  mayors  have  been  sum- 
moned  to  the  Mansion  House. A Cabinet  Minister  has 
moved  a  resolution. The  “Times ” has  given  its  bene- 
diction  to  the  scheme  in a more  than  usually  pompous 
leading  article.  Subscription  lists  have  been  opened, 
and  the  sum of £500,000 required  seems likely to  be 
raised. This  is  all  very  satisfactory.  It  is  clear  that 
the  proper  machinery  has  been  set in motion. The 
artists  do all the  talking,  but  when  we really want  to 
get  something  done in England  there  is  nothing  like a 
solid  conference of provincial  mayors. When  they  put 
their  heads  together-but  this  is  no  occasion  for  irre- 
verent  speculation.  Let us advance as gracefully  as 
may  be  beneath  the  shelter of the  civic  coat-tails  to  the 
tune of the municipal brass  band. 

The  view of the  artist  is  expressed  by  Mr.  John 
Masefield in a  letter  published in the  “Times ” of 
October 22nd, part of which  I  may  quote  here : 

The establishment of a Shakespeare  Theatre, in which 
Shakespeare would be  frequently  played, without reference 
to the claims to prominence of this actor  or actor‘s  wife, and 
with an eye upon  the  intensity of the poet’s emotion, instead 
of (as now) on his  capacity  (after  embellishment and exci- 
sion) to draw the public, would  show, at the very least, that 
we regarded  Shakespeare as a man worthy of honour. It 
would do more  than  that. But, if it did that,  it would raise 
the  standard of art throughout the country, and  thereby, ;m- 
measurably, it would raise  the  standard of life. I do not 
mean that  there would be more jam  per loaf upon  the 
national  bread. I mean that  the nation’s mind  would be 
strung more  into tune with the  great  spiritual passions. We 
may be, as it is claimed  for us, (‘Boys of the Bull-dog Breed,” 
whatever kind of mongrel that breed  may  be ; or we may be, 
as some of us hope, worthy of a race which bore  Sidney and 
Hampden  and Lucius  Cary. But to those who have seen 
the nation  quaking in craven terror  at the  mention of un- 
built ships of war, and booing with brutal  insult a t  a few 
brave women  who (whatever their tactics) dare  to suffer in 
their  pursuit of civil liberty, and allowing, with complacence, 
and even pride, nearly a fortieth  part of its citizens to  lan- 
guish as paupers  under a system as despicable as it is obso- 
lete,  there may be doubts as to our fitness to  be  ranked with 
the heroic  and  the wise. 

Before the heart  is rotten within us our  rulers would do well 
to cause a great  (and  free)  National  Theatre  to  arise here, 
so that  Englishmen,  contemplating  the  inspired vision of the 
passions which have moved great men, may  learn  that they, 
too, are the heroes of a tragedy,  and that  it becomes them 
to move across  life in  as noble order, and with as grave 
music, as the  tragic types of our poet. 

The  comment of the  “Times ” leader-writer  upon 
this  was  piquant in the  extreme : 

In  the letter from Mr. John Masefield,  which  we published 
last  Friday,  among  many significant words was one  of  out- 
standing significance. He wrote of a great  and  “free ” 

national  theatre.  Whether free always and  free throughout, 
or  free sometimes, or free  in  certain  parts,  his  letter did not 
explain. The notion of a theatre in which every seat is 
always free is obviously untenable  for a moment. It is  diffi- 
cult nowadays to detect the  line between charity  and  duty to 
the country. 
And so forth. One is tempted  to  suggest  that  Printing 
House  Square  might well  be  supplied  with  an  inexpen- 
sive  English  dictionary,  dealing  exhaustively  with 
words of one  syllable. 

The  Shakespearean  side of the  National  Theatre 
scheme is being  very  strongly  emphasised  at  present. 
This is not  only  right  and  fitting ; it  is  also  good  policy. 
We  do   no t  of course  want  Shakespeare’s  plays  every 
night of the  week,  but  we  do  want  them  worthily, 
nobly  given.  Moreover,  it  is  the  name of Shakespeare 
that will provide  the  necessary  means  to  found  the 
memorial  theatre.  It will be  made a question  of  our 
national  honour. 

The  original  atmosphere of this  theatre will inevi- 
tably  be  Shakespearean  and  classical.  And  here  let us 
understand  clearly  the  dangers  it will have  to  face. 
The chief of these  is  the  establishment of a deadening 
academic  tradition, of an official “school.”  The 
Academists  are  the  most  powerful  enemies of art.  They 

strike  at  it  from  within.  Every  form of ar t  becomes 
vitiated  the  moment  it  is  organised  and  placed  under 
the  control of a corporate  body  with  masters,  appren-, 
tices,  and  privileges. Worst  of all,  it  becomes 
pompous.  I  believe  the  Comédie  Française  is  not by 
any  means  free  from  this  reproach. 

The  danger of academism is increased  by  the  exist- 
ence of large,  unwieldy  committees of management. 
For  the  present  it would  seem that  the  ideal  theatrical’ 
manager is an  intelligent  autocrat  with  an absolutely 
free  hand. M. Antoine’s  direction of the  Théatre  Libre 
is a case in point.  After  all,  we  are  not  concerned 
primarily  with  the  externals of the  National  Theatre 
scheme,  with  the  provincial  mayors,  or  the  committees, 
or even  with  the  memorial  building  itself,  but  with  the 
vital  question of the  drama  it will give us. If t he  
theatre  that  gives us good  drama is an  endowed 
national  theatre so much  the  better. If it  is  a  State  or 
municipal  theatre,  better  still.  It will be  well,  however, 
not  to  make a fetish of the  title  “national.”  In  this 
matter  opportunism is the only  line of advance. All art  
is  opportunist in this  sense,  that  it  takes  no  heed of 
external  conditions  or  social  desirability.  The  problem 
of art  under  collectivism is still far  from  being  solved, 
and  meanwhile  the  individually  managed  commercial 
theatre  can  do good work if i t  is only  set  free  to  adopt 
a saner  method of producing  plays.  The  chief  value of 
the  Shakespeare  National  Theatre will probably lie in 
its  establishment of the  repertory  system in place of the 
long  run.  This  example  must  be  followed  by  other 
theatres in the  course of time,  and  after  the  experience 
gained in commercial  repertory  management  we  can 
begin  to  talk  about  public  ownership  and  control. 

The Servant in the House (Adelphi  Theatre). 
This  is  one of the  curious  pseudo-religious  plays 

designed  (within  the  limits  imposed  by  the  Censor’s 
office) to  bring  the  figure of Christ  upon  the  modern 
stage,  and  to  answer  the  question,  “What would  Jesus 
do? ” The  audience  are  prepared  for a new  sensation 
by a number of Biblical  quotations  upon  the  printed 
programme, which  also  advertises  several  different 
brands of whiskey.  The  action  passes in a country 
vicarage.  Mr.  Sydney  Valentine, in Oriental  turban 
and  robes, is presently  revealed as Manson,  the  new 
butler  from  India.  The  derivation of this  name  may 
be  left  to  conjecture.  Manson  (who  looks  singularly 
like  the  genie in Mr.  Anstey’s “ Brass  Bottle ”) has a 
mission. It  is  his  task  to  reform  the  household  into 
which  he  has  come,  and  to  expose  hypocrisy-notably 
the  hypocrisy of the  Reverend  Dr.  Makeshyfte,  Bishop 
of Lancashire. Of course  he  succeeds. 

The play  is full of theatricality  and  artificial  devices. 
The  mention of the  name of one of the  characters  is 
usually a signal  for  his  or  her  entrance,  and  coincidence 
is pushed  to  the  furthest  extreme.  There  are  great 
possibilities  in  this  conception of an ideal personality a t  
war  with  the  conditions of modern  life,  but  Mr.  Charles 
Rann  Kennedy  has  certainly  failed  to  use  them.  “The 
Servant in the  House,” it  is  understood,  has  been  very 
successful in  America. This will cause  no  surprise. 

ASHLEY DUKES. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 
For the opinions expressed by correspondents the Editor docs not 

Correspondence intended tor Publication should be. addressed to 

SPECIAL NOTICE--Correspondents are requested to be brief, 

hold himself responsible. 

the Editor and written on one. side of the paper only. 

Many letters weekly are omitted on account of their length. 

AMBROSE BIERCE AS HUMOURIST. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.” 

Most literary-minded  folk  must  by this time have ac- 
quainted themselves  with the  high  imaginative quality  and 
fine dramatic effects of the “ Tales of Soldiers and Civilians.” 
There is,  however, another side of Bierce’s  work of which 
very few (of my own friends at  least)  are aware. 

Not  many people in  England know of the existence of the 
books, “ Fantastic Fables ” and “ The Cynic’s Word-Book 
I wish to speak of them now not so much  for what good 
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qualities  they  may have, as for  their  significance  and  inci- 
dental  interest. 

It is to be  expected  that a great, vivid imagination  should 
in  relaxed  moments  run  to  grotesquerie.  Remembering 
that  Poe  wrote  “Loss of Breath ” and  “Some  Words with a 
Mummy,” we might  almost  have  predicted  from  this  kindred 
tragedian some fantastic fooling. We  might  have  had to 
search  for  it  after  his  death  among  his  manuscripts.  But  he 
has saved us  that  trouble  by  publishing it. 

Poe,  by his grotesquerie,  tickled  some  critics  amazingly; 
to  others  he  made  himself  out an ass. It is probable  that 
Ambrose  Bierce will do  the same. 

The  “Fantastic  Fables ” are  not  wonderfully good, not 
strikingly  original.  Bierce  has  chosen  satire as his excuse for 
fooling. The  only  available  targets  for  satire  have  been 
used so often !--politicians, lawyers, clergymen. In  their 
way, the  “Fables ” are  good satire,  exceptionally  ruthless, 
thoroughly  conscientious.  They  are  worthy of being  illus- 
trated by Cynicus.  Sometimes,  indeed,  the  fooling  is excel- 
lent.  Here  are two of the  shorter  fables.  They  are  not the 
best :- 

“ A  Political  Leader  one  day saw his  Shadow  leave  him 
and  walk away. 

“ ‘ Come  back  here,  you  scoundrel,’  he  cried. 
“’ If I  had  been a scoundrel,’  answered  the Shadow, In- 

A  Man  Running  for Office was overtaken  by  Lightning. 
“You  see,”  said  the  Lightning,  as  it  crept  past  him,  inch 

by  inch, “ I  can  travel  considerably  faster  than  you.” 
“Yes,” the  Man  Running  for Office replied,  ‘(but  think 

how much  longer I keep  going.” 
The  humour of Ambrose  Bierce,  it will be perceived, is 

thoroughly American.. The essence of American  humour is 
exaggeration.  The  basic  idea of an  American  joke  is a 
huge lie told  sedately-naive  extravaganza. I don’t say  it 
disparagingly;  myself, I think  it a very  good  idea of a joke. 
I t  is analagous  in  humour  to  Attic  irony  in  drama. How 
admirably  it  is  carried  out  in  the  second of the  above  fables ? 
I t  would have  been  crude  and  unconvincing  to  have  depicted 
the  speed of a man  pursuing office as faster  than  something. 
An immeasurably  greater effect is  obtained  by  depicting  it 
as slower than  something. 

Incidentally, we may  remark  that we have  probably  in 
these  fables  found  the  genesis of the  famous “ Fables  in 
Slang.”  George Ade’s trick of printing a phrase with 
capital  initials, which has  the  psychological effect of crystal- 
lising  the whole phrase  into  one  eternal  substantive, is here 
in  embryo. “A   Tru ly  Pious  Person,” “ An  Ancient  Maiden,” 
are  examples  (taken  from  other  parts) which might  have 
come  straight  from  the  pages  of  “Fables  in  Slang.” 

The  last  part of the  “Fantastic  FabIes”  is  an  Aesopus 
Emendatus.  The  best  fable  in  this  portion  is :- 

A  Herdsman, who had  lost a bullock,  entreated  the  gods 
to bring  him  the  thief,  and  he vowed he would  sacrifice a 
goat  to  them.  Just  then a lion,  his jaws dripping with bul- 
lock’s blood, approached  the  Herdsman. 

“I thank  you, good deities,”  said  the  Herdsman, con- 
tinuing  his  prayer,  “for  showing  me  the thief. And now, if 
you will take  him away, I will stand  another  goat.” 

“ T h e  Cynic’s Word-Book ” (published  in 1906) is alto- 
gether  inferior to “Fantastic  Fables.”  It  is  impossible, of 
course,  to  compile a book of this  kind  without  occasional 
gleams,  but  most of it is bilious  enough stuff. 

creasing  his  speed, ‘ I should  not  have Ieft you.”’ 

These  are  sampIe  definitions :- 
Bore : A  person who talks when you wish him  to  listen. 
Bottle-nosed:  Having a nose  created  in  the  image of its 

maker. 
Nevertheless,  all who are  interested  in  Ambrose  Bierce 

should  read  both  these  books  for a revelation of his  opinions. 
Even  those who are  interested  only  in  his  serious work should 
read  them  to  understand his psychology. 

J. M. RORKE. 
* * * 

THE JEW I N  SOCIALISM. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.” 

Had  there  been a name  at  the  end of the  letter  signed 
“Ex Oriente Lux,’’ I should  have  adduced  facts,  figures  and 
statements  leaving  no  doubt  that I am  speaking  from  the 
inside  about  people  amongst whom I have  spent  my life. I 
do not say  that  the  average Jew is a Socialist ; he  is not. I 
am speaking of that  particular Jew  who  is ! The  argument 
that a Christian  might make the  same  plea  on  the  basis of 
doctrinal Christianity  is loose. What is Socialistic  or  Com- 
munistic  in  Jesus  and  the  pre-  and  post-Jesuitical  periods  is 
the reflex of the  contemporary  and  often  Talmudistic  or 
Rabbinic  concepts of the  hour. “Ex Oriente Lux “ now 
deliberately  interpolates a word of which I am  innocent,  not 
only  changing  the whole face of my  meaning,  but  giving  it 
the very  opposite sense. What  authority  has  he  for  putting the word “conforming ” before  my  use of the word Jew?  It  
is just  the  conforming Jew I am leaving  out of the  question. 
We are  not  writing  and  thinking  and  sympathising with’ the 

“conforming ” Spaniard  at  present,  but  just with the  intel- 
lectual  one, who is not. Israel  Zangwill  has  written a great  
book on  fifteen  great Jews mho were the “ Dreamers of the 
Ghetto.” Not one of them was thinking  in  “conformity “ 

with the official dogma of his time. As to  the  insularity of 
the Jew, despite  the  lack of ethic  and  historic  oversight of 
the writer, I must  state  that  this is but  one  temporary  (in a 
geological  sense)  phase  in  the  working  out  of  the  greater 
and  more  universal  spirit of Hebraism,  the  ultimate  moral 
aspiration  of  the  people.  Have you ever  tried  to  grow 
“ confidential ” with a King’s Messenger  on  duty ? He  knows 
he  has a special and  seriously  entrusted  message  to  deliver; 
he  must  make few strange  friends,  talk little, and  be  wary 
to  the  point of suspicion,  till  his  task is performed. The  Jew, 
rightly  or  wrongly  it is not  ours to here discuss, felt  that h e  
had  to  teach  the world a certain  message. I anticipate a 
sneer  and  forestall a further  query  by  stating  that  they  were 
in a position to  do so. Eight  centuries  before  Christ,  amid 
human sacrifices and polytheistic ceremonies  and  kingly 
murderers,  the  prophets of Israel  stood  before  kings  and 
priests  and  denounced  them with all that  noble  and  suicidal 
anger we cannot to-day deny. He would  not  creep  out of 
his tortoise  shell of tradition  and  the  ((insularity ” your 
correspondent so much  dislikes:  he  knew  it was the first step 
to  assimilation ; its  object was not  complete,  his  message 
undelivered. The  Rabbins  taught “ The world is  one town ” ; 
they were as cosmopolitan at  heart  as  their  time  permitted. 
Even  the  advanced  theories of the  hour  were  not  shouted 
from  the house-tops before  at  least  some were ready to listen ; 
even  the first teachers of modern  Socialism  were  not  always 
willing  to  be stoned by too premature a campaign.  Your 
correspondent  cannot  know  much of the  “state ” of inner 
Territorialism  by  stating  that  it  is  an  attempt  to find a home 
where Jews might  not  only  be  free  from  persecution,  but  to 
practise  their customs. Nothing is dogmatised  about  “cus- 
tom.”  Does  he  imagine we shall offer burnt  sacrifices,  con- 
sult  the  augury of the  Urim  and  Thummim,  stone  the  little 
shopkeepers who sell cigarettes and  bottles of ginger  beer on 
a Sunday,  or  perhaps,  at  the worst, fine  them 5s. for  violating 
a nationally  accepted  day of rest?  There would be  shops 
and music-halls  and  string  bands  and  gas offices in  the new 
land ; it would not  be a pastoral  theocracy  again. 

GUSTAV PEARLSON. 
*** 

“ L A  FOI.” 
TO THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.” 

Mr. Hulme knows the  philosophical  country so well that  it 
seems  rather  arrogant  to  keep  to a road which he  has  called 
non-legitimate.  But  before  leaving  it I should  like  to  be 
quite  sure  that  it  cannot  be  found somewhere in  his  more 
official map. 

Mr. Hulme  begins  by  rebuking  me  for  imagining Mr. 
Wells  the  “daring  originator ” of a certain  metaphysical 
point of view. Mr.  Wells‘s dictum  occurred to me not 
because  he was this  originator,  but  because I had  mentioned 
him two lines  before,  and  thought  that  he  had  put  the  prac- 
tical  aspect of the  thing  rather  neatly. I realise  that  the 
doctrine  itself,  or  fragments of it, existed even  before  Kant. 

T o  ward off Mr. Hulme’s most sturdy  thrust. If I were 
to see  white elephants  on  the  ceiling, I should  not  deny, a 
priori,  the  existence of elephants  or of the  colour white. 
Still  less  should I cast  doubt on the  ceiling.  But  in  calmer 
moments I should most certainly  bring  such  white  elephants 
to  the  bar of reason. I should  appeal  from  the  irregu- 
larities of that  transmissive  agency,  my  brain,  to  those  cor- 
related  conclusions we call  “experience.” If on one,  or  even 
two, occasions I happened  to  see two moons, I should  not 
immediately  begin a solemn  treatise  on  the  Inherent  Duality 
of the  Heavenly Bodies. 

It  is  occasionally  helpful  to  regard  the  brain  as a trans- 
missive agency  for  the  reality without. We  may, of course, 
discover ultimately  that  this  agency is of the  same  sub- 
stance  as  that which it  transmits,  but  the  metaphor  may 
serve  for  the  moment. My brain  is  just  as  liable  to  falsify 
and  distort what comes  through  it  as  is a cracked window 
or  a twisted organ-pipe.  But  just  as  it  is  permissible to 
regard  beauty  and  truth  as  ultimately  one,  it  is  permissible 
to  regard  as  fragments of reality  whatever of beauty  makes 
itself known to  us  from without. But we are  not  prevented 
by  this  belief  from  correcting  our  immediate  “impressions.” 
We know how this  transmissive  agency  may  distort  reality. 
But  the “ material ” of  reality  is  there,  whatever  false  or 
restricted  forms  may  be  imparted  to  it  by  its  passage  through 
the  brain.  The  “vision of Isis ” may  be  regarded  in  the 
same way. I did  not say that I was an à priori  believer in 
the goddess Isis  any  more  (or less) than I am  in  the  god 
Thor. The window through which reality  came  to  Yaouma 
was  painted  lavishly with pictures of Isis,  but  the  light  shining 
through  both was real. To another  mystic  it  might  have 
appeared as the  Venerable  Bede, or as his own grandmother. 
Neither vision  would represent  absolute  truth;  but  neither 
could  be  absolutely  without it. Many  forms of melancholy 
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are  due  to  the  temporary  failure of this  transmissive  agency 
to give us as much of reality  as we have  been  led to expect. 

Again, Mr. Hulme  says  that  “the  term ‘ objective ex- 
existence,’ as  applied to a table,  has  a  distinctive  meaning.” 
It  is  certainly a very convenient  term  to  indicate  that divid- 
ing wall which has  not  yet  become  permeable. H e  points 
out  that if a  man desires to assure  himself of the “objective 
reality ” of a table,  he  proceeds to bring  the  evidence of his 
other  four senses to corroborate that of his eyes. It  is  diffi- 
cult, however, to be  permanently  sure  that  man  has not, 
actually  or  potentially,  more  than five  senses. If he  has 
(let us say) twelve, there  may  be  many  things “ objective,’’ 
if you  like) whose reality is better  tested  by  the  evidence of 
sense No. 12 than  by  that of the  other  eleven.  The  other 
eleven may  be  incapable of giving  any  evidence  at all. 

It is  difficult to  be  clear when space is limited,  but I am 
eager  to know whether Mr. Hulme now regards  my road as 
unrecordable  in  any  respectable  map. If he  is  able  to  find 
traces of it, I should  be  grateful to know where  it  leads.  and 
the  quality of its towns and  taverns. R. W. TALBOT COX 

* * *  
THE  SOCIALIST DAILY. 

T O  THE EDITOR O F  “THE NEW AGE.” 
In  response  to  my  letter I‘ have received in  three  days 

many  hundreds of postcards  and very many  offers of mone- 
tary  support  for  the  suggested  Socialist  daily.  The most 
pleasing  feature  to  be  noted  is  the  fact  that,  although  all 
the  lists of nominations  vary, yet they  all  have  one  impor- 
tant  thing  in  common,  namely,  they  all  contain  names 
representing  the  various  Socialist  organisations  and  weekly 
papers. In  every  case  the “ Clarion,” THE NEW AGE, 
“Justice,”  “Labour Leader,’’ I.L.P.,  Fabian  Society,  and 
S.D.P.  are  represented.  This  seems  to  points  to a healthy 
desire  amongst  Socialists  to  unite  whole-heartedly in an 
effort to  establish a Socialist  daily  newspaper.  Therefore 
the  committee, when elected,  should  be  the  chosen of thou- 
sands  instead of hundreds.  May h therefore earnestly 
appeal to all  Socialists, of whatever  label,  or  unattached) 
who read  these  lines  to  send  me  at  once a postcard with their 
selection of seven  names  for  the  national  committee. I t  is 
not  much  to  ask,  and will strengthen  the  attempt now being 
made  to  found a Socialist  daily,  and  render  it  more  likely 
to  become an  accomplished  fact.  The  number of voters 
could  be  further  augmented  by  each  reader  asking  Socialist 
friends to send  me a postcard  before  November  15th) when 
the votes  will be  counted. A. E. WACHTER. 

Northenden,  Cheshire. * * *  
“ T H E  NEW AGE,” SEX, AND SUFFRAGE. 

To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW- AGE.” 
The  letter  signed J. Drew  Roberts in your  last  issue ex- 

hibits  such a typically  feminine  logic  that  although  the . 
signature  rather  suggests  its  author  being a man, I am  in- 
clined  to  attribute  it  to a feminine  origin. 

H e  or she  accuses  me of urging  that women, having broken 
the law, should  suffer  under  the law-as men who acted 
similarly would have  to suffer. (But  this  last  observation 
your  correspondent  prudently omits.) One of the  main 
theses of my  argument was certainly  the  meanness of the 
suffragettes  in  committing  acts  for which men would be 
severely  punished,  relying on their  sex-privilege  and  the 
reluctance of male  authorities  to  treat  them  as  men. would 
be  treated  in  like cases. 

I would, however, point  out  that  there  are laws and laws, 
just  as  there  are ways and ways of breaking  the law. 

To compare  the  suffragettes with their silly,  where not 
criminal,  antics,  to  heroic  figures  like  Ferrer  and  the  others 
mentioned, is too  absurd  to waste time  in  discussing. The  
reference  to  Ferrer, however, was especially  unfortunate, 
seeing  that a strong  element  in  his  case  consisted  in  the 
proofs h e  was prepared  to  bring of his  innocence  in  any 
participation  in lawless acts.  This  point  in  his  defence is 
even  laid  stress  upon  in  his  last  testament. Not that I 
ever condemned law-breaking  as  such.  On  the  contrary, I 
am  quite  prepared  to  admit  there  are  cases  and  circumstances 
in  which  it  may  be a duty,  or  at  least  an  act of heroism.  It 
is  just  because  the  actions of the  suffragettes  are  in  them- 
selves dastardly,  senseless,  and  wanton,  and  only  acquire  an 
object  in  the  hypothesis  that  men will be  such  noodles  that 
rather  than  treat women as  they would consider themselves 
justified  in  treating  their fellow men,  they will surrender  to 
the  stage  army of militants  at  discretion.  In  the  “militant ’’ 
female we have  the  representative of a privileged sex-class 
using  its  privileges  as a weapon  to  extort a sex-domination. 
Hence,  there  is no real  analogy between an  ordinary  reform- 
ing or  revolutionary  movement  and  that of the “ Women‘s 
Social  and  Political  Union .” VIRILITAS * * *  

MR. BALFOUR AN AGNOSTIC? 
To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.” 

Is  it  not  altogether  misleading to speak of Mr. Arthur 
Balfour  as  agnostic  and  freethinker?  That  there  may  be  a 

sense in which these views can  be  justified I do  not  deny. 
T h e  like would be  true of Pascal  or  Mansel,  and  many 
others.  But a very  slight  knowledge of “The  Foundations 
of  Belief,”  or  even “ T h e  Defence  of  Philosophic  Doubt,” 
should  serve  to show that  the writer  is occupied with remov- 
ing  certain  grounds of objection to Christian  belief,  not  in 
supporting “ agnosticism ” in  the  popular  sense of the  term. 
As well call Mozley an agnostic,  or even Newman. 

J. NEVILLE FIGGIS. * * *  
ANTI-CLERICALISM. 

To THE EDITOR OF “THE NEW AGE.’’ 
In  a collection of poems  published  in  1842  Robert  Brown- 

ing  gives  vent  to  national  feelings :- 

THE CONFESSIONAL 
[Spain.] 

I. 
It  is a lie,-their priests,  their  pope, 
Their  saints,  their . . . . all  they  fear  or hope 
Are lies, and lies-there ! Through my door 
And  ceiling,  there ! and  walls  and floor, 
Their lies, they lie-shall still  be  hurled 
Till  spite of them I reach  the world. 

You think  priests  just  and  holy  men ! 
Before  they  put  me  in  this  den 
I was a human  creature, too, 
With flesh and blood like  one of you, 
A  girl  that  laughed  in  beauty’s  pride 
Like  lilies  in  your world outside. 

II. 

XI. 
The  church was empty;  something drew 
My steps  into  the  street ; I knew 
It  led me to  the  market  place : 
Where, lo, on high,  the  father’s face. 

That  horrible  black scaffold dressed, 
That  stapled scaffold . . . . God sink  the  rest ! 
That  strapped  back,  that  blinding vest, 
Those  knotted  hands  and  naked  breast, 
Till  near  one  busy  hangman  passed, 
And, on  the  neck  those  arms  caressed. . . . 

XIII. 
No part  in  aught  they  hope  or  fear! 
No heaven with them, no hell ! and  here, 
No earth,  not so much  as  pens 
My  body in  their worst of dens 
But  shall  bear God and  man  my  cry, 
Lies-lies, again-and  still they  lie ! 

XII. 

Furthermore,  it may interest  readers  to  know  that the 
Oxford  Union  Society  refused to put  to  the  vote a motion 
expressing  sympathy with Signor  Ferrer. OXON. 

*** 

BERMONDSEY, ETC. 
TO THE EDITOR OF “ T H E   N E W  AGE.” 

May I enforce  the  need  for a Socialist  and  Labour  daily 
newspaper  by a reference  to  the  Bermondsey  election?  At 
the  commencement of the  contest Dr. Salter  had 3,500 pro- 
mises. The  canvass  confirmed  these.  On  the  Monday 
before  the  poll  there was a demonstration  at  the  Town Hall 
which was nothing less than wonderful. The final  meetings 
on  Wednesday  were  good,  but  not so convincing. The  
result you know. What  had  happened?  The  Liberal 
papers  had  started  by  misrepresenting  the  Socialist  candi- 
date, and  they  had  fallen  back  upon  boycotting  him. On 
Tuesday  they  came  out,  without  an  exception, with the lie 
that  he was out  of  the  running.  “Every  Progressive  vote 
given to Salter  is a vote  for  Dumphreys;  vote  for  Hughes.” 
Bermondsey  is  not a constituency  highly  educated  in  the 
subtleties of politics, and  the  proportion of the  electorate 
open  to  be swayed by  the  merest  breath  is  probably  even 
larger  than  usual.  During to the  last  three  days you could 
watch the  mean  streets  turning  blue (where they weren’t 
already  red),  and  no effort could  stop it. By Thursday  the 
Liberals’ lie was the  truth. 

Nobody is  to  blame,  least of all  the  electorate.  But  until 
each  party  is  approximately  equally  provided with the  means 
of disseminating  opinion  daily, so that  the  lies  and  other 
electoral necessities may  cancel  one  another,  there is but a 
poor  chance of raising  elections  to  that  higher  plane  on 
which the  Socialist  and  Labour  argument is irresistible. 

While I am  en  the  subject of Bermondsey,  may I mention 
the  other  great  factor  in  the  result ? Motor-cars  are  another 
extraneous  influence  at  elections which the  fair-minded would 
like  to  see  equally  at  the  command of all  parties. An under- 
educated  electorate  and a wet day  put a premium  on  their 
value which you can  only believe if you have seen. 

P. P. H. 
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