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PREFACE

lamindebted to so many people for the writing of this book,

to contemporary statesmen for fragments of speeches, to con-
temporary novelists for ideas torn from their contexts, to
politicians, planners, educationalists, civil servants and
Marxists as well as to economists, historians and philosophers, that
it would be as impossible to mention al, as it isinvidious to single
wout some. | cannot, however, deny myself the special pleasure of
.thanking Mr. Lester Wilson' and Miss Nora Richmond and Miss
Joan Evans for poems, Mr. Harold Izant for pruning, Miss Nora
Nicholson for colloquialisms, Mr. Cyril Moore for afantasy and my

own past salf for some attractive and unsound idesas.

I cannot, | am afraid, resist the temptation of adding a word
of apology to readers for the frivolity of some parts of the work,
It was conceived in a solemn, albeit a satirical vein, but when |
came to the writing of it, cheerfulness would keep breaking in
and the resultant atmosphere of intellectual high jinks, punctuated
by arbitrary flurries of convulsive action was, | am afraid, from
the first inappropriate to the high seriousness of the theme. Then
came Mr. Peake€'s gorgeous pictures and made matters worse.
How could one keep’a wholly straight pen while writing a letter-
press round some of his richer conceits? | see that what began
as an apology is developing into a justification, so | will content
myself with asking the reader not to alow the levity of the
author, the irresponsibility of the characters and the exuberance
of the illustrator to distract his attention from the gravity of the
issues which they are jointly concerned to present.

C. E M. JOAD

Hampstead.
November 1942,

' The verses and chorus of the Grand Inquisitor's Song on pp. 83-86
were provided by Mr. Wilson.

5






The Adventures of

THE YOUNG SOLDIER
in Search of the Better World

n the Officers Mess they had been listening to awireless talk

by Sr Stafford Cripps on What We Are Fighting For. 'We

are fighting', he said, 'to make a better and a happier world'.

That is very nice, the Young Soldier reflected, but he does
not say how we are to make it. We have to beat the Nazis of course,
but what do we do when we have beaten them?

The Young Soldier was afine specimen of young English man-
hood, with a more enquiring turn of mind than is sometimes found
among those who have emerged from the valley of the shadow of
middle-class education; in fact his habit of enquiry had got him
into trouble a school, where his reports, while uniformly praising
hiswork, were apt to end with riders animadverting more in sorrow
than in anger upon his habit of asking questions which were' often
childish and sometimes irritating'. The masters who taught at the
Young Soldier's schools did not take kindly to questions which
fell outside the scope of the curriculum which they were paid to
teach, and regarded him with a certain amount of disapprova
which was mitigated, however, by their recognition of his pleasant
and respectful manner and of his prowess upon the playing field.
When, however, he went, as in due course he did, to the University
of Oxford, he found the aimosphere more favourable to an enquir-
ing mind, for though his questions remained, for the most part, un-
answered, he was no longer made to feel that the asking of them,
and the discussing of the answers which the undergraduates
attempted and the dons 'debunked’, was bad form. There was, in-
deed, an elderly don by whom he once happened to st a High
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Table, who after the Young Soldier had fired a number of questions
at him out of sheer nervousness, flattened him out for the rest of
the dinner with the thunderous observation: "Young man, it is
needful that you should learn that conversation does not consist of a
string of unmeaning interrogatories, but this discouragement was,
he recognized, exceptional and proceeded rather from the idiosyn-
crasy of the don than from the atmosphere of the place.

In fact, when he began to study philosophy, he found that his
enquiries as to why, if God wasal powerful and al good, He made
aworld which contained so much evil, why, if evil was, as he was
assured, due to man's misuse of God's gift of free will, He should
have gone out of His way to bestow upon man a gift which He knew
that man would so misuse, why He permitted the war, and why
He created Hitler,—either, the Young Soldier felt, God could stop
these things and would not, in which case He could not be very
good, or He wanted to stop them but could not, in which case He
could not be very powerful—obtained for him a bubble reputation
as a budding philosopher.

His University career was cut short by the war and his enquiring
turn of mind was not favourably regarded in the Army where
officers are required to learn the Regulations and men to obey
them; in spite of it, however, they made him into an officer. This
they did because hewas atall, well-set-up young man, good-looking
and pleasant spoken. He could swim, ride, dance and drink and he
was an adept at pushing, hitting, and whacking balls with cues,
sticks, clubs, bats, rackets and even mallets at the right moment,
in the right place with the right amount of strength and in the right
direction. In addition he was clean about his person and his
buttons, always looked neat and tidy and shone pinkly in the
face as if he had just stepped out of a hot bath. The men liked
him. In short, nobody would have guessed that his pink and well-
proportioned countenance with its finely chisdled nostrils and in-
nocently open blue eyes surmounted by a crop of curly brown hair
masked the enquiring mind that lurked serpent-like within.

Stll pondering his question, the Young Soldier Ieft the Officers
Mess for a walk in the forest in which his unit was stationed. It
was the New Forest—though this, perhaps, ought not to have been
reveded—at leadt, it began by being the New Forest though it
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very quickly turned into no forest that ever was on land or sea. He
had not gone more than afew yards from the hut, when he met an
older officer called Captain Percy Nick, who turned and walked
with him.

'| havejust beenlistening to Sr Stafford Cripps,’ said the Y oung

P .

Soldier,"who says that we are fighting for a better and a happier
world. He means, | suppose, that we shall have a better and hap-
pier world when we have won the war, but he does not say how we
are to get it. What do you think?

Captain Nick started to laugh in a superior manner. 'What a
smpleton you are to believe that guff,’ he said. 'Paliticians ways
talk like that, partly because they think it is expected of them, and
partly to make people fight for them. But, bless you, they don't
mean a word of it

'Do you mean that we are not to have a better and a happier
world after the war? asked the Young Soldier.
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'Of course not. That's al my eye. It's just what they said after
the last war, only then it was "a land fit for heroes to live in" in
which everybody would have a "good job and a decent wage".
But what happened?

'‘What did happen?

'Directly the war was over, everybody wanted to get demobbed
as soon as he possibly could. In fact chaps were much too busy
thinking about getting out of the Army to think about anything
dse. That was partly just natural fed-upness. They had had
enough of the Army and being ordered about and they wanted to
get back to "civvy street” and their wives. Also there was a most
unholy scramble for jobs and fellows naturally didn't want to get
left behind in the scrum. They wanted to be in on whatever was
going.'

'Of course they did. But what has that got to do with the better
world after the war?

' This much; that people were much too busy with their personal
affairs to think about the country and its affairs. In fact, they
wanted to forget al about the government which had been drilling
them and ordering them about and making them live in herds and,
incidentally, feeding and clothing them for four years. They wanted
to put public life and everything to do with public life out of their
minds and to plunge with every available bit of energy that was
left to them into private life, the more private, the better. They
wanted to make love and to get drunk and to go to parties and to
work in their gardens and tinker with motor bikes and all that sort
of thing.

‘That was the world of the ‘twenties and the Bright Young
Things, the booming world of lots of jobs and lots of women and
lots of drink and high jinks and good wages for a couple of years
or s0, and then the cold fit, the first of the depressions, the strikes,
the labour unrest. . . . And meanwhile the Government was get-
ting away with the Treaty of Versalles and a return to the good
old days of big business men happily enjoying the pleasures of
unrestricted enterprise.”

'Was nothing done to make a better world? asked the Young
Soldier.

'‘Not much. They gave women the vote—fat lot of good that has
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been—and extended daylight by an hour in the summer. But the
Government was much too busy taking all the controls off industry
to please the business men to have the chance to do much itsdlf. In
fact, it never really meant to do anything itself. | wasin a Govern-
ment department myself at the time and | remember we used to
send out a letter—Stock Draft B 2 we cdled it, and it went out at
least a dozen times a day—saying that the Government relied for
the resumption of trade upon the initiative of private enterprise
and that it did not, therefore, propose to retain the war-time con-
trols of transport or shipping or food or production, which inter-
fered with that initiative.

‘Asfor dl the "reconstructions’ that were to be carried out after
the war, al the things that were to be pulled to pieces and put to-
gether again in better shape—they came to nothing. When the war
ended, there was no reconstruction, no new order, and no rallying
point for the forces that could have created a new order; instead
there was a general sauve qui peut of nations, parties, factions and
individuals, led by the Government of "hard-faced business men"
who had "done very well out of the war", whom the country
elected by an immense majority in the winter of 1918 to restore
normality. All the business men wanted was to get back to the
job of making profits good and hard, sweetened with a spot
of vengeance on the Germans—hanging the Kaiser, "squeezing
Germany" until "the pips squeaked" and al the rest of the
nonsense.’

'Well, that may be what happened last time, but next time we
shall know better,” sad the Young Soldier.

"Why should we? With nothing " constructed” during the present
war, why should things be different from what they were last time
when the war comes to an end? Who was it said only last week that
" the foundations of a better world order must be laid while the
war is actualy in progress'? How well | can remember that being
said before. In fact dl the vocabulary of the last war is being resur-
rected. The same stock phrases, the same catch-words, the same
pious platitudes, the same airy and grandiose projects—all words
and only words. They are the expressions of fear, not the pro-
nouncements of resolve.



"' When the devil was sick, you know,

The devil a saint would be.

When the devil was well,

The devil a saint was he.

'I know about devils,' added Captain Nick, looking dyly at the
Young Soldier, "and | can assure you that such is in fact their
nature, and that politicians share it.'

"I still think that we shall know better this time," said the Y oung
Soldier. 'The people have learnt the lesson of 1918, and if the
statesmen show that they have not learnt it, we shall bundle them
out in double-quick time.'

Captain Nick, who seemed to be growing progressively more un-
pleasant, gave a disagreeable sneer.' The only thing that men learn
from history’, he said, 'is that men learn nothing from history; the
same causes produce the same effects; there is nothing new under
the sun; human nature never changes; after this war we shal
go back to the same old world of 1939, with its booms and its
slumps and its unemployment, its snobbery and its hypocrisy and
injustice, its poverty in the midst of plenty, and its multitudinous
restrictions on the production of the things that men want, but
haven't the money to buy.'

‘I don't believe a word of it,' said the Young Soldier, 'and you
must be a hopeless cynic to say such things. In fact, now | come
to think of it, Cynic is your name. Percy Nick, indeed! Captain
Per-Cynic, | say.

'Preparatory school wit!" said the Captain tartly. 'Really, |
thought you young officers had got beyond the level of bad puns.'

' Preparatory school wit or not, | know a defeatist when | meet
him," said the Young Soldier. 'You're spreading alarm and des-
pondency, and | won't have it.'" As he said this, he rushed at the
Captain, brandishing his 'swagger cane', intending either to knock
him down, or arrest him and take him to the Guard Room, but just
then Captain Nick turned up his eyebrows, expelled ajet of smoke
from his lips and started to roar with laughter. At the same
moment the Young Soldier noticed a pair of horns sticking up
through his hair. This so startled the Young Soldier, that his
onrush was arrested in mid career. When he recovered himsdlf,
12
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Captain Nick had aready left theground, and was rising dowly into
the air. The last thing the Young Soldier saw of him was the end
of histail dangling like the rope of a captive balloon. But he smelt
him for some time after that and the smell was the smell of brim-
stone.

The Young Soldier continued his walk somewhat pensively.
Presently he heard a booming sound, and decided to go and see
who or what was responsible for the noise. He made his way
through a clump of trees and came to a platform, upon which there
stood alarge man engaged in oratory. He had abig head, prominent
eyes, the wide-spreading nostrils of the dramatic orator, a voice of
brass and lungs of leather. As far as the Young Soldier could see
nobody was listening to him o, feeling sorry for him, the Y oung
Soldier sat down on the ground to hear what he had to say. The
orator was speaking of the post-war world.

"Weam', hewas saying, ' a the establishment of economic con-
ditions based on justice, security and socid unity. There must be
no more want, and no more fear—neither fear of war, nor fear of
poverty. Everybody must be assured of a good job at afair wage.
We must, then, plan our resources so as to ensure the utmost
utilization of the productive capacity of the nation. This means
that we cannot go back to the old system of unrestricted private
enterprise. After the last war we abandoned too rapidly the war-
time controls. We know better now, and many of the controls that
have been st up in this war must be retained after it.

At this, the Young Soldier pricked up his ears remembering that
Capt. Nick had said that all the war-time controls would be removed
a the earliest possible moment after the war, and though he did
not believe the Captain, especialy since he had revealed himself
to be afiend, he wanted reassurance from the obviously eminent
and important statesman who was addressing him. .

'‘May |,’ he asked, 'as the only member of your audience,
have your permission to ask you a question?

'Oh yes' said the speaker. '| am aways ddighted to answer
the people's questions; that is the new Brains Trust technique
that Huxley and Joad and Campbell have popularized. It is
very democratic and we have dl adopted it, though of course, with
improvements.

14






‘Thank you," said the Young Soldier. ‘I understood you to
sy that after the last war al the Government controls were
quickly taken off, and the job of restarting industry and turning
the whedls of a peace-time world was left to the initiative of
individuals, that is to say, to the business man's hope of making
profits out of somebody else's labour. Now, | am told that some
of these business men are already in charge of the different Depart-
ments and Commissions that are controlling commaodities at the
present time. There is a steel owner for the control of sed, an
oil magnate for the control of oil, and so on, | have aso heard
that the wartime controllers are planning thingsin such away asto
give themselves agood start in the race for trade and profits which
will begin when the controls are taken off. Take shipbuilding,
for example. | have heard that some of the ships that are now
being built are not as effective as they might be for war-time
purposes, because the people who are responsible for building them
have one eye on their use for peace-time purposes after the war.
Whether dl thisis true, | don't know. But what I'd like to know
iIswhy, since the business men seem aready to be running things,
what happened after the last war won't happen after this war.'

‘That is easy to answer," said the orator. "We should not think
of making the same mistakes as they made in 1918 We are far
too wise for that.'

'‘Are statesmen redly so much better and wiser than they
were twenty-five years ago? asked the Young Soldier. 'l wish
| could believe it

'Most certainly we are said the spesker, 'in fact we are
the wisest people on earth. What is more we have an innate
capacity for government. That is why we have got the greatest
Empire that the world has ever seen.’

'Is that dso why we have been losing it? asked the Young
Soldier.

But the speaker did not hear him. ' That is why the Almighty
put us outside Europe,’ he went on, 'in order that we could rule
it better. | wonder that you, a member of His Majesty's forces,
should wish to throw doubt upon these obvious truths. | am
not sure that | shdl not have you arrested and dismissed the
service for spreading darm and despondency.’
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'No, you won't, said the Young Soldier, 'for it is obvious to me
that you are not wise at dl, but only a poor fool who is so fond of
hearing the sound of his own voice that he speaks to the empty
air. For, you know, you had nobody at all to listen to you until
| came!

As he sad this, the Young Soldier sprang forward to knock the
speaker off his pedestal, but meanwhile the speaker's face was
undergoing a curious change. First, it turned black, then the two
prominent eyes disappeared, while the head began to dwindle, and
the mouth opened until it became a great yawning hole. The body
meanwhile had shrunk into a metal stalk. When the Y oung Soldier
reached the place where the orator had been, he found there
was nothing there but a loud-
speaker from which came an
announcer'svoicesaying,' You
have just been listening to Mr.
Speakeasy, member-for ——
telling us about the better
world after the war.'

TheY oungSoldiercontinued
his walk. He had not gone
far before he became aware of
acurious droning noise punc-
tuated by intermittent howls.
Amid the general confusion of
sound two voices, a higher
and alower, were distinguish-
able; sometimes they sounded
separately, as though one were
replying to the other; some-
times they were blended, as
the partnersin a duet will sing
each his separate verse but join together in the chorus. Presently,
through a clearing, the young soldier saw a building in the Gothic
style with crenellated turrets and battlements. Over the entrance
hung a large board bearing the announcement, 'Offices of the
Blood and Vengeance League. At each end of the building there
was a tower surmounted by a weather vane and to the top of
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each vane was lashed a figure; it was from these vanes, or
rather from the figures that topped them, that the droning sound
that the Young Soldier had heard seemed to come. One of the
figures was short and dark; he had adistinguished face, ahigh fore-
head and fierce eyes. He seemed unable to keep ill on his vane
but agitated his arms and legs in a perpetua frenzy of excitement.
Upon the base of his tower there were chisdlled the words, ' Mr.
Escapegoat, Diplomat and Servant of the State'.

The other wore the garb of a priest of the Church of England.
His face was red and his habit full and he intoned in a high sing-
song voice. Upon his tower there was graven the name of the' Rev.
Hateman, Servant of God'.

As the Young Soldier approached, a mighty wind began to
blow; or it may be that it had been blowing dl the time in the
vicinity of the building which was the vortex of a perpetual
storm, athough twenty yards away there was cam. Mixed with
the wind were the strains of Wagnerian music. Asit beat in swirling
gusts round the towers, the gale blew the vanes hither and thither
so that the two figures swinging sometimes this way sometimes
that whirled to every point of the compass in turn. Both were
singing, or rather, intoning. When the vanes faced different ways,
thetwofiguresanswered one another, intoning their wordsin akind
of vocal counterpoint. When they faced the same way, they gave
tongue simultaneoudly and chanted in unison, thus producing the
howling effect which had first attracted the Y oung Soldier's atten-
tion. The dark and lonely scene, the intermittent whining of the
gde on which the voices sometimes swelled and sometimes were
swept away into inaudibility, the gloomy building, the whirling
vanes and the savage aspect of the figures who were lashed to
them, suggested to the Y oung Soldier a scene out of the Valkyries.

His curiosity was aroused and he decided to question the two
figures. Just as hereached the building, the two vanes swung round
together, thefiguresfaced him and the voices blended and chanted
in unison: '

TheGermansarenottheHerrenvolk.
WearetheHerrenvolk.

The Germans are the children of darkness.
We arethe children of light.
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The Germans must be destroyed
But we must rule the world.
God wills it so

And God is with us.

As soon as the chanting had finished, the Y oung Soldier walked
up to Mr. Escapegoat's tower, put his hands to his mouth and
hailed him: 'Ahoy there," he shouted.' Excuse me, sir, but | happen
to be in search of the better world after the war. Can you tell me
how and where it is to be found?

Mr. Escapegoat snorted.' There can be no better world', he said,
‘until we have destroyed the Germans.'

'I agree that we've got to beat them," said the Young Soldier,
‘and exterminate the Nazi leaders, but | don't see how you can
destroy the German people.’

"The German people, replied Mr. Escapegoat, 'are sadistic,
militaristic and materidistic. Therefore, they must be destroyed.’

'‘And is that your contribution to the new and better world after
the war? asked the Young Soldier.

'All this woolly talk about the world after the war makes me
sck,' sad Mr. Escapegoat. ‘| have no patience with your better
worlds and new orders and societies for making the world safe for
mediocrity, guaranteeing everybody a living wage whether he's
worth it or not, and al the rest of the sycophantic spittle with
which politicians lick the boots of the man in the street. Life is
hard and full of suffering, and no amount of legislation will make
it easy and happy. There is only one job that matters at the
moment, the job that our statesmen are paid to do, and this is
to see that the, world is made safe for Great Britain. Now it can-
not be safe for us as long as there are Germans in it; so, as | sad
before, we have got to destroy the Germans.'

" We are fighting against the creed of the Devil,' chimed in the
Reverend Hateman. 'l am a priest so | can recognize the Devil
when | see him, and | say that the German creed is of the
Devil; its articles are brutality, bestiadity, plunder, rape and
fraud.'

"Your German is, of al foul and dirty fighters, the foulest and
the dirtiest,’ added Mr. Escapegoat.
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'Paganism at its worst is less dien to Christianity than Prus-
ganism at its best,' concluded Mr. Hateman.

At this point the wind swept the vanes in opposite directions and
the two figures resumed their vocal counterpoint.

Mr. Escapegoat: ' The brutality of the Nazi is the necessary ex-
pression of the inherent vices of the German spirit. The symptoms
of German viciousness are sometimes dormant like the ferocity of
the tiger or the deadliness of the rattlesnake, but the viciousness
is part of the organic make-up of the German race, just as the
ferocity and the deadliness are part of the organic make-up of the
brute and the reptile.’

Mr. Hateman: 'Of al the terrible necessities that God has laid
upon us, the most imperative is that we should recognize evil and
its eternal manifestation in the nature of Germans. It is right to
hate evil; therefore, it is right to hate Germans.'

Mr. Escapegoat:' We must change our natures, and ourselves be-
come rattlesnakes to scotch the rattlesnake and tigers to kill the
tiger.' _

Mr. Hateman:' What is Christianity? It is the religion of Christ,
it means long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, justice and
kindness. Therefore, | would use our Air Force to bomb Berlin
until the hated city lies in ruins.'

Mr. Escapegoat: 'We cannot make peace with the Germans
because they will not honour their pledged word. Therefore, there
can be no treaty, but only destruction.’

Mr. Escapegoat and Mr. Hateman seemed as if they would go on
like this for ever, so the Young Soldier, who was getting bored,
decided tojoin in.

'l say," he caled out to Mr. Hateman. 'Who said "Judge not
that ye be not judged” and "Vengeance is mine"?

'‘But it is not vengeance we seek, but retribution,’ retorted Mr.
Hateman.

'‘What is the difference? asked the Young Soldier.

'Retribution is vengeance carried out by those whose cause is
just, upon those whose acts are unjust.’

'‘And who decides whose cause is just and whose actsare unjust?

‘Don't ask glly questions,’ said Mr. Hateman. 'The cause of
England is always just and of England's enemies always unjust.’
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'l have been told that before,’ said the Young Soldier, 'and |
know now that people only say "Don't ask slly questions’ when
they don't know the answers. But what about forgiving our
enemies? :

'‘Don't you try to teach me my business, young man,' said Mr.
Hateman. 'Let me advise you to read your Bible, where you will
find written in the last book—the last, &id therefore the most
modern book—the doom prescribed for aguilty city by S. John :—
"Her sins have reached to heaven and God has remembered her
iniquities. Render unto her even as she has rendered unto you."
You see that the policy of reprisalsin kind is actually commanded.
'Double unto her double according to her works ... in one day
shall her plagues come—death and mourning and famine, and she
shall burn with fire; for strong is the Lord God who has judged
her." In that passage, young man, you will find the Christian
answer to those who suffer from a corrupt and degrading com-
passion.’

"I thought that the Book of Revelation was meant to be inter-
preted symbolically,” said the Young Soldier.

‘Not at al! All the Bible is to be interpreted literally. It is God's
word and it means just what it says.

'Does it mean just what it says about turning the other cheek,
giving your coat to the man who has taken your cloak and loving
your enemies?

‘Don't ask glly questions,’ said Mr. Hateman.

'l 'am sorry to be tiresome,’ said the Young Soldier, 'but | must
ask you one more. Did you know, by the way, that the Germans
say just the same things as we do about their being the instruments
of God's will, and about God intending them to win the war.'

‘Nonsense," said Mr. Hateman.

'Oh, but they do.'

‘Blasphemous devils!' commented Mr. Hateman.

'Suppose you had been born in Germany, don't you think you
would agree with them about God's wishes and intentions?

It is an impossible and insulting supposition,” sad Mr. Hate-
man. 'l refuse to be insulted.

‘Sorry that | should seem to have been disrespectful. My
question was purely hypothetical. But | have got sill another
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for you, if you can bear it. If the Germans are wholly evil, as
you say, why did the good God, in whom you believe, create
them?

'He didn't,’ said Mr. Hateman. 'The Devil created them.'

And with that he began to sing again.

Atthisthe Y oung Soldier, unable to bear any more of the singing,
went up to Mr. Escapegoat and rather brusquely interrupted him.

‘I am,’ he said, 'as | told you, in search of the better world
after the war, and | am hoping that as a Diplomat and Servant of
the State you might be able to give me some advice.'

‘Certainly, | shall be delighted to do so. It is clear, in the first
place, that we must have peace, but in order to have peace we must
settle the Germans. It is clear, in the second place, that the Ger-
man mentality is quite different from that of all other human
beings; therefore, we must take away from the Germans, once and
for al, the ability to make war. The Treaty of Versailles let them
off much too lightly. This time we must really make them suffer.
With bleeding hands and bitter tears they must be made to rebuild
the towns they have destroyed; in sorrow and repentance of spirit
they must learn their fate, which is to be the servants of those
European nations which, in the days of their conquest, they so
cruelly oppressed. | do not think that they will find easy masters.
In sackcloth and ashes . . .'

'Yes, | know all that,’ the Young Soldier interrupted, 'l have
heard it all before. But may | ask you a question?

'Why yes! | am always pleased to answer the questions of the
young.'

"Waell, first of al, if you threaten the Germans with this terrible
fate when we have won the war, won't they all rally behind Hitler
and fight to the last ounce of their courage and capacity, in order
to avoid it? Wheresas, if you promise them easy terms, once they
have got rid of the government of gangsters and thugs that now
oppresses and drives them, they might be more ready to revolt
against the Nazis in order to get peace. For it is only some of the
Germans after all who support the Nazi rule'

'That question only shows your ignorance, my boy. The Ger-
mans are dl alike; therefore they al support the Nazis who are
the perfect expression of their sub-human mentality. Even those
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Germanswhowerebrought up under adifferent régimenow support
them.'

‘That is a wicked lie; said the Young Soldier. 'l know severa
Germans who do not support them. Why do you tell such lies?
And why don't you answer my questions? | asked you how we

were to make a better world and your only answer isthat we must
destroy the Germans. Well, what | want to know is, how are
you going to do it? Y ou've never told us that! Wetried it on, | am
told, in 1919 only twenty-four years ago, but now the Germans
are stronger than ever. You say that the Treaty of Versalles was
too light; but what more could we have done? Raze the German
cities to the ground, plough up the land and sow it with salt, as
the Romans did with Carthage? Castrate the German maes or
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derilize the German women so that_no more little Huns shall be
born? Or supposing that this sort or thing isalittletoo steep even
for you and Mr. Hateman, what about bresking up Germany into
a number of separate little States and so adding to the confusion
of Europe by Balkanizing its centre as well asits south-east? Isthat
what you would propose and, if not, can you tell me what you do
propose?

But instead of answering, Mr. Escapegoat and the Reverend
Hateman again raised their voices in unison and began to chant:

The Germans are not the Herrenvolk,
We are the Herrenvolk . . .

An old crab-apple tree happened to be growing close to the
Young Soldier, so deciding that he had had enough, he picked up
a handful of windfalls from the ground and started taking pot shots
at Mr. Escapegoat and Mr. Hateman. The apples were at once hard
and rotten, and asthe Y oung Soldier was a good shot, many apples
scored direct hits. Presently one got Mr. Escapegoat full on the
nose, whereupon he came unlashed from his vane, extruded a pair
of wingsand uttering shrieks of pain and terror, flapped sowly away
like a great bat, closdly followed by the Reverend Mr. Hateman.

Somewhat shaken by this encounter, the Y oung Soldier walked
rapidly away through the wood. Presently, he saw lying on the
grass at the foot of atree ayoung woman.* Some would have called
her beautiful; others, lush. She had big eyes, ripe, red lips, and a
nice figure. She also had red talons, which were displayed unin-
vitingly on the green sward. She caled to him in a winning voice,
saying: ' Where are you going so quickly, my good sir?

'l am going in search of the better world after the war,' said the
Young Soldier.

"I cannot defend the inclusion of this character. She was put in in
deference to the views of malé readers serving in H.M. Forces, who
urgedthat there should beat |east onewoman in the book, pointing out
that you get abetter class of womanin books. 'What about MissAme?
| asked; but Miss Ame, they said, was too small to qualify. | am anxious
to please, so here, according to specification, the woman is—but | am
afraid sheis a bit disappointing. An additional reason for inclusion was
that | thought she would make a nice picture for Mr. Peake. But he
thought not. CEM.J.
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'‘Come into my arms and forget it," said the young woman, and
she dretched out her arms invitingly.

'Not to-night, Josephine,'said the Y oung Soldier huffily, dropping,
| am afraid, as his generation aways did in moments of emotional
dress, into the vernacular of the films." But if her nails hadn't been
bloodied,' he reflected, as he walked resolutely on, ‘there might
have been something doing. What extraordinary mistakes, he
thought, ‘women do make about what men want. After al these
years, you would have thought they'd have got to know.'

The Young Soldier was walking so rapidly to get away from the
young woman that he almost bumped into a jolly-looking man,
with a protuberant tummy, a shiny face and twinkling eyes.

'Eh, lad, be careful where you are going,’ he said in a strong
Y orkshire accent.' And was it you making that awful noise?

The Young Soldier explained: 'That', he said, 'was Mr.
Escapegoat.’

'Was it? said the gentleman. 'l shouldn't take any notice of
him. Nobody takes him serioudy. You see, he's got a power
complex.'

'What is that? asked the Young Soldier.

'‘Well, he has had a lot of power in the past and it has rather
gone to his head. You remember what Lord Acton said?

'‘No, what was that?

"Power aways corrupts, absolute power absolutely corrupts.
All great men are bad." Well, | wouldn't say that Mr. Escapegoat
is a great man, and | wouldn't say that he is absolutely bad, but
he is becoming so obsessed with dl this anti-German stuff, that
I'm beginning to think he's not quite right in the head. And the
interesting thing is that he never notices that the more he curses
and threatens and cries vengeance, the more he gets like the people
he is cursing and threatening and trying to take vengeance on. If
ever the Nazi mentality got into an Englishman, it has got into
him. But what set him off?

‘Well, you see,' said the Young Soldier, 'l am trying to find out
how we can have a better world after the war and | thought he
might know. But instead of telling me, he only trotted out dl this
stuff about the wickedness of the Germans and taking it out of
them to show how superior we are.’
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'You should have come to me. | am Mr. Transportouse and |
know the answer to your question. In fact, my friends and | have
written it dl out very clearly and carefully, so that young chaps
like you should know what we stand for and should vote for us
when we have an eection at the end of the war. | am sorry |
haven't a copy of it with me now.'

‘Won't you tell me? said the Young Soldier. 'I do very much
want to know.'

'Well, what does a man—a working man let us say, for | don't
really see why we need bother our heads about those who don't
work—want from the community? You tell me.'

'Well, he wants ajob," said the Young Soldier.

'Right. Of course he does and we shall see that he gets one; and
in order to bein aposition to do this, we must have control of most
of the industries and services in which jobs are done. That means
that we have got to take over the great resources of the com-
munity which must be run and managed by the State, just like
the Civil Service and the Pogt Office. By the great resources of the
community | mean those that supply most of the needs of the
people and employ the great bulk of the people—coal and iron and
ged and the industries that mine and make them. Then there are
the modern raw materials of power, gas and petrol and electricity;
there are the transport industry, the railways and the buses and
lorries, the canals and docks and ships. There are the staple com-
modities used in the making of clothes and fabrics, cotton and wool
and the industries connected with them. There is building—we
have got to see that people get the houses they want, and probably
—thoughtheParty | represent has never been quitesure about this—
there is agriculture. Incidentally, it is only when the community
controls these industries and services that we can feel certain that
they are being directed to doing and producing what the com-
munity most needs, whichisnot dways, by theway, what will bring
the most profit to those who own and run them. So the community
must have supplies of credit at its disposal, which means that it
must own the credit and investment institutions such as the banks
and the insurance companies. First of al, then, we are committed
to nationalizing the great services and industries of the country,
compensating their present owners and then running them in the
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public interest as a public concern. What else does the ordinary
man want?

'Well, he wants a decent wage for his work,’

‘Right! Then we must fix by law a national minimum wage, so
that no single worker in the country can get less than that, though
in fact many should and will get more. What else?

'‘What about his family? Is he to get the same wage if
he,is a single man as he would do if he had a wife and ten
kids? )

'Not at al. We shdl pay an extra allowance for his family—a
pound a week for a married man in respect of his wife, and five
shillings for each of his children. In other words, we shal pay
family allowances.'

‘What happens when he is out of a job?

‘Because he is too old to work?

Yes!

" Then we must pension him off, as we pension off our Civil Ser-
vants, say, a sixty or perhaps even before, giving him at least
two pounds a week, for sdf and wife.'

'‘But supposing he falls into unemployment, while he is il
capable of working?

'Sir William Beveridge has solved dl that for us. He has devised
a Socid Insurance Scheme to which of course the worker con-
tributes, as a result of which a man and his wife will get two
pounds a week to live on, so long as the man'sfailure to get a job
is not his own fault. Of course we have a Socia Insurance System
now, but we shal be able to make a much more generous pro-
vision for an unemployed worker and the whole scheme will bemuch
easier to run, when the welfare of the workers is the responsibility
of the community as a whole which is employing them and to
which they themselves belong. Is there anything else that the
worker wants?

"Yes, plenty of leisure and the knowledge of how to use it.’

‘Leisure's easy. | have aready said that there must be a national
minimum wage; | now add that there must be a national maximum
week. Nobody, then, is to be employed for longer than so many
hours, say forty, a week.'

"But how is he to use his leisure?
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‘That is not so easy and | am not sure that we can settle that
by legidation. But I'm going to introduce you in a minute to some-
body who can advise us. Is there anything else?

" Well, | don't know that there is on the strictly economic plane.
But, tell me, how are you going to do al this?

" That again is not so difficult as people make out. At the end of
the war there will be a general election, when | hope the Party
which | represent will be elected by a majority to power on a
programme such as the one | have outlined. We shall proceed, as
s00n as we can, to nationalize the services and industries | men-
tioned, maintaining in the meantime al the controls that have been
built up during the war. We shall do this fairly gradualy, taking
perhaps half a dozen years or more on the job, and releasing men
from the Forces and directing them into the various industries and
services as we take control. | expect we shall have to keep the in-
come tax pretty high, in order to pay compensation to the owners
of theindustries that we have taken over. Thereis one thing though
that we have forgotten. Suppose that the worker is ill?

‘Well, what then? said the Young Soldier.

"He will be given full medical attention as part of his insurance
benefits. And by full medical attention | don't mean an over-
worked Doctor dealing with a queue of pand patients to the
tune of five minutes per patient. | mean a Doctor who gives as
much time to his poor as to his rich patients and who prescribes
precisely the same treatment, that is to say, just as elaborate treat-
ment for his poor as for his rich patients.'

‘What do you mean by that?

'Let us suppose that | have apain in my tummy,' said Mr. Trans-
portouse, rubbing this somewhat protuberant feature," and that the
cause may be either indigestion which can be cured by a dose of
Eno's Fruit Sdts, or an appendix which requires that my tummy
shall be opened up and an elaborate operation performed, in-
volving the attendance of a Doctor, an anaesthetist and two or
three nurses, followed by a month in a Nursing Home, the whole
entailing prodigious expenditure by me. Now the Doctor, let us
say, does not know which it is; but we give him every incentive to
say "Eno's Fruit Salts" to the poor man and "appendix™ or what-
ever it may be to the rich one. In other words, we make it his
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interest to prescribe one treatment for the rich and another for the
poor.

'Well now, | want to put the Doctor in a position in which his
economic livelihood won't depend upon the number of his patients
and the kind of treatment he prescribes for them. | propose, then,
to make him a servant of the State with a fixed minimum saary.
Promotion and increase of sdlary will take place as in the Civil
Service according to merit and seniority, provided of course that
there is efficient discharge of duties. Is there anything else?

'All that sounds splendid," said the Young Soldier, 'as far as it
goes. But it is a bit bread and buttery, isn't it? | mean, it suggests
that a man has a stomach which wants feeding and a pair of hands
which want employment and a body that may go wrong and that,
when he has done his day's work, what he wants is to turn on his
wireless, or go to the cinema, or work on his alotment, and that
that is about dl he does want—in fact, freedom from want and
freedom from fear; peace, security, a good job at a fair wage, and
leave it at that. | grant you that a man does want dl these things
and that he ought to have them. But doesn't he want more? What
about his mind, and—I know it's an old-fashioned word, but |
can't think of a better—nhis soul? Doesn't his mind want developing
and his soul want cultivating? It seems to me—I hope you will for-
give me for sounding rude, but a much greater man than | once
said the same thing to an even greater man than you—that you
are providing for a society of happy pigs.

It isn't rude at al,’ said Mr. Transportouse. 'In fact, it is a very
sensible criticism, which | am quite prepared to meet. Will you
have the goodness to wait a moment while | fetch a couple of
friends of mine? Mr. Transportouse disappeared for a moment into
the wood, and came back carrying in his hand a little wooden box.

'‘Now, please watch me very carefully,” he said, ‘just to see there
is no deception, while | conjure up my friends." Saying this, he
pressed a knob on the side of the box; up jumped the lid, and out
popped a little man, wearing a pince-nez and carrying a despatch
case under one arm and a blackboard under the other.

‘Allow me to introduce Mr. Ema," said Mr. Transportouse. 'His
real name is Education for the Masses, only we cdl him Ema for
short.'
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Mr. Ema hopped out of the box like a bird, and sat down beside
the Young Soldier.

I must', he piped, 'grow alittle larger, if | am to talk to you
on equal terms. So will you excuse me, if | follow a well-known
precedent? | think | shal find it just behind thistree here. Ah,
here it ig'

As Mr. Ema was speaking, the Young Soldier noticed some
mushrooms, growing apparently out of the roots of the tree. Mr.
Ema picked one of these in his tiny hand and started to eat it, and
then—well you know what happened then, because you can read
al about it in Chapter V of Alice in Wonderland.

'That isbetter,' he said, when hewasaslargeastheY oung Soldier.

Again Mr. Transportouse pressed the knob, again the top flew
open, and this time there popped out a little lady, dressed in a
flowing robewhich had obviously comefromLiberty's. Inone hand
she carried an architect's T-square, and in the other an instrument
whichlookedtothe Y oung Soldier like alyre. Obviously delighted
to be out of the box, she plucked her lyre, trilled anote or two in a

swest, birdlike voice, sailed through the air and alighted upon the
Y oung Soldier'sknee.
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'Miss Ame,' said Mr. Transportouse, ‘allow me to introduce you
to the Young Soldier who wants to know about our plans for him
afterthewar. MissAme," heexplained,'isour Ministressfor Ameni-
ties in the post-war world, only we cal her Ame for short'.

Mr. Transportouse regarded Miss Ame with alook of benevolent
indulgence which he maintained throughout the whole of the lady's
ensuing exposition. 'Very nice,' he seemed to be saying, 'very nice
and agreeable, indeed; but you can't expect sensiblemenwho haveto
dedl withthehard factsof lifetotakethis sort of thing very serioudly.'

The Young Soldier shook hands, or rather he extended a finger
which Miss Ame enclosed in her tiny fist.'| am very glad to meet
you," he said.

Nor was this only a form of words, for he felt that with these
three admirable guides, Mr. Transportouse, who understood the
needs of the masses, Mr. Emawho proposed to educate and elevate
their minds, and Miss Ame with her T-square and her lyre who
would be responsible for cultivating their soulsand providing for
their leisure, he was really getting somewhere.

'Well now, let us begin with what we don't want,' said Mr. Ema.

'Yes, we must make it quite clear to him what we don't want
and won't have,' said Miss Ame.

"We don't want a double system of education, one for the rich
and one for the poor,’ said Mr. Ema.

'‘And we don't want two kinds of houses, one for the rich and
one for the poor,' chimed in Miss Ame.

"We don't want a lot of little snobby, preparatory and second-
rate public schools scrambling and competing for the doubtful
honour of mis-educating the diminishing supply of boys and girls
from a dwindling and impoverished middle-class,’ said Mr. Ema.

'‘And we don't want a scrimmage of competitive builders dl try-
ing to put up, at the lowest possible prices, mass produced, gim-
crack, bijou, mock Gothic, half-timbered, Jacobethan residences,’
sad Miss Ame. 'And unless we are careful that is what we will
get,' she added, shaking an admonitory finger at the Y oung Soldier.
' People after the war will be demanding houses of any kind and
at any price. They will be prepared to put up with temporary
buildings, if they can't get anything better, and temporary build-
ings will be put up. Meanwhile, thousands of building operatives
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will be flooding back into their trade at the head of a vast army
of unskilled workers, who will be clamouring for any kind of job
that is going and hope to find it in building houses. And so we
shall have a clamour from people wanting houses, a clamour from
builders anxious to supply the houses that people want, and a
clamour from hundreds of thousands of workers anxious to build
the houses which the builders are anxious to supply—and al of
them demanding that their demands shall be satisfied on the spot.’

"And what do you think the result of al that will be? said the
Young Soldier. 'Chaos, | should think.'

'Chaos it will be,' she echoed, nodding her head at him like an
intelligent robin. 'Can anybody believe that a spacious, a noble
and a beautiful Britain will result from the competitive effects of a
lot of little builders, each scrambling for contracts, each scurrying
and scamping his work in order to make the largest profit in the
smalest time, with every builder out-gimcracking and out-jerrying
his neighbour.'

'‘Right you are,’ said the Young Soldier. ‘It is agreed we are not
going to have that. But how are you going to stop it?

"The building industry must be organized as a public service, and
al building schemes must be supervised and planned in advance
by specia planning authorities. No private firms to be alowed to
put up houses except as part of a general plan and subject to such
limitations, in the matter of design, spacing and so on, as the
planning authority permits. In other words, the building industry
must be controlled—I should like to say, it must be owned—nby the
State and that means, among other things, that there will be no
more houses for the rich so long as the poor have to go without.'

'‘And no more education for the rich man's son,' said Mr. Ema,
‘while the poor man's son goes without.'

'‘What about the Public Schools? said the Young Soldier.

'Well, the Public Schools will have to go. At least what is good
in them will have to be incorporated into a State system and made
available for everybody. What they must not be allowed to get
away with is what they are trying on now.’

'What are they trying on now? asked the Young Soldier.

‘Their idea is to take a number of clever boys free from the
elementary and secondary schools in return for a minimum amount
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of formal State supervision, thus skimming off the top drawer of
working class ability, de-classing it, sterilizing its contents and
making it usdless for the purpose of socia change, but otherwise
going on as before. We have got to take the Public Schools over
and run them for the benefit of al classes!

'Right you are again,' said the Young Soldier, 'but what then?
You can't abolish the Public Schools and leave the rest of the
educational system just where it is'

'‘Agreed! The educationa system will have to belong to and be
run by the community in the interests of the community as awhole.
And when | say the community,'—Mr. Emawas earnest about this—
" | mean the community, not a particular class of the community.
You remember Disragli's remark that we were two nations; it is
gtill true and one of the reasons is that we ascend two different
educational ladders—one giving access to the world of the powerful
and the rich and the other to the world of the humble and the poor.
That is why | ingist that the State must have a monopoly of such
education as is given, if only to ensure that al children get the
same education, or rather that such differences as there may be
are due only to the different propensities and abilities of the
children. This means that every child will go up the same educa
tional ladder, and will go up it just as far as his taents will take
him.'

'l would like to hear some more about that,’ said the Young
Soldier. ‘I know it sounds dl right, but if you give the State a
monopoly of education, why shouldn't the State abuse it, send our
minds to prison and hand over to some Goebbelesque official the
keys of the cells? Look at the system of State education that they
have in Germany and look at the results. The minds of al young
Germans are poisoned, with the result that the thoughts that people
think they think are not their thoughts but the thoughts of those
who think that they ought to think their thoughts.

'‘And | am not so happy either about the State control of build-
ing,’ he added, looking down on Miss Ame. 'Won't it lead to a
horrible uniformity? You se€, he said, apologetically,' | have had
the object lesson of Germany fairly rubbed into me. | have learnt
how there has grown up a generation of young Germans upon
whom a single way of thinking, behaving, reading and writing,
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even, for al | know, of working and playing and love-making has
been imposed by law. In consequence, Germany has become aland
in which whatever is not forbidden is compulsory. Now dl this is
the result of the State's poking its nose into every corner of every-
body's life, and why, | want to know, should not State control
have the same effect here?

‘Shall we tell him our plans? said Mr. Ema.

"Yes. Remember that up to now we have only told you what we
don't want and won't have,' said Miss Ame. 'Now we will tell you
what we do want and are going to have. Will you begin? she said,
turning to Mr. Ema. *

'Not at dl, ladies first,’ Mr. Ema bowed to Miss Ame.

‘Not so. The mind is more important than the body, so the man
of mind shall speak first,' the little lady returned Mr. Ema's bow.

'Very well then,' said Mr. Ema. 'l shall begin by laying down a
principle. It is that the quality and quantity of education that a
child receives shall depend on its own talents and abilities, and
not upon any other consideration whatever; not, therefore, upon
the amount of his father's bank balance. This means that we must
all go to the same schools until we arefifteen, in order that we may
have a chance of showing what our talents and abilities are. These
schools will be free and they will aso be compulsory. At fifteen
there will be a break and an examination, both written and oral, as
aresult of which we hope to get enough data to decide whether a
boy (or agirl—therewill be no differencein the educational oppor-
tunities offered to the sexes) is suitable for what 1 will cal
"higher education”. If he is we shdl send him from 1518 to
schools more or less modelled on the present public schools—of
course under State supervision—and from 1821 or 22, to a Uni-
versity modelled more or less on Oxford or Cambridge. His school-
ing and his University training will both be free and, | am inclined
to think, compulsory. In other words, | should compel a talented
young man to make the most of his talents, or at least compel him
to attend those institutions in which his talents can be made the
most of. Usually, of coursg, it is not the young man but the parents
who object, and so, if his parents are poor, we shal have to provide
them with State allowances to feed and clothe him while we, that
is to say, the community, are educating him. If, as a result of the
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examination, he isjudged not suitable for higher education, he will
go to a technical school and later perhaps to a technical College,
where he will be given training in a profession, for example, en-
gineering or accountancy, or a manual craft such as tailoring, or
weaving or mining, so that he can afterwards make hisway in the
world as the skilled practitioner of a trade. At the same time he
will get a minimum of what one might call cultural education. In
order to ensure that he does get it, when he leaves his school or
college and takes up work in, let us say, an engineering shop, he
will gtill be required to do not less than five or Sx hours compul -
sory non-vocational education a week in his employer's time for
which the State will pay.

'l have got dl sorts of ideasfor the continued education of people
when they grow up. It is silly to suppose that we have mastered all
that it will ever be necessary for us to know at 22, and can afford
to neglect our minds thereafter. Even the engine of a car wants
de-carbonizing every two or three years; even ahouseis usualy let
on a seven years repairing lease; and what a car needs to keep it
in proper going order, or ahouseto keep it in proper repair, amind
needs even more. So what about a year's compulsory holiday for
everybody at forty, during at least haf of which a man would
have to go back to College, not only to attend courses in the
developments in his own profession, but to be put au fait with
what is happening in the world of thought since he took |eave of it?
| daresay that an additional three months' refresher course every
five years at a University would not be amiss, and | am inclined
to make that, too, obligatory for every citizen.'

"Splendid,’ said the Y oung Soldier,’ but what isit all for? | mean
what is the point of dl this intensive education? Y ou have not said
anything about that.'

‘There is no point,” said Mr. Ema, 'or rather there is no one
point. There is a number.'

‘What are they?

'Here are three. First, vocational; to train a boy or girl to earn
his or her living, when he or she goes out into the world as a skilled
member of atrade, craft or profession; in other words, to abolish
unskilled labour.

‘Secondly, social; to bring up a child with an independent, alert
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and critica mind, so that he may be a vauable citizen of his
society. A vauable citizen will have a knowledge of the history and
constitution of his country, and of the way in which it is governed.
Somewhere in his mind there is a map of the modern world and he
knows, too, what events have led up to the world situation in
which he is living. He is thus in a position to pass an individual
judgement upon contemporary affairs and to assess and criticize, to
criticize, that is to say, with knowledge, the policy of his govern-
ment. Having a critical mind, he will not be beglamoured by dic-
tators, gulled by propagandists, taken in by advertisements or
doped by quack medicines. | would like to add, but | hardly dare
hope, that he will not be doped by any of the quack medicines for
the mind, by Astrology or Christian Science or Spiritualism or
Theosophy or any of the other contemporary aspirins for the sick
headache of humanity.

"Thirdly, there is the education which is directed to the develop-
ment and cultivation of one's personality. We have got to help the
citizen to become a complete person by realizing al that he hasit
in him to be. To the child it iswhat perfect gardening isto the tree,
a help so to grow that it may become completely itself. Just as the
gardener helps each tree to put forth and develop as completely as
possible the essential and distinctive quality of its kind, the quality
that differentiates it from al the other trees, so should the educator
help the child to develop whatever is distinctive in his own person-
ality. It should help him, then, to become as completely as possible
himself.'

The Y oung Soldier was delighted with all this and turned expec-
tantly to Miss Ame.

'Now, Madam,' he said, 'are you going to tell me about the way
people are going to live in the better world after the war?

‘I can't tell you that," said the little lady. 'l know how | would
like to live myself, but | have learnt better than to insult other
people by trying to do unto them what | would have them do
unto me. After al their tastes may be different—in fact they are
different. But | think | can tell you something about the houses
they are going to live in, and something about the provision that
we shall make for their leisure.’

'‘Go ahead," said the Young Soldier.
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"Well, first of dl, they are going to live in flats.'

'‘Golly," said the Young Soldier, 'they won't like that. Don't you
know that the working man must have his bit of garden? He wants
to grow cabbages, keep rabbits and generally muck about at the
back in his spare time.'

'Wait a bit,’ said Miss Ame. 'How many working men do you
think have gardens now?'

‘I don't know," said the Young Soldier.

'Neither do I,' said Miss Ame cheerfully, 'but nothing like so
many as you think—not fifty per cent by along chalk; and even
when they do have them, they are about the size of a pocket
handkerchief, and a dirty handkerchief at that. All covered with
smuts, you know," she said, shaking her head at him knowingly.

‘But | don't see how living in flats is going to make that any
better,’ said the Young Soldier.

'That is because you will keep interrupting. Now listen to me.
Our cities are too big; we al agree to that, don't we?'

'I agree' said the Young Soldier.

'Of course you do, but spare me your agreement and listen,
because we have only got a few minutes before Mr. Transportouse
puts us both back into his box." ("You see,' she added archly, 'he
doesn't like me to be out too long with my political frillsand graces,
as he cdlls them. He is always wanting to get back to his bread
and butter economics and he feels a bit embarrassed, if he gives
Mr. Ema and me too much of an airing.")

Mr. Transportouse gave the Young Soldier a covert wink, and
nodded his agreement.

'Well, as | was saying, our cities are too big. They are too large
and they are too spread out. During the last thirty years the towns
have burst like bombs and scattered their débris in the shape of
ribbon development, dormitory suburbs, bungaloid outbreaks,
villa rashes, gas works, water-works, mental homes, poor houses,
sewage farms, cemeteries, prisons and the Lord knows what, all
over the surrounding countryside. What is the result?

Mr. Transportouse grinned at the Y oung Soldier,’ She has got it
al pat, right enough,” he said. 'l hope nothing happens to dis-
appoint her.'

Miss Ame took no notice of the interruption. 'First,” she went
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on,' there is no room for any gardens that are worth calling gardens
inside the cities!

" Secondly, the country is pushed aterrible long way off. If you
live in the country and want to get to the city to your work, you
have to travel miles every morning and evening, burrowing like a
mole in the bowels of the earth, and you clutter up the transport

system. If you live in the city and want to go into the country at
week-ends, you have again to spend mole-like hours in the Tube
from which you emerge blinking like an owl into God's sunlight
and again you clutter up the transport system.

" Thirdly, if we go on building and sprawling at the present rate
we shall eat up the country atogether. There just isn't enough
England to go round. That is why we must not go on building
garden cities!

I don't quite see that,’ said the Young Soldier.

"They take up too much room. Two or three are well enough—
athough, the Lord knows, Welwyn and L etchworth and Bournville
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and Port Sunlight are not much to be proud of—but if you were to
try to house al the workers in garden cities, you would have the
whole of England spotted with satellite towns, surrounded with
ever diminishing green belts, studded with a few mummified
beauty spots, complete with preserved rustics and, except for afew
wild places somewhere up in the North, no country at al. What is
more, you would have enormously aggravated your transport prob-
lem. No, the only thing to do is to bunch the population up, and
that, as | said, means flats.'

'Good Lord!" said Mr. Transportouse, roused for once out of
his air of slightly patronizing indulgence. He had not realized the
significance of this proposal, when Miss Ame had thrown it out be-
fore, but this time apparently it had penetrated. 'What on earth
has put flats into your head? You will never get that across, you
know.'

'When | say flats,' said Miss Ame severely, ‘I mean flats. But
please put out of your head anything you have ever seen or heard
of in this country. Don't think of tenement buildings, or even of
model L.C.C. dwellings, or the abominations Labour Councils put
up and are so proud of. Think rather of those blocks of flats which
the Sociadist Municipality erected to house the workers of Vienna.
You have never seen or heard of them? Well, they were such an
outrage in a properly conducted Capitalist State—it was such an
affront to the rich to see the workers as well or better housed than
they were, that the time came when the rulers of Austria could not
bear them any longer, so Dollfuss sent his thugs to bombard them
and knocked alot of them to bits. Well, we shall re-create them.

‘Imagine, then, a block of flats designed by some first-rate
architect, Gropius, let us say——' Mr. Transportouse raised his
eyebrows enquiringly at the Young Soldier, as much as to say,
'Who has she got hold of now?. 'The walls are for the most part
made of toughened glass, so the flat dwellers get the maximum of
light and air. On the expanse of flat roof there are sun bathing
cubicles, flower gardens laid out by competent gardeners, a cafe
where you can get a drink, and a restaurant. 'In the large quad-
rangle in the centre of the block there is a lawn with fountains
playing in the middle. | am not sure that there is not a small
open-air theatre; there is certainly a cinema screen. There are sand-
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pits and pens for the babies and, speaking of children, did | hear
you ask how mother is going to get the perambulator up the
stairs?

'No, you didn't.'

" Wéll, you ought to have. And, of course, the answer to that silly
question is that she doesn't have to—there is a special lobby for
perambulators at the bottom of each block and anyway there is a
lift to take mother and the kids and the perambulator and any-
thing else, up to the roof, if they want to go there.

"Now think of the advantages——' Miss Ame proceeded to tick
them off one by one on her fingers as she jigged up and down on
the Young Soldier's knee in her enthusiasm.' First, cities are small
and, therefore, the worker lives near his work. No transport
problem!

' Secondly, when the cities stop, they stop. The mediaeva town
was surrounded by awall, which meant that it had to contain itself
whether it wanted to or not. So it had a shape and was built to
aplan. Well, | don't know that | would put a wall round our cities
—though | am not sure that even that would be a bad thing—but
I would have them stop short, just as if there was one.

'Thirdly, because the cities do stop short, the country is at your
door or, at most, itisonly aten minutes walk away and that means
that your garden or your alotment is only a ten minutes walk
away; so—and here is afourth advantage—though it is not at your
back door, it is ten times bigger than it would be, if it was.

' Fifthly—very important—people living in a block of flats such
as I've imagined with café and restaurant and cinema and creche
would develop some sort of social consciousness. They would feel
themselves members of a little community, instead of being, as
they are now, alot of separate human unitsliving isolated from one
another in little suburban brick boxes, most of them never knowing
their neighbours, never meeting one another and probably never
talking to one another, except over the backyard wall and then,
more likely than not, only talking to have a row.’

'Yes, and I've got something to say there,' said Mr. Ema, who
al this time had been squatting quietly on his haunches smoking a
pipe. 'l want to see in every village a sociad and educational
centre.'
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The Young Soldier made a face.

"Yes, | know it sounds awful, but let me take a lesf out of the
book of my charming colleague and try and present a picture for
you, though | haven't got either her imaginative powers or her des-
criptive flow. Here, let us suppose, is a scattered rural area, in-
habited by people who are getting their living from the soil. Some
of them are living on lonely farms, others in villages; but the vil-
lages, as you know, are pretty dead. The men meet over their beer
in the pub and the women meet, | suppose, in the Women's Insti-
tute. Thereis a Fair, say, and an annual Flower Show—and that's
about dl. No life in the Church, no life in the big house—even if
anybody is till living there! Well, | am going to get a first-rate
modern architect—Gropius, | think you said, MissAme—in fact a
corps of architects to put up in every village a sort of communal
centre where people can mest. | don't know quite what name to
giveit, but | will call it provisionally a College, because, first of dl,
the children will be going to school there. And please bear in mind
that part of their schooling isgoing to beout of doors, which means
aplayground, swings, asand-pit, playingfieldsand so on. Schooling
is not to stop, you will remember, at fifteen, so therewill be rooms
where the grown-ups can attend classes, lectures and demonstra-
tions,—therewill be cookery demonstrations, jambottling, canning,
and al that sort of thing, whichisagainwhy I cal it aCollege. And
they aregoing to be properly furnished roomswith easy chairs, thick
carpets, attractive curtains made of excitingly coloured materials,
soastogiveagay, informal atmosphere, while the lectures will be
delivered from a brightly-lit stage. In the same building there
is a cinema and there is probably a theatre, and something is
on every night. There is a dance hall, a billiard room, and—most
important this—under the same roof there is arestaurant and out-
sde acafé with tables on the terrace. It is going to be a properly
run restaurant with, of course, a licence. There is to'be a reading
room with newspapers and magazines and a library. Food for the
body and food for the mind, you see, under the same roof. Y ou can
see an advance edition of the sort of thing | mean in the Colleges
which Henry Morris—one of the few men of our time with vision,
by the way—has been putting up in the villages of Cambridgeshire.

"What put me on to dl this was Miss Ame's remark about the
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need for socid centres. Well, why shouldn't the two centres, the
block of flats and the College, be amalgamated?

'Excellent!" said Miss Ame, clapping her hands. 'Of course, we
must combine the two. Build your Colleges on to my blocks of
flats, or my blocks of flats on to your Colleges. Or the two could face
each other across a quadrangle; or a crescent block of flats could
be built round a College in its centre. A good architect could make
afirst-rate job of it.

'But you haven't forgotten, have you," she said, turning to the
Young Soldier, 'that | am Ministress of Amenities and | have not
told you half the things that | mean to do. How much a day do
you think we are paying for the war?

'| forget,' said the Young Soldier, 'but | think it runs into some-
thing like twelve millions." , -

'Right," said Miss Ame. 'Well, we are going to continue expendi-
ture at that rate for at least a month after the war is over, which
means that we are going to have enough money to finance half a
dozen orchestraswhich will travel up and down the country, giving
free concerts to the people. What is more, | am going to provide
a proper pension scheme for members of the orchestras, so that
they have something to live on when they are past playing. | mean
to do the same for a National Theatre, set up Repertory theatresin
the provincial towns and establish a national corps of State actors
and ballet dancers. Incidentally, and by the way, we have got to
put up fresh halls in most of the towns at which the concerts can
be given. Mogt of the towns of this country can't boast a single
decent hal in the place; there are only those awful cinemas. There
are al sorts of other things | could mention—for example, travell-
ing libraries of pictures to go round the towns and villages with
shows by modern artists to be changed every month. | am going to
keep the countryside countryfied, and make the Lake District,
Snowdon, the Sussex Downs, the Pesk District, Dartmoor, the New
Forest, the Cotswolds into National Parks. In and about the towns
| am going to provide swimming baths, sports grounds, cafe's,
riverside restaurants, bands—every kind of open-air show. You
know how badly weve always done that sort of thing in this
country and you know too how, when one goes abroad to Copen-
hagen or Vienna or Paris, one notices at once the contrast. How
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warm and gay and friendly the place is, with its gardens, its orna-
mental waters, its cafés, its bands, itslights and pavilions! And then
one compares all that sort of thing, as it isin Paris, with the dreary
wastes which we make of the open air spaces in our big towns.
Look at the Vae of Health, for example, in Hampstead; a gift
from nature if ever there was one. Hereis alake in a hollow, rising
ground al round and little knolls surmounted by pine trees looking
down on the water; terraces slope down to the lake. Is there a
cafer, a verandah set with (lowers and covered with little tables, an
orchestra, lights, a promenade for young people, sitting-out places?
No, of course thereisnot. Only afew sordid pubs and roundabouts
and a generd air of slumminess and squalor. Well now, | am going
to change dl that.'

‘Change it you will and shall, my dear young lady," said Mr.
Transportouse who, al this time, had been listening with a smile
of indulgent benevolence on his lips. 'But | think that will do for
the present. We must never,’ he went on, looking with areproving
glance at his two puppets, 'lose sight of the fact that the basic
needs of the workers arc for bread and butter. The basic needs must
come first and the frills must come afterwards.’

'Frills!" said Miss Ame indignantly. 'l likethat. Let me tell you,
young man'—the Young Soldier looked up at this, thinking that
she was addressing him, but it seemed that she was apostrophizing
Transportouse himself—'let me tell you, young man,' she repeated,
‘that man can't live by bread aone!

'I daresay he can't,’ said Mr. Transportouse drily, 'but bread he
must have first, and bread is what he has never yet had. Four-fifths
of the men and women who have ever lived—no, what do | say?—
not four-fifths but nine-tenths or ninety-nine hundredths of the men
and women who have ever lived, have not had enough bread. In
toil and sweat they have wrung a meagre sustenance from nature;
as daves, as sarfs, as wage daves, they have laboured day in and
day out to make wealth for somebody else. Ninety-nine hundredths
of the men and women who have ever lived have never been sure
where their next meal was coming from, but they have been sure
that when it came it wouldn't be a square one. Now the machines
have changed dl that; we can produce to-day enough and to spare
for dl, provided that we have the sense to distribute for the benefit
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of all what we produce. But we haven't had the sense, and we
shan't have it as long as we allow the common resources of man-
kind to remain in private ownership; that is why the policy of the
Party that | represent is first and foremost to transfer the common
resources of the community to the ownership and control of the
community. Then, when people have money and leisure, we can
think about the frills. And that,’ he concluded, 'is my last word
to you, young man, as it was aso my first. Mind you vote right at
the next election, and tell your friends to vote right too.

‘Now then, come aong, little lady." With that he bent down,
whisked Miss Ame off the Y oung Soldier's knee where she was till
sitting, put her into the box and snapped down the lid.

‘Mr. Ema,’ he said, 'l am afraid you will have to be slimmed
down a bit. | sec that you have grown altogether too big for your
boots and for my box.'

'‘Mushrooms again? asked Mr. Ema.

"No, not mushrooms this time, but one of the specia reducing
tablets which the research chemist we employ at Transportouse
has prepared for rich capitalists.” So saying, Mr. Transportouse took
a small bottle out of his waistcoat pocket, shook out a tablet into
the palm of his hand and handed it to Mr. Ema.

'‘Come aong now, swallow it like a good chap, he said.

Making a wry face Mr. Ema popped the tablet into his mouth,
swallowed it and immediately began to shrink. When he was once
again reduced to hisoriginal dimensions, Mr. Transportouse picked
him up, opened the box and popped him in.

‘Well, 1 must be going now," he said to the Young Soldier. 'l
have got a Committee waiting for me. So good day to you and
thank you for the interest you have shown.'

'‘Good day to you, sir,' said the Young Soldier. ‘May | say how
grateful 1 am to you for the guidance you have given me? What
you and yours have said has been very helpful and enlightening;
in fact you are the first person | have met who has talked sense
tomeat al.

Mr. Transportouse was obviously delighted. 'Not at al, not at
al,' he said, 'pleased at any time, I'm sure. . . .

Whereat he clapped the Young Soldier heartily on the shoulder
and walked off.
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The Young Soldier was considerably encouraged by meeting
three people who seemed to know what they wanted and who
wanted something sensible.'| hope they stay like that when they
get power," he said to, himself, tit is easy to talk ideals, but hard
to translate them into practice, parily because in the effort to trans-
late them you become a different person from what you were when
you merely talked them. "Power corrupts' and al that, as Mr.
Transportouse himself said. At present Miss Ame and Mr. Ema are
only Jacks-in-the-box, called into being by the touch of Mr. Trans-
portouse. Let us hope that the Jacks-in-the-box don't become
Jacks-in-office—it has happened before especially chez Transport-
ouse.’

On thewhole, though, the Y oung Soldier was pleased. He had just
decided that it was time to go back to the Mess to bed, when he
heard the sound of laughter, not good honest laughter as of
people enjoying themselves, but derisive laughter as of people
contemptuous and feeling superior. At the same time the wood
seemed to open out, the trees fell away and a hard bright light
smote his eyes. It came from a number of high-powered arc lights
which ran along the length of an asphalt track. On one side of the
track was a row of factories lit by changing Neon signs carrying
advertisements and fronted by an enormous variety of poles—tele-
graph poles, pylons, wireless masts, aerials and electric light stan-
dards, joined by a maze of criss-crossing ropes and wires. On the
opposite side there stretched along line of cliffs. These cliffs were
of avery peculiar kind, being made not of rocks or chalk but—could
they be? Yes, the Y oung Soldier decided that they were—of Govern-
ment Department files. The files were piled up one on top of the
other into avast structurewhose summit disappeared intothe clouds,
and in the shifting light of the arc lamps the Y oung Soldier read on
their labels the names of the various departments—the Ministry of
This, the Board of That, the Department of the Other. The files
were enclosed in tiff covers bound with tape and covered with
the multitudinous names of those to and from whom they had been
minuted. This cliff of filesran adong the whole of one side of the
asphalt road and in their middle, just opposite to the Y oung Soldier,
a dark hole gaped. It was from this hole that the laughter seemed
to come, so the Young Soldier peered in to see what was there.
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'Yes, | heard you,' said a voice.

'Heard what? said the Young Soldier.

"Heard you arranging a nice, bright, better world after the war.
Very nice it was, very nice and bright and comfortable indeed, but
bless you, it won't happen like that, and the voice broke into
renewed laughter.

'‘Why won't it happen, and who are you anyway? said the
Young Soldier.

'I am the Red-tape Worm; would you like to see me?

‘Not much, | imagine. But how can you, asalogical, tidy-minded
servant of the State, expect me to know whether | would like to see
you or not until you show yourself? said the Y oung Soldier.

"You shall see me! You shall see me!' said the voice.

There was a sound of rustling in the depths of the cave and the
Red-tape Worm wriggled out on to a particularly fat file which
formed the floor of its mouth. In appearance the Red-tape Worm
was a lizardy-looking creature, a kind of cross between a small
dragon and a large worm. His red appearance was due to the fact
that his whole body was swathed in wrappings of tape. Along his
back ran a spine, consisting of pins pointing outwards, and his legs
were covered with scales made of paper clips which, instead of being
stuck on to them from outside, apparently grew outwards from
within. Round his neck was a ruff composed of minute sheets
covered with writing in a great number of different hands. He was
still laughing as he wriggled out into the open, and every time he
opened his mouth to emit a fresh titter, there issued from it athin
stream of red ink which poured in alittle cascade on to the fat file,
giving it a very sanguinary appearance.

'Yes, | heard you,' he said again.

'‘And so did |,' thundered a voice from behind.

The Young Soldier turned quickly round and saw, on the other
sde of theroad, a pedestal standing in front of the gate of a factory
upon which stood alarge figure with uplifted arm and open mouth.
From its open mouth a kind of guffawing proceeded. But
surely, thought the Young Soldier, it is a very odd sound, more
like the clattering of tin cans than the emanations of the human
throat; and that, surely, is a very odd figure. Is it realy a man?
The face looks as if it were made of some synthetic metal, or is it
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perhaps a kind of leather? And what a complexion, not pink, not
brown, not even pale, but a greenish white, such as one sees on
fungi and insects that live in the dark. And no human mouth was
ever as rectangular as that pillar-box dit. On closer inspection,
however, the Young Soldier decided that the figure must be that
of a man after al. It was so extraordinarily life-like, and, after al,
it had, as hereminded himself, guffawed, wasindeed still guffawing,
and human beings, asiswell known, arc the only creatureswho are
capable of being amused.

Just then something happened which resolved his doubts. The
figure on the pedestal held in his right hand a hammer, in his left
asickle. Infront of him was a speaker's desk, from which protruded
arow of nails. As the figure caught sight of the Y oung Soldier, the
hammer was lifted and came down hard on the head of one of the
nails, driving it home. At the same time the Y oung Soldier noticed
a pole rising immediately behind the figure along the whole length
of which ran a dot or groove. As the hammer drove in the nail, a
small metal board shot rapidly up the groove. When it reached the
top of the pole a bell sounded and the board was illuminated. It
bore the notice ' Recruiting Speech'. 'Moderate strength rings the
bell,’ thought the Young Soldier, 'Great strength returns the re-
cruit. But what is happening to his face? For just as the bell
sounded, the face lit up, the eyes shone with a green light, the
mouth opened and speech issued forth.

‘Why, it isn't a man at al,’ said the Young Soldier, ‘but only a
Robot who has been wound up to go through the verbal reactions
which his makers think appropriate.'

And a Robot it was, but a Robot ingeniously and most elabor-
ately devised. Not only could it wave its arms and stamp its feet
and talk; it could register impressions. Thus whenever in the en-
suing conversation the Young Soldier made a point, the fact was
registered by the sounding of a bell inside the Robot, while the face
wasilluminated with avariety of coloured lightsranging from green,
when the point had been taken, to red when some objection was
raised or some obstacle interrupted the flow of the exposition.
Generally the face shone as it did now with the greenish white of
'Full Speech Ahead' exposition. An audience was provided by a
row of young Robots who stood to attention in front of the figure
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and from time to time made assenting noises and gestures. The
speech of the Robot was divided into a number of sections, the in-
troduction of each of which was signalized by a blow of the hammer
which sent the board running up to the top of the pole bearing a
fresh notice. When the end of the section was reached, the left hand
swung round and the sickle cut a rope which brought the board
tumbling down, to be succeeded by the driving home of more nails
and the hoisting of more notices.

| suppose | had better say ‘How do you do' and introduce my-
sef, thought the Young Soldier, so he walked up and said: 'l am
looking for the better world after the war. Do you mind telling me
who you are and whether you can give me any information about
it?

'My name isUltra-red,’ said the Robot, 'and | was just instruct-
ing the comrades here in the Principles of Marxism when | was in-
terrupted by the sound of your voice; so | stopped to listen to the
unutterable tripe that you were talking to those Capitalist lick-
spittles back there in the wood. It made me laugh it did," and with
that Mr. Ultra-red threw back his head and brought down his
hammer bang upon a nail, sending up a notice entitled 'Scorn
of Bourgeois Palliatives. At the same time he emitted a roar of
robust proletarian laughter.' It was your plans for the world after
the war that amused us," said the Robot.' One has to be amused by
these Utopian fantasies, otherwise they would make one sick.'

'‘And what is there amusing about them? asked the Y oung Sol-
dier.

'Simply that they won't happen.’

'l have dready told him that,’ said the Red-tape Worm.

"Why won't they happen? asked the Young Soldier.

" You seem to think of theworld after thewar," said Mr. Ultra-red,
"as one in which al the heads will be hard and dl the pillows soft.
Wall, it is not going to be at al like that. If the heads are hard, the
pillows will be hard too."

"Not at all,’ said the Red-tape Worm. ' If the 