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PREFACE

IN the following sketches | have attempted to present
some of the tendencies of the time in the terms of the
persondities which embody those tendencies The
Sudies are not only portraits, but portents. They sum
Uﬁ, successfully or otherwise, movements as well as
characters. A’ comparison of the book with similar
collections written by the same writer before the war will
indicate roughly the'significant which have come
over society, largely as a result of the convulson of
1914-18. With the wiorld-wide callapse of the monarchical
idea, the place which wasfilled in the previous volumes
-by the Kings and Emperors is taken by the dictator
whether reactionary or revolutionary, who have emer
to power from the welter of the war'and the peece.  The
widespread chdlenge to the Parliamentary idea brings
into prominence a new type of politician who amsthere
at governing according to the gospd of Marx and there
according to the gospd of Caesanam, but in both cases
in conte_mﬁ)tuous repudiatio™of that tradition of liberal-
ism which weas the prevailing motive on both sdes of
the Atlanticin the years beforethewar.  If Americahas
pad the revol utionary blagt, it has not been unaffected
by it, and if Calvin Codlidge Is the representative man
in the United States in the post-war years it is only
because the peril of has struck America with a
cold fit that has frozen the warm currents rdessed by
the war. In England, organised liberaism has been
shattered and the Labour Party, negligible in 1914, has
emerged as the new ?olltl_cal_ power In the state.  Butin
emerging it is itsdf split in twain by the mutualy
destructive idess of government by liament and
government by the " proletariat,” "Since the sketches
werewritten the generd strike has thrown that collision
into clear outline without deciding in which direction
the main current of Labour will go. In the world of
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religion, thought and amusement, the years of disruption
have left an equally vivid mark upon the new time.
Dean Inge, with his mordant pen and destructive wit,
has displaced the whole bench of bishops as the repre-
sentative man in the realm of theology,” and the new
medium of the screen drama has made Mr. Charles
Chaplin the master of the world's revels. With the
trumpets of the war, the feminist movement reached the
goa of complete political emancipation, and Lady Astor,
asthefirst woman to sitin the Briti sh House of Commons,
enters the gallery as the representative woman of the
time. The great Irish drama blazed to its culmination
during and after the war, and the puck-like spirit of Mr.
Timothy Healy, softened and mellowed by the years,
embodies the triumphant dose of one chapter in Anglo-
Irish history and the opening of another. But though
the portents have been kept in mind, they are subsidiary
to the main purpose, and the book stands or falls as a
collection of studies of some of the outstanding person-
alities of thetime. Most of the sketches have appeared
in the Daily News and in certain American journals.

A.G. G
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|. RAMSAY MACDONALD

THE best way of approaching Mr. Janes Ramsay
MacDondd is By the ravine of Kilhecrankie, where the
Garry goes sparkling and tumbling down to the lowlands.
On that tremendous July day, in 1689, when the wild
clansmen of the Highlands, the MacDond ds, the Madleans
and the Camerons, swept down the glen in their tartans
and bare feet, threw away their firdlocks, drew their
broadswords and rushed to battle " with afearful yell,"
there must have been many a forbear of the ex-Prime
Minister among them—fiefce, sombre men, big boned
and strong jawed, with deep, booming voices that filled
the raviné with the sound of angry thunder.

When | s&2 Mr. MacDonald | dways s him in that
setting, rushing fast on the heds of Dundeg, his eye it
with gloomy fires and his gﬂ@/more ver%/ busy amon
the stricken foe. His actual descent to the battlefiel
was more pacific, but not less resolute, and his victory
will be at least as historic as that day at Killiecrankié.
54(1)(5 Dundee's trlgmphtﬁnl carried the M gc:l?hondds of

ears ap asfar asthe wagons of the enemy,
but yRans%’yo MacDonald's great adventure swept the
lonely Highland boy from his rernoteflsl1[T|]ggeV|II_age to
the highest seet of power in the world, him the
equa of kln%s and potentates, the dictator of palicies,
and one of the makers of world history.

With what unction the Victorian moralist would
dwell upon that adventure. How he would take us to
gaze reverently at that dingy block of tenement dwellings
called' Duncan Buildingsin a narrow turning off Gray's
Inn Road, where forty years ago or so his hero, now a
clerk in aLondon warehouse on 155. aweek, sat nightl
over his books, studying, with the help of the Birkbec
Institute, for a stience mastership. He would tell us
how illness diverted him into other channds, politics and
journalism, aprivate secretaryshipto Mr. Thomas Lough,

5
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then Liberal member for one of the Islington sedts; how
he got caught in the Fabian movement, turned fromiit to
the |.L.P., and became the chief creator and inspiration
of the Labour Representation Committee, from which
the giant growth of the Parliamentary Labour Party
of to-day has sprung; how he married, travelled far
and wide studying all thetime, and got into Parliament;
how during the war he sank into amost universa
opprobrium, lost his seat in Parliament, was howled
down here, there and everywhere ; and how five years
after the war he rose astonishingly, amost miraculously,
to the set that Walpole, Pitt, Ped, Gladstone, Disragli,
Salisbury, had filled and a thousand illustrious men had
aspired in vain to fill.

Thusthe moralist, with suitable remindersto indigent
youth that they, too, can " make their lives sublime."
It is a story that nesds to be remembered before we
can do justice to this very obscure personality. That
Highland ancestry, with the flashlight of Killiecrankie
upon it, and that hard-featured youth, with its dour
struggle for a place in the sun, helps to explain much in
Mr. MacDonald's career and bearing. Like Hal 'o th'
Wynd, he has " fought for his own hand " all through,
neither asking nor giving quarter. Adopting Malvolio's
categories—" some are born great, some achieve grest-
ness and some have greatness thrust upon them "—he
belongs indisputably to the most worthy dass  What-
ever he has done he has achieved by his own determined
spirit, hacking his way through with his claymore without
seeking friends or placating enemies. ™~

Few men have resched such eminence with so aoof a
bearing and so lonely a spirit. Heis a once shy and
proud, with the shyness of the raw Highland youth
who can never be quite at eese in the world he has
conquered, and the sombre pride of the Highland clans-
man which nursesitself in secret, and feds adlight as if
it were an insult to the Most High. Of the savoir faire
of the Welsh Celt—the supple gaiety of L1oyd George and
the breezy, winking gaiety of J. H. Thomas—he has no
trace, and Mr. Babbitt would call him apoor " mixer."
He is heavyfooted and squaretoed, and the sound of his
tread is as the sound of armed legions.

His humour has more spéaaﬂc gravity than humour
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ought to have, and his gpeech is unduly garnished
with " balderdash,” " knocking things to smithereens "
and sinillar weighty but somewhat effete missles. Mr.
G. N. Barnes once complained of the" vein of insufferable
superiority which had become almost habitual with Mr.
MacDonald," and itis undeniable that no Prime Minister
was ever more inaccessble to his collesgues, with the
possible exception of Salisbury, who did not aways know
his own Cabinet colleegues when he met them in the
lobby. Even the admirer who has devoted two books to
revealing him complains of his " secretiveness" of the
increasing number of " I's” in his spesches of the
" familiar references to the Almighty, culminating in
the famous sentence about ' having somewhat of the
powers of the Creator,’ " of a tendency to convey the
impression that he was " one who, in his own [nmd, is
not as others are," of his incapacity to communicate or
delegate, his inaptitude for direct statement, and his
mysterious reserve.

How much his solitariness is the effect of his shyness
and lack of eese with others,)and how much it is due to
an inordinate sdf-sufficiency and pride is doubtful, but
I think that, like the late President Wilson, he has a
weskness for the companion who says " Yea" to his
"Yea" and " Nay " to his" Nay," and that he does not
easily forgive those who have done him the dishonour
of disagreeing with him. There are moments when his
actions and his accents have in them the echo of an
immortal utterance—" What is Ter-ewth ? My friends
| am Ter-ewth.'Y

This august faith in himself leads him to plunge and
hit out with acertain blind passon when heis thwarted.
When he brought about the catastrophe to his Govern-
ment in November, 1924, he did itin asurge of imperious
anger, like Samson pulling down the pillars of thetemple.
Every powerful voice in his own party wes aganst
him, imploring him to save his Government, imploring
him to accept the olive branch that Mr. Asquith had
held out to him. The anguish was open, undisguised,
" There are 614 members of this House who do not
want an election, and one man who does, and means to
have it," said one of his Cabinet colleegues to a friend
of mine in the Lobby on that fateful night. His best

7
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friends admit that in those closing days he had |ost the
anchor of himsdf and wes like a giant strlklng[ blindly
in the dark, reckless of the condsguences to the wise
policy he had done so much to inaugurate in Europe,
conaimed with only one burni n% thought—the consum-
mation of the object that had gathering impetus
all through the summer. o _

The causs of the peculiar wrath that inspired hint
towards the Liberal Party are obscure and persond,
like so much e in that Secretive nature. They were
not connected with a violent divergence from Liberal
opinion, for he is a bourgeois Radical, as far removed
from the thought of Clydesde as Lord Oxford or Mr.

aldwin, and much more of an orthodox Constitution-
aist than Mr. Lloyd George. He took to Court dress
as complacently a8 Mr. John Burns had done before
him, and when attacked by his maore simple-minded
followers, turned on them with sooffings at' those who
" showed their vanity by the dumsiness of their clothes.”
" A tattered hat, ared tie, and atone of voice of religious
repetition of Marxian phrasss,” he said, " may be as
indicative of aman who has sold himsdlf to ances
as the possesson of a_ceremonid dress to attend cere-
monies which are an historical part of his duties." He
is no fanatica Communist. " Certainly | am in favour
of property," he sad to his constituents recently, " a
person” cannot exPress his individuality unless he has
enough property to make him independent.”

Nor was it antagonism to all Liberals that gives the
clue. The dose and notorious intercourse between him
and Mr. Lloyd George from 1910 to—shall | sy ?2—
the morning of that fatal third of August, 1914, congti-
tutes one Of the unwritten cha?ters of contemporary
history. Perhaps the secret of the hostility is to be
found’in the peculiar intensity of his didike of Lord
Oxford and Lord Grey. Balliol, too, is a trifle Olympian,
and one Olympian does not love another.

But the fina offence had to come. It is ey to
forgive an injury, for there is a flattering sne of
Prandeur in the gesture. It is hard to forgive a bene-
action, for a benefaction implies obligation. Mr.
Asqunh and the Liberals committed the grave indecorum
of putting Mr. I\/IacDonaId8|n office. He pocketed the
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affront, but did not forgiveit. His principal colleegues
did not share the resentment. They were notoriously
willing to work for an_understanding. = They were
civil, even friendly, in private dmost cordial. But Mr.
MacDonad had another god in view. He would use
the wegpon that had been put in his hand to destroy
the giver. Never again would he suffer the ignominy
of being put in office’by aloathed rival. So through the
summer the thundercloud of Killiecrankie hung over
the Liberal benches and when the hour struck the
pillars were rent asunder and the temple coll .t
was a resounding crash, and the air will be filled for a
Ion% time with its reverberations and its dust.. Onl

thetuture will be dble to estimate the repercussons o

tthrat prodigious throw of the Highland boy who became

emier.

Where the obscure working of his strong persond
antipathies and of his political strategy are ndt engaged,
his mind and outlook are enlightened and wise. He

boundless ambition_and a mighty egotism’; but
ambition is not a crime in a man of gréet parts, and we
do not think less of Chatham becaus®e he said, " | ca*
save this country and | know that no_one dse can’#
Hispublic SE|I ritishigh and his Per_sond integrity abovq
suspicion.  He acted indiscreetly in the of.
the endowment of a motor car from a man to whom he
subsequently gave a title, but it was the indiscretion
of an honex man, and it is a tribute to his character
that no one serioudy believed that the gift and the
honour had any connection. If he is a" professiona”
politician heis only aprofessond in the sne that every
olitician ought to'be a professona. There is no more
oolish gibe than that which asumes that politics is a
polite relaxation for amateurs whose serious activities
aedswhere. Hisindustry is alegend? No statesman
of his time has laboured so hard to magter his professon
ashehasdone. Heisthe mog travelled man who ever
occupied No. 10, Downing Street, and he has travelled,
adways with apurpose, notebook in hand. His adminis-
tration at the Foreign Office was prudent, sagacious,
far-dghted, free from persond advertisement and .im-
paience; and though the fall of Poincare helped him
much, he IB entitled to claim alarge share in bringing

9
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about the momentous change in European afairs which
issued in the adoption of the Dawes report, His private
life is plain, smple, refined, and the moving tribdte he
paid to the memary of hiswifelifted for oncethe curtain
of that " mysterious reserve," o

~ He is the product of a great and sombre tradition,
in_which fierce persona animosities were interwoven
with agloomy religion. If the claymoreisin one hand,
the Shorter Catechism, or its modern substitute, is in
the other ; and if he does not smite you with the carnd
wegpon heis apt to damn you with the spiritual wespon,
for heisamoralist who might have " w his power
in a pulpit,” as well as something of a Scotch philoso-
pher who would have been at homein acdlasssroom. His
gifts are congpicuous ; a handsome Pr@enoe, with that
Uggestion of “hinterlands of thought to which you are
not invited that kegps the mind wondering ; ‘a, de
powerful, and musica voice ; a congderablé rhetori cal
power, and that sort of genius which consgs of the
"infinite capacity for taking pains.” But his mind is
Pedeﬂrlan, Thefe are no wings to his thought. He
acks clarity and candour. His motives are obscur
his gpeech often equivoca.  He is without the high an
rare gift of digpassonateness, and persond fedlin ,Plays
havoC with his judgment. But he has the qu gdy of
ower and tenacity of purpose, is the mogt formidable
igure the movement he so largely created has thrown
up, and he has a future in spite of his recent past. |If
the fina verdict %)s againgt him, it will be because
in great matters he permits the Inferior passons to
dominate the grest argument.

10



2. CALVIN COOLIDGE

PRESIDENT COOLIDGE lives in the White House to-day
by grece of a phrase, Six years ago he uttered twenty
words which made him famous from the Atlantic to the
Pacific, between therising and the setting of thesun.  In
the morning he was unknown : at night there was hardly
a tongue in the United States that had not uttered his
name; Such is the magic of a phrase The world,
especidly .the modern world, is governed by phrasss.
The prairfe of the Eubllc mind may be as dry as tinder,
but until the spark of a phrase.is dropped there is no
blaze and the wind blows in vain. Protectionism had
been dormant with_us for a generation. Then Jos

Chamberlain said " Tax the foreigner,” and it flared like
a bonfire from John o' Groats to Land's End. No
country has been more hwgotlsed',by rases than
America. In politics and business alike the dogan is
ever thln?. " 'Keep cool with Coolidge" sets millions
marching To the poll, and " No Oil on Al." (Alfred
Smith) 1s the antistrophe from the opposition.” It is
doubtful whether Limicoln himself would have emerged
if it had not been for that sentence—" No nation Can
long continue to exist half dave, halfree"=wtich.

d mede
him at once the champion of the North and the abhorrence
of the South.

The phrase and the occason must of course syn-
chronise™* In the case of Calvin Coalidge, asin the cae
of Lincoln, the words he uttered would have passo
unnoticed in normal times. But they fell on a world
seething with vague fears and darms, aPprehensve to
the verge of panic, ready to mobiliseitself under anyone
who could condense its emations into a phrase.  NoO one
who was in the United States, as | chanced to be, in the
autumn of 1919, will forget the feverish condition of the
public mind at that time. It was hag-ridden by the

1
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ipectre ot Bolshevism. It was like a degper in a night-
mare, enveloped by athousand phantoms of destruction.
Property was in an agony of fear, and the horrid name
"Radical" covered the most innocent departure from
conventiona thought with a suspicion of desperate pur-
Ioosa " America,” as a wit of the time sad, " is the
and of liberty—liberty to kegpin step."  In the midst
of this panic an incident occurred in Boston which
attracted darmed attention all over the States.  The
Pohce of the city of Boston went out on strike.  All th«
formless fears that agitated the public mind were gjtoin-
ised in a gtruggle that involved the whole conception of
socid order and security. If the police were honey-
combed with Bolsheviam, what could save the State ?

uiscustodiet ? The answer came from the Governor of

assech usetta_ alawyer, still in the early forties, named
Calvin Coalidge. He brought in the military, he organ-
ised a voluntary force, he broke the strike, he refusad to
reingtate the strikers, and he made a speech. And in that
§ech he sad " There is no right to stnke againg the,
public safety by anybody, anywhere, any time.”

| state the legend in its crude form. It is in some
measure mythical, asis proper to the man, for President
Coolidge i$ himself something of a myth, an exhalation
of the Press, a rumour on the wind, an invention of the
popular imagination to satify a mood and megt an
occasion. Strict historica accuracy compels me to attune
theheroictaleto alower key. Theplainfactistifat Mr.
Coolidge was_away from Bogton at the time, that the
Mayor, Mr. PeterS, was the active power, and that he
was supported by an emergency committee of citizens,
whose prompt formation and recommendations led to
the calllgg out of the State Guard. Mr. Coolidges one
undoubted contribution was the dogan he coined for the
emergency which the Mayor duly rdeased on theworld at
the critical moment. _ o
_ It was that phrase that made Calvin Coolidge in due
time President of the United States. " It struck Tire from
the Americanism of the entire country,” wrote a com-
mentator at thetime. " Wiresrel it to the remotest
regions, and it thrilled the United States.  Men breathed
more freely. At last a universal issue was defined.
Either you stood for publlci2 safety or you stood against
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|ﬂt1 " Tggrtu&:-)forv\/arlglI Cﬂggjn CctJo_I{dgewasm t?ﬁ centre of
e gr e He put it across as they say in
America. I?ﬁs name was a household word, and it
mbolised acreed, apolicy, aconception of government.
'wo or three months aftefwards he came up for re-dec-
tion as Governor of Massachuseits, and was returned to
office on atidal wave of popular fedling, amid the accla-
mations of the whole countrh_ including even those of
President Wilson himself. His fame was secure. He
was a national figure, a national asst. )
But great as his prestige was the White House still
seemed%eyond his reach, for he was a New Englander,
and dnce’J. Q. Adams, no New Englander had been
elected to the Presidency.  The fact is due partly to the
still smouldering memories of the Civil War, but still
moreto the shiff of %pulatlon, the political necessity of
holding the Middle West and the need of winning alarge
State or two. Thus no Pennsylvanian man can or
anomination, any more than a Massachusgtts man can,
for Pennsylvaniais Republican and cannot be lost to the
Party;_ while no Democrat could win it though he had
he voice of an Archangel. The mere accident of birth
done therefore to bar Mr. Codlidge's way to
the Presidency. But he was nominated for the Vice-
Presidency ,,'an office sometimes reserved as consolation
anefor men of high cdlaims which cannot be disregarded,”
ut who, for one réason or another, are not wanted at the
White House. Toall ances Mr. Coolidge's career
had ended in a back-water. But it chanced in his casg
asin that of Theodore Roosevdt, that events decided his
fate. Presdent Harding died in the midst of his term
of office and according to practice the Vice-President
automaticaly filled thé vacancy. And when the new
election drew near, fortune still favoured him. lhe
Harding Almmfstration had foundered in a s of oil.
The Teapot Dome scandds had |eft it a discredited by-
word for corruption that oug[t\t and probably would have
meade the return of the Republicans to power impossible,
but for the fact that no breath of suspicion in connection
with the scandds had fallen upon Calvin Coolidge. It
was his character done that enabled his party to survive
the disclosure of its mongtrous mapractices, and thus it
came about that, after sixty years, a New Englander

13
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once more entered the White House by right of
election.

I twill be apparent that the god of chance has played no
small part in manoeuvring Calvin Coolidge to the highest
seat of power in the world. Had the Boston police not
struck at a moment when the American mind was un-
hinged, and when Coolidge chanced to be in office, had
Harding not died, had——. In a word, is Calvin
Coolidge an accident at the White House, or is he there
by the divine right of merit or by the decree of destiny ?
No ore less resambles the type of the Man of Destiny,
and yet the supergtitious might be excused for seeing in
this singularly commonplace man the instrument of fate.
For events have aways played the trump card for him
and his luck is alegend. When the Harding Ministry
was formed, adistinguished American financier remarked
toafriend of mine: " Somethingwill happen to Harding.
I have known Coolidge(everjsince jny college days when
we were students togethe a Amherst.) He has never
won the first place or won the first priz6, but something
has aways happened after the event to put him on top.
Something will happen now to put him in the White
House" He is certainly not there, as Mussolini is in
power in Italy, by virtue of his histrionic arts and his
ruthless ambition. Nature and events never made a
great man out of more homely material, or less spectacu-
lar qualities. Lincoln was homely too, but his natural
wisdom was illimitabl®, his magnanimity sublime, and
his humour touched every situation with its clarifying
and humanising power. Mr. Coolidge has no hint of
these great gifts.

In Americathey get out of the difficulty of explaining
him by calling him an enigma. He is not that. Few
men could be more obvious. If there is an enigma it
relates to the mystery of his elevation to the Chief Magis-
tracy of the grestest and wealthiest community the
world has ever seen. | like to think that when he is
sitting, silently gazing out of the White House at the
tennis court below, he is himself puzzled to explain how
this enormous thing came about. | imagine him giving
the thing up in despair, as past all human unravelling.

For in his dour, unsmiling, New England nature
thereis no touch of vanity or sham. " 1'mafraid we are

14
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just common, everyday people, regardiess of my hus
and's office,” Mrs. Coolidge is reported to have obServed,
and Mr. Coolidge himself is amost aggressively ordinary.
He remains obstinately unchanged by circumstances from
the Vermont farm boy who did his chores of wood, got
a scholarship at Amherst College, married a teacher of
the desf and dumb, went into the law and practised at
Northampton, Massachuseits, became Mayor of the town,
and Governor of the State, all naturally, simply, un-
romantically. Neither his habits nor his outlook have
been affected by histranslation. He preserves the severe
ﬁersonal economies of his New England tradition, and
is frugality’ in the matter of clothes is a national and
8ood—humoured jest.  When as President he travelled to
hicago (he went by ordinary train at ordinary fare,
refusing a " special," but agreeing to a private carriage
until he found that twenty-five tickets were needed. " |
will not pay extra fareswhen the extra tickets are not
being used,” he said, (tie is entirely unfashionable in
his tastes? does not play golf, has only one luxury, a sail-
ing boat, and finds his recreation in riding a mechanical
horse and in walking in the streets, and standing reflec-
tively in front of the shop windows.
~ Sometimes the frugality note is overdone by his pub-
licity artists.  For example, there was the story of his
cheap suit which shook the Continent. Easter in America
is the harvest time of the retail trade, and no good
American fails to honour the festival with a new outfit.
But some one at the White House outraged the sound
tradil on by announcing that the President, ever mindful
of the toiling multitude, was having his soft felt hat
electrically cleaned at a trifling cost and paymgi1 only
sixty-five dollars for his new spring suit. A cry of horror
went up from the retail trade at this shocking tale of
frugality. The stofy was instantly contradicted and a
different one put on the wires.  The sixty-five dollar suit
was a regrettable mistake. As a matter of fact the
President had a dozen fine suits, not one of which could
have been made a so inglorious a price as sixty-five
dollars. And with this assurance the President was
restored to his place in the retail heart of America
~He was named Calvin, and looks it. Meagre and
sinewy of frame, his face bears the impress of that bleak
15
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hilosophy with which Calvinism took the creases of
aughter out of the human countenance. His lips are
thin, horizontal, disciplined agamst idle speech, and his
eyes, in the admirable New England phrase, are ever
""looking between the horse's ears” He has neither
oratorical power to move a crowd nor the persona
animation that attractstheindividual. Likethat great
New Englander, Thoreau, he says " No" much more
easily than " Yes." He feds more comfortable, sifer, in
denying than in agreeing. He is as true to his Scotch
origin as Shaw's jarvey was to the Irish temperament
when hesaid" Shure, he'll say what will glv?\xour honour
most pleasure and himself least trouble. r. Coolidge
distrusts giving " his honour" the plessure of agree-
ment about anything. He will not commit himself on
the wesather or the crops.

His most conspicuous gift is negative. It is his power
of dlence. William the sifent oweshisimmortal sobriquet
to one great exercise of silencein acritical situation ; but
" Silent Ca " issilent withtheslenceof alifetime. Itis
not an uncommon characteristic in rural New England.
The currents of gpeech were aways alittle frozen there,
and readers of Mary E. Wilkins' admirable books will
be familiar with the Coolidge type. But the legends
of his capacity for saying nothing place him in aclass
by himself. " Mr. Coolidge," said the lady S|tt|ng1 by
himat dinner, " | knew that | wasto sit by you and 1've
made a wager that you would talk." "“You've lost,"
said Mr. Coolidge. He alows peopleto talk and explain
and persuade until they collapse before his impenetrable
Slence. Then, ;ﬁerhaps he will say, asin one case when
afellow-lawyer had been arguing with him for an hour,
" Sam, ther€'s nothing init." ,

Some of the stories of his penuriousriess of gpeech have
aready become classics, like that of his coming home
from church and being asked by hiswife what the sermon
was about. " Sin," said the President. A long pause.
"And what did he say about sin?" " Against."
Itis probably an invention, but it is astrue to the spirit
of the man as Roosevelt's brief but boisterous address to
the electorsis to Coolidge's famous predecessor: " Boys,

ou have heard of the Ten Commandments. | stand
or the Ten Commandmentff.5 They are bully."
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Behind this stony, embattled front lurks the New
England Puritan of the seventeenth century, with little
taste for the arts or the sensuous life, no Tiction in his
library, but plenty of grave books and a well-thumbed
Bible'that o at the Twenty-third Psaim and has a
bookmark at the Sermon on the Mount. And there
lurk tender fedings too. When he first went to_the
White House, the hogteses of Washington entertained
him, here at lunch, there at dinner. But whether it was
lunch or whether it was dinner Calvin sat silent. Polite
society was at its wit's end. How could social intercourse
survive such an Arctic presence ? Then one day all
Washm%on was agog at the great news that at Mrs.
So-and-So's the President had goss amlablgO all
through lunch with his hostess. rs. So-and-So, a
charming woman, who prided herself on her youthful
ﬁpe_arance, was exalted by her success in thawing the

esident, but, meeting Mrs. Coolidge just after, the
secret of that triumph wes artlessly revealed. " The
President so much enjoyed your lunch and the talk with
you," said Mrs. Coolidge. " He said you reminded him
S0 much of hismother."™ Thereis fragrance inthat story.

And what quality of public significance is therein this
sombre personality ? [s the slence the slence of pro-
found thought or merely of generations of sdlf-absorbed
habit ? Is Calvin Coolidge as great as his office or onl
the accident of events ?° The answer of history will
ﬁ_robablly be that he was an accident. His character is

igh, his motives honest; but his outlook is narrow, his
understanding limited. He has brought a certain
bleskness into the atmosphere. The air is pure, but
unsympathetic. He is at once timid and tenacious ;
shrinking from great ideas and bold actions, but clinging
obstinately to petty and, as in the Warren case, indefens
ible legalities. e has neither the driving energy of a
Roosevelt that would make Congress obedient to him,
nor the rather flabby bonhomie of Harding that made
Congress amiable to him. ( No President in history has
%uffered_ such humiliation from the Senate as he has

orne, |

And yet he is not wholly an accident. He represents
the mind of America in reaction. It has swung back
frothhe mood of chivalrous adventure to the mood of
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self-interest, fromtherdle of world deliverer to therdie of
Americafirst, last and dways. Of thistransition Calvin
Coolidge, with hisrigid idess of the sanctity of property,
his respect for convention, and his parsimony of spirit,
is representative. Himself the least avaricious of men,
he has become the instrument of the ideas and ams of
material wealth as the goa of Americanism. Heis no
enigma. If there is an enigma, it is the America that
can pass S0 eadsly from a great emotion to a vision so
poor and parochia as that which poseses it to-day.

13



3. DEAN INGE

SYDNEY SMITH used to tell the story of a boy who
found scratching the shell of atortoise* and bein asjted
why he did it, replied that he did it to " tickle the
tortoise* " My dear boy," replied the fanous wit, " you
might aswell scratch the domeof St, Paul's to ti cklethe
Dean and Chapter,"  In spite of theimplications of that
reply, itis not irrelevant to remark that no became
darmed about the dome until Dean Inge went to the
Deanery. | am far from suggesting any connection
between the two facts ; but it will be agreed that if the
dome had any capacity for being shocked by a deen its
present instability would beexplained. Foritisundeni-
able that the voice of Dean Inge is the most explosive
sound that has ever echoed around the dome, and if the
Dean has not shaken the Cathedra it is the only thing
that he has not shaken.

| do not know what the relationship of a bishop isto
adeafi; (but | am kept awake at nights wondering what
the Bishop of London really thinks of the Dean of St
Paul's. | imagine Dr. Ingram tossing on his pillow in
feverish anxiety asto what the Dean is saying or writing
at the moment, and seizing the in the morning to
know the worst. ' What can | do," he asks, ' to stem
thetorrent ? What can the homely fowl do to clip the
wings of the eagle that has been so miraculously hatched
in the fowlhouse ?' | do not wonder that he does not
approve of deans any more than fowls ap{)rove of eagla
and that rlllelrtggargs he £70,000 spent o_r(}I trp]emDas wast.I
money. S of no consequence” said the Dean gai
to a reporter who asked for his comments. " He can%
doanything."

Itisfortunate that he can't, for life without Dean Inge
would belike lamb without mint sauce. Chales 1l sad
of Prince George that he hed tried himdrunk and he had
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tried him sober, and " there was nothing in him either
way." | do not suppose the Dean has ever been drunk,
but every phase of hissobriety isdelightful. When you
agree with_him he goes down like milk and when you
disagree with him the ginger is gloriously hot in the
mouth. His insults have aflavour that makes you lap
them up with gusto, and before you have time to be
an%ry_wnh him for his savage assaults on your pet
enthusiasms, Kou have forgiven him for some swashing
blow that he has struck at your pet aversion. Heislike
aman who talksin his deep, or like a visitor from some
remote planet, or some Lazarus from the grave.

In thought and appearance alike he has the quality of
loneliness and abstraction. He enters the pulpit ‘and
reads his sermon asif hewere unaware of his surroundings,
and of therattle of hisown shrapnel ; hesits at the table
asif he too had shot the albatross and was hag-ridden by
the terrific memory ; he walksthe street likeamanin a
dream, twitching with the agonies of his own nightmare.
His face is long, pallid, and sorrowful; his mouth thin-
lipped and whimsical; his eye fixed, lack-lustre and
melancholy. A rare, wistful" smile plays across his
features, but it fleesincontinently like a ghost that has
heard the cock crow. He is dedf, but | think it is the
dedfness of the mind rather than the sense, for | have
noticed that in conversation he hears very well what he
wants to hear. He does not suffer fools gladly, and like
Reynolds—

When they talked of their Raphagls, Corre?gios and stuff
He shifted his trumpet and only took snuff.

In religion he pesses for amystic, but hismind is hard
as steel and as bright, and his tongue as sharp and biting
as the east wind. His genius for controversy is only
matched by that of Mr. Bernard Shaw, withwhom he has
much in common in spite of the wide disparity in their
views and professons. Mr. Shaw is, of course, much
nearer the accepted Christian ethic. He lashes us,
but he loves us, tolerates us, in a way believes in us.
He has pity and compassion. Inaword, heisahumani-
tarian.

Now there is no one who fillsthe Dean with so much
rageasahumanitarian, and ggtm ngwhichinfuriateshim



Dean Inge

so much as the sentimentalism of pity. " There is an
increasing qrgy'of sentimentalism and indiscipline over
England,” he says, " due in part to the fact that board-
school boys are not caned. Thank God, the lads at Eton
aestill birched." Like Nietzsche, of whom heis curiously
reminiscent, he sees society being destroyed by its care
of the unfit, the diseesad, the wesk, the inefficient.
Hence his hatred of Rousseau, whom he regards as the
author of all this " mawkish travesty of Christianity
which transforms morality by basing it on pity." Heis
preoccupied with one obsesson—how to get rid of the
superfluous mob and stop its unrestrained propagation.
The Houses of Convocation leave him cold, but a Birth
Control Commisson touches his horizon with a bleak
ray of hope.

When Dr. Sdeeby charged him with being the prophet
of the" Better Dead school," heretorted : " Thereis no
such school, but there is ' A Better-not-to-be-born
school,’ " Andheadmitsheisofit. Butif he doesnot
advocate the lethal chamber openly, he comes very near
doing s0. He charges medicine with keeping aive
persons " whom Nature, with perhaps greater wisdom,
might have preferred to kill " ; he has no mercy for what
Nietzsche called the"botched " and he calls the parasites
who suck the blood of the healthy, the efficient, and the
" heavily taxed" ; and he looks forward, not unchecr-
fully, to atime when " the State will take life mercifully,
it is true, but more freely than now." For one who
oconfesses that he has never killed anything bigger than a
wasp, his goeech is often singularly bloodthirsty. Of
revolutionaries he says that we should " kill the infected
like mad dogs" and writing to Lieutenent-General
Phglps the President of the Anti-V accination League, he
sad:

I cannot imagine a more disgraceful or unpatriotic agitation
than that in which you are engaged.  If | were at the head of"
affairs | should havé you shot summarily.

With these views, it followsthat theideaof democracy
stirs him to uncontrolled wrath. His diatribes against
the late President Wilson were, | think, inspired by the
phrase about " making the world ssfe for democracy."
It was to him like talking about making the world sfe
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lor smallpox or delirium tremens. He prefers Prussianism
to Democracy, and in the midst of the war had the
courage to describe Germany “"as in many ways the
best-governed country intheworld.” Democracy isthe
expression of that sentimentalism, that faith in the many
headed, that isthe diseasefrom which society is perishing.
It is "the silliest of all fetishes seriously worshipped
among us," and the voice of the people is " the old
divineright of Kings standing on its head."

Labour and Socialism are anathema to him, and he
denounces both with a reckless disregard of facts that
lays him open to serious attack. He talks of the " lazy
miner who extorts his thousands a year from the house-
holders of England, and the bricklayer who battens on
the rates and does about two and a half hours of honest
work in the day " ; he " imagines" that it is true that
" the miners are receiving help from the enemies of the
country in all parts of the world," and he speaks of
Labour leaders who have " probably received tethlng
offersfromunfriendly Powers." " Imagine" ! " Prob-
ably " I Thisis not the language which a responsible
mind usss in launching monstrous charges against vast
maesses of his fellow-citizens.  Socialism and democracy
axe" |ooting the accumulations of Queen Victoria'sre)gn
and living on the rates and taxes." But there is a
Nemesisinsight, " The Y ellow manwill makeshort work
of the pampered trade unionist,” and when the European
labour movement has transferred industry and wealth
]Eo the Far East, Poplar and East Ham will be grazing
arms.

For heisasfond asis Mr. H. G. Wells of forecasting
the future, and his vision is always sombre. He s
the British Empirefalling to dec%/ and dissolution and
leaving " not awrack behind " and the great globe itself
a cold, tenantless orb whirling meaninglessly round a
dying sun. &nd the tale that Is told was, so far as the
secular life of man was concerned, a meaningless tale,
forit led no whither. " We have fancied that there was
an automatic law of progress. Of course thereisnothing
of the kind." That unconscionable creature man has
no facult)(] of automatic pro%ron. What he was he
remains, the most savage and barbarous of created beings.
If what " we are pleased to call the lower animals,” he
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says somewhere, were to fashion areligion of their own,
they woul d have somedifficulty inimagining abeneficent
God, but they would find their devil inalarge white man.

He denies that he is a pessmist and accusss the " over-
worked drudgés of journalism " of misrepresenting him.
" They bitetolivenot to hurt," he says of them, quoting
Nietzsche. " They want our blood, not our pain,’; He
would probably adso deny that he is a misanthroge, but
he certainly didikes men in the mass. Like Pascd, he
" prefers dogs."" He talks touchingly of acanary in a
cage, indignantly of fox-hunting, and when it was
reported that an American lady had killed a gorilla he
said it would give him pleasure to hear that agorillahad
killed her.

But in spite of the violence of his, fedingsinjegard to
democracy, he is no commonplaceé reactionary. If he
believes in an aristocracy, it is an aristocracy of the
intellect and of high living, not of blue blood, which,
if itis not revitalised by plebeian but eugenic marriage,
isstale blood. Heis as scornful of Imperialism as heis
of Socidism, is a good European, and never talks the
cant of patriotism. The grestness of his country is not a
material thing, and does not depend on painting the map
red. Itisamora and a spiritual thing, that has been
our noblest contribution to the world. During the
war he kept hissanity asfew of hisorder did, challenging
the passons of the time with courageous speech. He
loathes the garb that his calling imposes on him, but he
never trotted about in khaki as so many of his episcopa
brethren did, and | think that nothing on earth would
have induced him to stoop to such folly.

And when the war was over, his was one of the few
voices that urged wisdom. " We were all stark mad
together, "he said in asermon in St. Paul's. . . . "There
is no abstract demon called Germany. . . . We cannot
afford to have a humiliated, embittered, degenerate
Germany any more than a triumphant, militant Ger-
many." His felow-clerics fell on him in the Times as
though he had impeached the doctrine of the Trinity,
but he stood his ground against these " fatuous and
insolent " attacks. And though he may refer to that
" gressy instrument of party politics, the Nonconformist
conscience," he is innocent of the vice of sectarianism,
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has no respect for ecclesiastical millinery, and likes to
point out the similarity between St. Augustine and a
good Quaker. But though free from theological partisan-
ship, his snse of realities regjects reunion with Rome as
adream. " Rome would accept no terms short of sub-
mission, and Englishmen are no more likely to pay
homage to an Italian priest than they are to pay taxes
to an Italian King,"

| haveleft myself littl e space to deal with the construc-
tivethinker behind the destructive critic. Yetitisasa
Christian philosopher that Dean Inge must ultimately
be judged. In this sphere he pursues as individual and
fearless a line as he does in public affairs. Into the
company of timid clerics, nursi ng ofﬂqallK apreC?I)er—
nican vision of the universe, and seeing the ground of
faith visibly slipping from beneath them, he comes for-
ward with a re-statement of Christianity which cuts
across all the schools. It leaves the historicity of the
miracles to science and rejects the verbal inspiration of
the Scriptures. " Our Lord is recorded in the Gospels to
have made predictions which have not been and cannot
be fulfilled" (e.g., the imminent Second Coming). He
does not believe they were made. " A man must be a
saint or a humbug to preach the Gospdl in these days in
apureand undloyed form." If miracles areincompatible
with science, then so much the worse for miracles, and
he has no respect for " the vulgar conception of miracles
as the suspension of alower law by ahigher." He does

not
with shadowed hints confuse
A lifethat leads melodious days;

Shadowed hints have no place in his armoury, and his
impatience with melodious days whose melody rests in
an effete orthodoxy is declared with ruthless directness.
He s=s an Infallible Church and an Infallible Book
disestablished with grim acceptance, and will have no
illusions about " mummified customs that havelong out-
lasted their usefulness and otiose dogmas that have long
lost their vitality." Hewill parody sentimental hymns
withthelevity of arationalist lecturer, and he dismisses
the antiquat g%%graphm_al conception of the universe
" as a three-storied building consisting of heaven, the
24
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abode of God, the angds and bestified spirits ; anearth;
andtheinfernal regions." Religionswere best whenthey
were fresh from the mint, and " the future of Christianity
asaninstitution . . . is not a matter of supreme import-
ance. It is even possible to speculate (though | should
not go so far mysdf) whether the religion of Christ might
not be a greater power in the world if its professona
custodians were removed." In other words if bishops
as well as deans came down from their high places
and waked the streets without gaiters and broad-
brimmed hats. He is as hodtile to institutionalism and
thereligion of authority as any Quaker, and his" Religion
of the Spirit" is the Quaker's doctrine of the " Inner
Light " under another name. The visible Church, by
becoming worldly and secularised, has compromised
almost" irreparably its professed character as a spiritual
force," becoming indeed " inwardly divorced from the
whole spirit and temper of the Gospel."

Christ Himself, if He had returned to earth in the Middle
Ages, would certainly have been burnt aive for denying the
dogmas about His own nature. The hierarchy would have
recognised in Him with more alacrity than Caigphas did, the
most deadly enemy of all that they meant by religion. _For
Christ was primarily concerned with awakening info activity
the consciousness of God in theindividual soul: Hisparting
promise was that this consciousness should be an abidin
possession of those who followed in His steps.  He declar
war against the orthodoxies and hierarchies of His time.

The path of life, as He showed it %y precept and example
was superior to anything that either Greeks or I ndians traced
out, but the conception of salvation is essentially the ssame—a
?rowth in the power of spiritual communion by aconsecrated
Ife of renunciation and discipline. His Kingdom of God was
aspiritual fellowship of those who were "baptised with the
Holy Ghost."

He finds no substitute for supernaturalism in the nature
worship of Wordsworth, for nature only echoes back the
mood of the spirit; nor in pantheism which leaves the
world as we find it; nor in the revolt againgt intellec-
tualism which takes refuge in ghodts, faith healing, and
Christian Science.  Religion isthe search after the nature
of God and Christianity is a standard of spiritual values
and a way of life. The philosophy of Greece is as vital
to this conception as the Incarnation, and Neoplatonism
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furnishes Christianity withitstheology, its metaphysics,
and its mysticism.

In this realm of speculation | leave him. In the
Middle Ages he, too, would certainly have been burned
alive, and a generation ago he would have been hounded
out of any orthodox community as an heresiarch. Even
in the latitudinarian atmosphere of to-day it is startling
to find the most disruptive force in the Church pro-
nouncing his philippics against dogmas and against
organised ecclesiagticism from beneath the central dome
of Anglicanism. But whether we agree with him or
whether we differ from him, we cannot be indifferent to
him. He compeds us to think. He bursts into the
spiritual stagnation and hedonism of to-day with defiant
questionings—Why ? What ? Whence ? Whither ?
He lashes us across the face with hiswhip. He cdls us
ugly names. But there is aflamein him, and he does
not messure life by the things that perish. He, in his
way, has as clear avision of the City of Destruction as
" the God-intoxicated " Calvinist of the seventeenth
century had, and if the journey to Beulah isnot so plain
to him as it was to Christian heis, at least, desperately
seeking tofindiit.
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4. VISCOUNT GREY OF FALLODON

THE world is surfeited with books about the war and
cries " Hold! Enough! "™ But Lord Grey's book on
that inexhaustible but depresing theme cannat fail to
live, not merely as one of the major documents of history,
but asaliterary achievement of quite exceptional power.
Itiseasily the most impressive epic of the war, sombre as
an Exthyleen tragedy, in which the degtinies of men are
the %ort of implacable fate. Incidentally, though not
(Td e‘etel)f/,_lt is the apologia of Lord Grey himsdf.
Whether to Triend or foe, ‘he will live as the most signifi-
cant English figurein the Elax of forces that ended in
the caastrophe that shook the world and drenched
Europe with the blood of millions.. His part in that
drama will be charged with a certain pathos which |
think will distinguish him from all the other principals,
with possblf\]/, the exception of Bethmann-Hollweg. It
is pathos of the kind which hangs about the memory of
Generd Leeinthe American Civil War—the pathosthat
belongs to aman who has become the vehicle of atral;edy
he feared with the depth of feding that only asingularly
noble nature can sound.

When | think of him | s® a picture that embodies
the emotion of which | spesk. It is the Wednesday of
that mogt tremendous week in the secular history of
mankind—the first week in August, 1914, thefirst day of
the war, In the House of Commons, Mr. Asquith is
making hisindictment of Germany and hisdefence of his
own Government, and beside him’sits Sir Edward Grey,
his head qun%back, his gaze fixed immovably, abstract-
edly, on the high windows of the Chamber, his whole
agpect that of one who hes passd thro%?h a prolonged
agony only to find utter shipwreck, and who now Sits
[6oking bleakly into the terrific and incal culable future.

We shall not understand Lord Grey's part in the
tragedy if we do not apprze70|ate the pdignancy of his
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feding in the presence of that overwhelming failure. It
isthecustom of hiscritics, notably of Mr. Bernard Shaw,
whose judgments of men ae curioudy perverse, to
represent him as atypical " junker " and jingo, asort of
Palmerston rattling the sword with reckless and provoca:
tivelevity. Theré could be no more complete misappre-
hension of theman. There were statesmen and politicians
in all countries who did not regret the war, even enjoyed
it for the power, the freedom, the excitement it provided,
and the ambition to which it ministered ; but if | were
asked to name the English statesman who lamented it
most deeply, | do not know anyone whose name would
come beforé that of the man who led his country into it.

Chamberlain said that the Boer War'was " a
feather in his cap," and he wore that feather throughout
with defiant gaiety. But to Lord Grey the war was the
defeat of all his"hopes, and he entered into it more
regretfully than any British statesman had in
war dnceé Wai polé saw his great record as the Peace
Minister submerged in the absurd war about Jenkinss
ear

That is the truth which makes the element of pathos
that will aways be asodated with the name of Lord
Grey. Hehad more than any man in affairs the passon
for world pecification, and he was, whether asthevictim
of events, or by the machinations of others, or by his own
failure, or as aresult of all these and many other
one of the chief instruments of Armageddon. It woulé
not be to imagine amore tragic comment on aman's
career.  He had one supreme objéct in life, and hefailed
in it supremely. There is a mowga?_ pessge in his
book that dwellsin the memory as reveding thé emations
of his$ mind under the failure. It is the evening of the
third of August, 1914. Heisin hisroom at the Foreign
Office and there enters a friend with whom he talks.
They move to the window and stand gazing at the scene
without. Darknasls,beglmnm to fall and in the soece
below the lamps are being lit. " The lamps are going out
all over Europe,” he sys, " we shall not see them lit
again in our life-time.'

~Whatever may be thefinal judgment, if thereis ever a
final J[u_dgment as to the distribution of the blame, it
is certain that Lord Grey'szgshare in making us a party
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to the war was decisive. It may be true—I think itis
true—that in the mood of the country at the time no
power could have prevented our being caught in the
vortex of the war ultimately ; but the fact that we went
in at once and that we went in with almost unprecedented
unanimity was due to Sir Edward Grey.

The fact is a tribute to the power of his personality.
Lord Grey has never been a popular figure of his time.
Hehasnone of the arts of the demagogue, and none of the
ambitions of the adventurer. When he first entered
office, in 1892, as Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, he
was by virtue of acertain distinction of mind and bearing
universally acclamed the man of the future. No one,
it was said, could be so wise as Sir Edward Grey looked ;
but no one could doubt the gravity of his thought, the
high and chivalrous note of his character, the simplicity
and candour of his mind. He was a man &after Glad-
sone's own heart, and one of the rare and rather
pedestrian exercises in verse of that great man was an
iImprovisation in his prase on Rochester's lines to
Chales I'I.:

Behold our Grey, the dry fly King,
\Whose word the world rdlieson :

Who never said afoolish thing,
Nor did he an unwise one

When Harcourt welcomed him into the new Govern-
ment he welcomed him as the man who had the world
beforehim. " Goon," hesaid. " You have the ball at
your feet." " | don'twanttheball," wasthereply, and,
unlike most disclaimers of the sort, it was sincere. He
went into public life without enthusasm and escaped
from it with gratitude. His spirit is that of the recluse
and histhought is contemplative rather than active. He
is happier in throwing bait to thefish than in throwing
bouquets to the electorate, and he has a greater passion
for birds than for blue books. Hisonly contribution to
literature, prior to his epic of the war, was abook on tiie
art of dry-fly fishing, and he carrieswith him the aamos-
phere of White's " Selborne," the " Compleat Angler,"
and the " Prelude," and the breath of the country-side.
He came into Parliament like a visitor from another
planet, who had strayed inadvertently into the House,
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semed lonely there, and was only waiting a convenient
opportunity to to the more friendly solitude of a
moorland stream. No one was less avid of the plums of
office, nor more indifferent to popular applause.

And in spite of al his doofness from the game of
politics—partly no doubt in consequence of this aoofness
—he carried more persona weight, not merely in Parlia-
ment, but adso in the country, than any single Parlia-
mentarian since Gladstone.  There have many more
brilliant speakers in the House of Commons in our time
than Sir Edward Grey ; but if the test of a speech isthe
messure of conviction it conveys there has been no one
so effective. Its strength was in its extraordinary sim-
plicity, its entire freedom from artifice and emotional
appeal. Intherhetorical sense, using theword rhetorical
in its wider meaning, it was not oratory at all. No
ornament was used, no heat was generatéd, no gesture
was employed, no play of voice disturbed the grave
current of his speech. He raised no laughter and made
no epigrams. He seamed entirely passionless and entirely
disinterested, a man thinking aoud, unconscious of his
audience, emptying his mind of the facts, concealing
nothing, and leaving the judgment to the Court.

| do not say that he concealed nothing. He concedled
the nature of our " conversations " with the French for
years, whether wisely or unwisely is not to the present
Purpose. | am speaking of the impression he conveyed.

t was the impression of a character of high probity ‘and
flawless honour, of aman who had no ambitions to serve
and who was telling the truth as he saw it without
reserve and with a plain leaning to the understatement
rather than the overstatement of thecase. . Lord Birken-
head has described his oratory as " pontifical." Itisa
curious misdescription of theleast self-regarding of men.
Lord Grey isasinnocent of vanity asL ord Birkenheadis
of modesty. . . .

The secret of his power is apparent in the reference
he makes in his book to the feeling he experienced when
he rose to deliver his momentous Speech in the House of
Commons on August 3, 1914. No one who heard that
speech or witnessed the scene will ever forget either.  The
afternoon sun of a brilliant Bank Holiday filtered into
the sombre and crowded Chamber. From outside the
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rumble of the buses passng over Westminster Bridge
and the hum of the happy commonplace world that was
about to be extinguished broke faintly upon the slence
within. Thelast hope had gone.  Europewas plungin
into the abyss of war—war 0n a scde such as the worl
hed never seen. Sir Edward Grey rose in a House shaken
with the agony of an unprecedented occasion, torn with
the bitterest dissengons, the bulk of his own supporters
gloomily distrustful of the pollcx that was sweeping the
nation into acatastrophe that, whatever the result, must
ring down the curtain on the familiar landscape of things
forever. Hesat downinaHouse, silent, sorrowful, but
convinced. It was that gpeech and his persondity that
carried the nation into the war at once and with practical
unanimity. " When | stood up," he says referring to
this supreme moment in hislife, " | don't recal feding
nervous. At such a moment there could be neither hope
of personal sucoess nor fear of persond failure. (Jn a
reet crisis aman stands stripped and bare of choice) He
s to dowhat itisin himto do; just thisiswhat he
will do and must do and he can do no other." .
| do not think that the contemporary judgment of his
character will ever be questioned, any more than | think
that his disinterested pursuit of peecewill be questioned.
If heis criticised it will not be on the soore af his spirit
and his intentions, which were alike noble, but on the
sore of his methods and his understanding. | can
concelve himin that moment when, with Eurgpefalling
into the abyss, he sat by Mr. Asquith, looking sadly,
unseeingly, ‘at the high windows of the Chamber, asking
himsdlf "questions that history will go on asking long
after this generation has become amemory—questions to
which therewill never be an answer. And | can conceive
that on the subject of his intelligence there will aways
be suspicion. 1f his understanding and knowledge had
equalled his qualities of character his pre-eminencein our
time would have been unchalenged. o
But his intellectual limitations are severe. Within
those limitations his mind works with remarkable truth
and sur but outside the limits there is no free pl
of idess and little of the imaginative understanding o
things, Heis apt to become wedded to a view and to
move in an unchanging orbit. His mind isrigid, not
3I
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plastic, and his loyalties, as in the case of Lee, do not
discriminate between the great and the small.  When his
opinion is formed, he is liable to be inaccessble to new
thought and new points of view, and his judgment of
men 1s equally decisive, and not infrequently equally
mistaken. His failure to understand the deep wisdom
that underlay the modest, almost rustic, surface of
Campbe™l-Banncrman was a fl aaggant examplef of hismis-
Jludgment of menAand the Washington episode to which

shall refer later illustrated his tendency to subordinate
great issues to leaser loyaties. .

Like Wilson, he has ‘| a single-track”mind." That
phrase is usualy employed ‘in a depreciatory sense, as
meaning a narrowed outlook, and undue servitude to a
fixed idea, afailureto allow for the play and complexity
of things.  Thismay betrue; butitisequally true that
it may imply a simplicity, concentration, force in the
pursuit of the essentia that constitutes supreme great-
ness. The verdict on the wisdom or unwisdom of the
single-track mind depends on the quality of judgment
exercised in the choice of the track. ~ In the case of Lord
Grey, that judgment offers a problem of unequalled
interest. His public life ran parallel with one great
world theme.  With that theme he was exclusively
preoccupied, and throughout the orbit of his course was
never deflected. { For fwenty-five years he sat like a
physician besde “a patient tossing in high feve™\ The
patient is Europe, and the fever lasts a generation t,'efore
It culminates in the catastrophe. Sometimes the fever
subsides, sometimes the patient is quiescent! sometimes
'the danger-point ssams even to have passed)as in 1913, but
the high temperature returns, the peril reappears, and
the agony is renewed. "LWas the disease t00 deep-seated
to be beyond cure’) Was the peril avoidable by the
wisdom of men, or‘was the catastrophe inherent in the
conditions? _

Let us look at the progress of the fever as Sir Edward
Grey saw it, and asherecordsit. Hisvigil by the bed-
Sde begins in 1892 when, the foremost figure among the
younger politicians of the time, he became Under-
secrefary to Lord Rosebery at the Foreign Office. The
loom of Tate had aready begun to weaveitspattern. The
TripleAlliance of Germany, Austria, and I taly had called
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into being the counter-alliance of France and Russia
England stood aloof. It was the period of " splendid
isolation" with its complementary aspiration for the
Concert of Europe. In so tar as England had sympathies,
they were German sympathies, inspired in part by
an unbroken historical amity, In part by the German
sentiment of the Victorian Court. They were expressed
b%/ successive Prime Ministers of unusual authority and
of both parties—Gladstone, Salisbury, Kosebery.
Throughout the 'nineties these sympathies prevailed.
If there was fear, it was fear of France and Russia, and
all the preparations for naval security were made on the
Franco-Russian calculation. Twice we were on the
brink of war with France, over the Bangkok incident
in 1893, and the Fashoda incident in 1898. The pin-
pricks of France and the menace of the incalculable
despotism of Russia were tending to strengthen the
German sympathies of the country and pave the way, if
" splendid isolation " had to be Sacrificed, to an under-
standing with that country. Thistendency, implicitin
the policies of Salisbury and Rosebery alike, took form
in 1899 when Chamberlain made his memorable speech
suggesting an Anglo-Saxon-Teutonic understanding,
which should cover not merely England and Germany,
but, if she were disposed, America also. .

That gesture, made under the impression that it would
be welcomed, evoked no response from Germany. It
evoked no response because throughout the ‘nineties,
while the hostility of France was open and flagrant, there
was no compensating spirit of friendship from Germany.
Bismarck had fallen, the young Kaiser wasin the saddle,
and the Bismarckian tradition of Continental dominance
had given place to the dream of world power. That
dream had changed the orientation of Germany. " Our
futureis on the sea,” said the Kaiser at Stettin, in 1893,
and there be%an that development of the sea power of
Germany in which collision with the sea power of Britain
wasimplicit. Thesignificance of this change of attitude
was not realised in England in the 'nineties in spite of
such unfriendly incidents as the Kaiser's telegram to
Kruger, and at the very time that Chamberlain was
making hisovertureto Géermany, Biilow, the Chancellor,
waswriting aprivate mem%andum inwhich hesaid:
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Onthewholeit iscertain that opinionin Englandisfar les
anti-German than opinionin Germany isanti-English ; there-
fore those Englishmen like Chirol and Saunders [the Times
correspondent-who was subseguently banished from Berlin]
are the most dangerous to us since they know from their own
observations the depth and bitterness of German antipathy
again t England.

The practical rejection of the Chamberlain overture
did not sensibly increase suspicion in England, and even
aslate as 1902 the disposition of the Government to work
with Germany was illustrated, and most unfortunately
illustrated, by the association with the Kaiser in the
Venezudan episode. It can hardly be doubted that the
Kaiser's purpose in that affair was to chalenge the
Monroe doctrine and to involve England in the
controversy. (The peril was fortunately realised before
events had gone too far*and when the cloud passed and
it was seen how near the country had been brought to a
grave rupture with the United States, public opinionwas
deeply aroused. From thisincident sprang the widespread
suspicion of Germany, and the definiteimpul seto sacrifice
the doctrine of " splendid isolation."

The doctrine was valid while it was believed that the
fedings of Germany were friendly, but that belief seamed
no longer tenablein view of the spirit of German relations
and the now unconceded chalenge to the naval
supremacy of England.

This change of mentality was the opportunity for
Dedcass, whose mind had dominated French foreign
policy for ten years, and who was the true author and
begetter of the Entente. Sir Edward Grey, then out of
office, welcomed the Anglo-French understanding. He
had no persona enthusiasm for France, and no hostility
to Germany, but he was adarmed by the drift of events
and was saized with the conviction that England must
have cordial relations with somebody. When he came
into office as Foreign Secretary, in 1906, he had two
motives, the first was to stop the drift of Europe to war,
the other was to secure the position of his own country
in the event of failure by an unfaltering attachment to
France. " | re-entered office," he said, " with the fixed
resolve not to lose the one friendship we had made, not
to dip back again into the friction of 1892-1895. With
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Germany | wanted to beasfriendly as| could be, without
sacrificing friendships adready made." i

The history of the next eight 3/eers was the history of
the failure of the one motive and the Success of the other.
| they were irreconcilable,’ Perhaps " E)Iendld
isolation " still represented the true function of England
in Continental affars—we shall never know. But the
pausdless chadlenge of Germany a sea was the rock on
which Sir Edward Grey's mgjor motive split. Gesture
after gesture was made to Germany without r
We dfopped building capital ships: Germany went on
building more. We offered a ten years naval holiday :
Tirpitz produced a new and more formidable naval
programme.. We sent Lord Hadane to negotiate

rivately with the Kaiser: he returned with the con-
esson of failure. Meanwhile Germany was testing
the reality of the Entente. The first Moroccan crisisin
1905,the Bosnia-Herzegovina crisis in 1908, the second
Moroccan crisisin 1911, in turn aimed at trymgjtheice.
With each incident the universa tension increased.
Then with the Balkan war in 1912, and the success of
the London Confere)c% there came a momentary lift
of the cloud. It was Sir Edward Grey's hour of triumph.
He semed to have restored the Concert of Europe.
The Kaiser paid him a handsome tribute, and for a few
brief months the sky of Europe was clearer than it had
ben for seven years. Then, amost out of the blue,
cane the catastrophe. Grey acquits the Kaiser of a
dedre for war. He wanted another " shining armour "
victory of diplomacy, but he had lost prestige with the
military autocrats by the compromise of 1911 and wes
swept into the current.

Lord Grey fairly emphasses the refusd by Germany
to aconference asthe crucial test of re%ggs bility
for thewar. Only alittle more than a year before, the
London Conference of Ambassadors had saved Europe.
All the members of that conference were still in L.ondon.
Their intervention might heve? checked the mad torrent
of events, \hanged thé amosphere, perhaps averted the
dlﬁgtdq. tit Germany said" No," and in'saying" No,"
willed war.

If, intherecord of the events of the great dramawhich
will give him aplacein history not dissimilar to that of
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Pitt, criticismis directed against Lord Grey, it will be on
account of thetyrannical o onindicated in the words
| have italicised.” He did not swim into the orbit of
France because of any predilection for France. In 1894,
his warning to France over her African policy had
alarmed Morley and Harcourt, and had nearly brought
about a Cabinet crisis.  All through the 'nineties he had
shared the prevailing leaning to Germany ; but when that
phase had passed and Delcasse's goal was reached, the
whole force of his mind was canalised into the French
channel. At last we had a friend. To cling to that
friend at al| costs became the motive to which every other
consideration was subordinated. France was not slow
to take advantage of the fact. Her more subtle diplomac
assumed a commanding influence in our affairs and bot
before and during the war that " fixed resolve " was the
PIVOt around which Sir Edward Grey revolved. Hewas
he static force, France the dynamic. His loyalty was
splendid, but it paraysed initiative.
~ How much it was paralysed is illustrated by the
incident of the House memorandum embodying President
Wilson's peace overture® in February, 1916, Colond
House was despatched to England to tell Sir Edward
that the President, on hearing from France and England
that the moment was opportune,”would propose a confer-
ence to put an end to thewar.  Should the Allies ac
this proposal and should Germany refuseit, the United
States would probably enter into the war on the side of
theAllies. Astotheconditionsof peace, Colonel House,
ggeakln for the President, expressed an opinion favour-
le to the restoration and indemnification of Belgium,
the transference of Alsace-Lorraine to France, the acqui-
sition of an outlet to the sea by Russia, with certain
compensations to Germany outside Europe. At that
time we were strai nmP every nerve and offering every
inducement to bring Italy, Bulgaria, Roumania, any
ally into our system.” And here was a proposal from the
greatest power in the world, the power without whose
resources the war, as events showed, could not have been
won by anybody, that Germany should be challenged to
confess defeat as the alternative to seeing America num-
bered among her enemies. Of course at that time—
before Verdun and the Somme—she would not have

36



Viscount Grey of Fallodon

accepted the President's terms, and American interven-
tion would have been antedated by more than a year.

In any circumstances, the proposal was of momentous

uence. It was entirely disregarded. Beyond
being forwarded without comment through the French
Ambassador in London to M. Briand, it might as well
have been dropped in the waste-paper basket. No word
was ever uttered by Sir Edward to M. Briand on the
subject, and no pressure was applied to get the proposal
discussed. This was not because Sir Edward undervalued
the importance of Americain the struggle. Nothingin
his record is more praiseworthy than his success in
preventing our necessary interference with American
commerce at seadeveloping into aconflict with America
like that of 1812. It was because he feared, by mention-
ing theword " peace" to give France the impression that
we were weakening. Heleft theinitiative, if initiative
there was to be, to M. Briand. He did not ask him to
congder the proposal: he waited to se if M. Briand
would ask him to consider it.

It was not until nine monthslater, with Russarocking
to its fall, and when the Asquith Government was near
its end, that Sir Edward remembered the memorandum,
and cautiously suggested that in certain circumstances—
the possible defection of Russiawas obviously in his mind
—the Wilson overture should be considered. But the
moment had gone by, the" knock-out blow " policy was
in the ascendant, and two years of bloodshed followed.

Thesamerigid mentality isillustrated in the Washing-
ton episode to which | have alluded. The facts are more
familiar in America than here, and have been given in
great detail in the columns of the New York World. It
is the story of the clash of two minds, curiously alike
in their strength and their weekness, each sacrificing
great things to a matter of etiquette. When, after the
Peece Conference, Lord Reading was at Washington and
President Wilson had returned from Paris, a rumour
reached the White House that a member of the Embassy
gaff had been gossiping with great indiscretion about
Mrs. Wilson. The President indicated that the presence
of this person in Washington was no longer agreegble.
Lord Reading pointed out that he was leaving shortly
and that he would take the person in question with him,
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and it was agreed that that would meet the cae.  Lord
Grey duly arrived to succeed Lord Reading, and great
things were hoped from the intercourse of two men so
profoundly in sympathy as the President and L ord Grey
In regard to the future of human society. They never
met. ~ It is true the President was ill, but that was not
the reason. The resson was that on the staff that
accompanied L ord Grey from England was the man who
had incurred the President's displeasure.  Lord Grey, of
course, knew nothing of the original incident, but he
was loyal to his staff, did not sacritice his man, and after
wpelzf_wgdnths came back to England with his mission
unfulfilled.

But whatever hisfaults of method or of understanding,
Lord Grey will live in the story of these days & " the
noblest Roman of them all." ’If he made mistakes, he
made them for no personal or ignoble ends. If he has
any share in the responsibility for the tragedy, it was a
share imposed on him by events and necessities and not
by any vulgar ambition or will to power. He cameinto
politicswhen the (tgreat stormwas brewing, and he strove
valiantly to avert it. He had the vision of the good
European, and he sought to build up a dam that would
retain the insurgent waters. If his method was force
it was not because he believed in force, but hecause he
inherited a situation that Ieft no other alternative. After
the crisis of 1911 it seemed that he had won, and in
welcoming President Taft's arbitration proposas he
looked forward to a time when the nations " would
discover, as individuals have discovered, that all the
timethey have been in bonda%e the prison door has been
locked on the inside," But the dam burst and the
flood swept the earth. The waters still heave and from
the midst of the wreck he utters to the world the lesson
of the vast tragedy in which hisown lifeis so peculiarly
involved—" Learn or Perish."
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AMONG my letters one morning was one from a share-
broker who seansto take akindly interest in my welfare
and sends me frequent hints of how to make my fortune.
On this occason he was very urgent (of course for m
own gEog? that | should buy shaes in the Daily Mai
Trust'Ltd., presided over by Lord Rothermere, and he
encdlosad a document showing the possessions of that
corporation. And among those possessons | found
included 49 per cent, of the sharesin the Daily Express,
and 49 per cent, of the sharesin the Evening Standard.
It was a reminder of the pleasant relations that exist
between those twin potentates—Lord Rothermere and
L ord Beaverbrook, who, instead of cutting each other's
throats, divide their empire of the Press in a spirit of
brotherly love, and who, while preserving a ous
air of independence in public, wink, like the augurs,
companionably behind the scenes _

In that mutual exchange, Lord Beaverbrook's is the
more knowing wink. There are no hinterlands in the
colourless mind of Lord Rothermere ; but Lord Beaver-
brook is as engagl ng as a crossword puzzle, He k
you guessing and kesps you amused. * You fed that he
is dways "up to some game" and that behind that
debonait frankness with which he disarms your distrust
heis laying mines and counter-mines which you are not
invited to ingpect. He encourages you to think that he
is a smple-minded young man from the backwoods, full
of beautiful enthusizgams, trustful and innocent, and most
singularly in agreement with your point of view. He
wilT unbdsom himself.  He will take you to his heart.
He will apologisefor his past and throw himself on your
mercy. His Modely verges on humility, his trans-
Atlantic accent bregthes the fine flavour of demaocracy,
and his smile, which is enormous and frequent, is d%
childlike and bland. And, asin the case of another smile
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that was childlike and bland, you know it is not asmile
to presume on, and, if you examined his deeve, it would
not surpriseyou to find i t was stuffed withaces. | do not
mean illicit aces. | have no doubt that they would be
quite honourably there, asthe reward of the calculations
o]f IoPe of the as tutest minds that ever played the game
of life.

Nature equipped him for that game with an ingenuous
manner, a pair of mischievous, laughing eyes, afriendli-
ness that gets behind all defences and a swift, fertile
brain adapted to exploit the position to which his
engaging qualities have given him ecoess  Heis, before
everything dse, amanipulator of men, of situations, and
of occasons. Perhgps he would claim as his greatest
achievement the overthrow of the Asquith administra-
tion, in 1916. It is certainly as representative of his
methods as any of his feats.

The situation was complex. For months the Govern-
ment had been assailed from within and from without
by ceesdess intrigue ;,"but it had survived every attack
and ssemed invulnerable)) It rested on the foundation
of thealiance between Mr. Asquithand Mr. Bonar Law,
who commanded the support of the most numerous and
most reputable elements of both the dominant parties.
While that aliance remained, the fabric of the Govern-
ment was invincible againgt the assaults of the sens
tional Press ingpired from within the Government. It
was Sir Max Atltken's ingenuity which engineered the
downfall, and hiscunning and diplomacy sucoeeded where
the noise and fury of Northcliffe had failed.

The dements with which he worked were simple.
Mr. Lloyd Georges dissatisfaction with the leadership
of Mr. Asquith was notorious and his relations with
Northcliffe, who was daily pouring obloquy on hisleader,
were a commonplace. On the Conservative sde, Sir
Edward Carson had left the Government and was
inaugurating a parallel assault on the position of Mr.
Bonar Law.IThe two movements ssemed to be coaé&cing
with a common purpose) which if it brought down the
Government would leave Mr. Lloyd George and Sir
Edward Carsonin and Mr. Asquith and Mr. Bonar Law
out.

Sir Max Aitken, moved % his persond friendship for
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Mr. Bonar Law, conceived the ideaof diverting the plot
into another channel. His scheme was to unite Mr.
Lloyd George, Sir Edward Carson, and Mr. Bonar Law,
and eliminate Mr. Asquith.{ He first patched up the
differences between Sir Edward Carson and Mr. Law,’'
and then bro_ught Mr. LIoyd George, without, | imagine,
any great resistance, into the conversations. Once begun
onthispromising tack, theloom of eventsworked rapidly.
There were, as the author of " LIoyd George and the
War " observes, almost daily meetings between the mem-
bers of thetriple aliance, with their plenipotentiary, Max
Aitken, as their host or go-between, sending out feders
and acting asintelligence officer. There were breakfasts,
dinners, suppers, numerous conclaves, and when the
moment had come to explode the mine, it was Max
Altkenwhoafplledthematch. Oneday the streetswere
aflame with placards announcing that M. LI_oKd George
was " packing up " at the War Office, which was the
signal for the assault. Forty-eight hours later Mr.
Asquith had resigned, and one of Mr. L1oyd George'sfirst
acts on taking his office was to convert Sir Max Aitken
into Lord Beaverbrook. Itis not true that there is no
gratitudein politics.

This art of manipulating men and circumstances had
been acquired in youth. Born and brought up in aremote
Presbyterian manse in New Brunswick, Max Aitken
went to Halifax with nothing but his wits and his bon-
homie by way of fortune. They were quite sufficient.
Before he was twenty-five he was immersed in big busi-
ness, dabbling infinance, manoeuvring combines, found-
ing trusts and banks, controlling the cast-iron trade in
Canada, concerned in paper-mills, in car building, in
anything and everything that came within his enter-
prising grasp. His best known exploit was the cement
merger of Canada. Eleven cement companies were
bought out by the Bond and Share Company—aof which
our hero was chairman, and, according to the " Grain
Growers  Guide,” the practical proprietor—for
$16,592,250, and were disposed of to the Canada Cement
Cogapang for shares and mortgage to the total value
of $28,993, 400. Theresult, as not uncommonly happens,
was less agreesble for the consumers than for the finan-
ciers, for, according to the authority | have just quoted,
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™ the price of cement at the factories instantly'iumped
on the completion of the merger from f i to"$L50 per
barrel." Sir Sandford Fleming, the honorary president
of the purchasng company, took the Vview that
$12,000,000 was rather too. much to pay for promotion
penses, resigned his position, and even applied to Sir
ilfrid Laurier for a Government inquiry into the trans-
action. | do not find that Mr. Max Altkeén ever disputed
the accuracy of the figures, though he denied that he had
received one-fortieth of the amount. In any casg he
did very well out of his activities, for he was reputed to
be a millionaire at thirty, by which time he felt that
was too limited a gage for his gifts, and sought

new worlds to conquer.

It was in 1910 that he descended on Ashton-under-
Lyne, as the gpogtle of Empire and Protection. (His
candidatufe was somethln% of ajokeM orhe knew nothing
about palitics, talked jerkily and badly, proclaimed his
orl?ln by sometimes discusang money in the terms of
dolTars and cents, and filled up thegaps by such assur-
anoesas” If | could make you men of Ashton redisewhat
this Empire of ours means, there would not be a Radical
leftintheplace" ; but he discovered a genius for organi-
sation, won the seat, and began the second phase of his
career. It was not, however, until the war that his

uliar genius found its opportunity. Hisgiftsare not
he giftsof public debate, but of private wire-pulling,
and Tn the settled world of {Qrewar days the sogpe for
thewire-puller waslimited. The dlight §plash which the
Koung Canadian had made in the home waters in 1910
ad 10ng been forgotten, and it seamed that Max Aitken
had become submerged in the depths of Parliamentary
ﬁbscurlty and that he would have done better to stay at
ome.

But when the convulson came and all the ordered
public life of the nation became a swirl of confused
currents and anyone who had the ear of the mob and an
adventurous ternperament might hope for anything, Sir
Max Aitken found the perfect medium for the exercise
of his genius. With a true instinct for strategy, he
edablished himsdf as_ the representative fan on
this dde of the Atlantic, and with equal_astuteness g%)t
into the heart of things by securing appointment as the
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Canadian" EyeWitness " at thefront. Inthis position
his talent for manoeuvring had free play, and the fall of
Genagd Alderson from the command of the Canadian
division in France was, | have reason to know, not
unconnected with his activities, though his attempt to
impose his own nominee as successor on Sir Douglas
Haig was less successful.  But mogt astonishing was his
campaign on this dde on behdf of Sr Sam Hughes,
when, in connection with theinvestigation into Canadian
War Contracts, Sir Sam had been instructed by the
Canadian Premier to return at onceto Canada.  Sir Max
Aitken organised a great Press boom of his friend in this
country to impress opinion in Canada.  Sir Sam
through theland likeahero. Bands blared in his honour,
mayors welcomed him, banquets awaited him. It was
magnificent, and it was all manufactured for Canadian
consumption. The details of that episode threw a flood
of light not only on the secret history of the war, but on
the skill with which public opinion and great matters
of policy may be influenced without the hand that pulls
the strings ever being visible to the world. '

It was not until the war had shown him the red
source of power in the modern community that Lord
Beaverbrook found his fegt in this countr)(]. 'He had
failed egregioudy'as a Parliamentarian, but he saw that
there was a short cut to a throne by way of Fleet Street.
Get control of public opinion and the paliticians who rose
and fell by public opinion would feed out of your hand.
Lord Northcliffe had anticipated him in the discovery,
but L ord Beaverbrook was swift to take up the running,
and, being supple and quick-witted where Lord North-
diffe was only a heavy-footed blunderer, he qwcklty
insinuated himsdlf into the centre of theintrigues, plofs
and ambuscades of the post-war years. He himsalf hes
told us, with his naive and childlike egotism, of the
roaring time he had in that rather squali world. Now
he is in the Lloyd George strategy; now he is
pl ottln%aganst himwith Bonar Law ashischief instru-
ment. Back to Mr. George and out with Mr. Churchill.
Inwith Mr. Churchill and out with Mr. George.  In with
both and momentarily out with both. To Lord Birken-

ead and Sir Robert Home done he is constant; to
Mr. Baldwin done heis consistently hostile. His vanity
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is beyond belief, and no sense of humour checks the wild
comedy of his self-revelation. He is as proud of the
number of successful " tips " that the sporting prophets
of his newspapers have offered to a grateful public as
he is of dictating policies and blowing up Ministries.
Governments fall at the blast of his trumpet and even
the finances of Europe tremble at his nod. He goes to
Berlin and from thence sends a series of despatches to his
papers with catastrophic consegquences :

These prophecies proved correct. The mark brokeinstantly
and rushed down into the abyss. Whether thiswasin some
part the consequence of the prediction, or whether prophecy
and fulfilment synchronised naturally, | cannot say ; but the
fact remained that by a dramatic stroke the Sunday Express
and the Daily Express had shown themselves a’powerful
force in the world of European commerce and industry.

If the gifts of Lord Beaverbrook for manipulating men
and events had been accompanied by any considered
view of life or any moral ?urpose he would have been one
of the most considerable figures of his time. But it is
impossible to discover any purpose in his activities except
the satisfaction of being active. He pulls strings, not
beceuse he has any particular object in view, but for the
love of ﬁul lingthem. He represents the new spiritin the
Press which ams, not at influenci gg statesmen by giving
them an instructed and enlightened public opinion, but
at making them subservient to a power which will exalt
them or hound them out of office according to whether
they will or will not accept its dictates and its terms.
Mr. Asquith fell during the war because he would not
bargain with this new t¥ranny of anirresponsible power,
and it is not the least of the claims which Mr. Baldwin
has established upon the gratitude of the country that he
has set his face resolutely against the insolent pretensions
of newspaper owners to reduce Downing Street to the
position of an annexe of Fleet Street.

Itisthe claim of Lord Beaverbrook that, followingin
the breach made by Lord Northcliffe, he has invented
somethln%better than our old-fashioned system of Parlia-
mentary Government. Itis ?overnment by the Press—
by stunts and headlines, supplemented by deds between
the new: ‘magnates and a certain tgpe of politician.
In the old benighted days before L ord Beaverbrook made
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his momentous incursion into Europe, the Press was a
very stupid affair. 1t did not know Its busness. It wes
hitched to dull old parties, mumbled the party jargon,
and danced to the party tune.

Now all is changed. Fleet Street is emancipated.
Fleet Street pullsthe strings and setsthe tune. 1t mekes
Ministries and unmakesthem. Thetenant of 10, Down-
ing Street no longer looks to Parliament as his master.
He goes down to Lord Beaverbrook's country place to
hear what L ord Beaverbrook thinks, to maketermswith
him, to arrange what tune shall be played to the public
on the various instruments that Lord Beaverbrook and
his friend Lord Rothermere control.

Now, with all respect to Lord Beaverbrook, | think
that the revolution he rgoices to have helped the late
Lord Northchffe to accomplish is bad for politics, bad for
the country, bad for the Press  Parliamentary govern-
ment is our greatest contribution to the affairs of the
world. The people elect the Parliament, the Parliament
controls the Executive. If the Executive ceesss to
command the support of Parliament it resigns, goes to
the country, and the country ddliversits verdict by elect-
ing a new Parliament, with a new mandate from the
people. That is representetive government, and human
Ingenuity has discovered no other system of government
so dtable, so wise, S0 responsive to consdered public
opinion.

What isthe function of the Pressinthesystem ? Itis
to report the facts, argue the cese, inform the public. Its
relations with politicians should be consstent with the
maintenance of the authority of Parliament. Itsclient is
thepublic. Itsbusnessisto help the publicto cometo an
instructed decison and not to exploit its influence for
persona power. Lord Mebourne ussd to complain
of the John Walter of the Times of his day that there
weas " nothing that the d——d fellow wanted," in other
words that there was no bribe he would take to influence
his conduct of his paper. That wes the handsomest
tributeever paidto agreat journalist. Wehavelived to
* atime when Ministers of the Crown have bargained
away honours and offices to the magnates of the Press
as the price of their support. Both statesmanship and
journalism have been degraded by the intercourse, and
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in breakingwiththat evil practiceMr. Baldwin has done
something to restore the better traditions of public life
and to deansg the atmosphere both of Downing Street
and Fleet Street. Lord Beaverbrook does not Kke the

and does not gpprove of Mr. Baldwin. But in
this difficult world it is impossible to please everybody,
and, after all, he has had agreet lark over here. | wish
I knew what it was about.
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6. WINSTON CHURCHILL

IT isnot true that arolling sone gathers no moss. Mr.
Churchill hes gathered a great ded of moss.  Not that
astone, whether stationary or ralling, isasuitable symbol
for thisextraordinary man. Heislike arocket that intex-
mittently dazzles the night skv, disappears and dazzlers
it again ; flashes now from this quarter, now fromthat;
iS'dways meteoric but never extinguished .The princip
differenrfi between-Mr. Churchill” and a cat, as Mirk
most is that a cat hes onlv_nine lives- By
ah tne laws of mortality, Mr. Churchill should have
erished a score of times, sometimes in laughter, some-
imes in anger, sometimes in contempt; buf the funera
hes dways been premature, the (t;rave aways empty.
You may scotchhim for a moment, but you cannot kill
him, and we grow weary of pronouncing his obsequies.
What is the use of insisting that he is dead when you
know that to-morrow he will be so flagrar]tIP/, 0 Im=
ﬁudently dive ? " In warjyou can killed once,
e has Jaid, " but in pohtlcs,inall?’ times." It"is not
dways 0. His father was killed by one sdlf-inflicted
wound. He died amost from the prick of apin, but the
tough fibre of the son, due to his American mother
survives as many arrows as legend plantsin the body of
‘St. Sebadtian. Like the capoomile, the more he is trodden
on, themore he flourishes. His failures are monumental,
but the energy of his mind and the sheer impetus of his
personality make his failures more brilliant than other
men's SUcceSEs .
At fifty, a an when most ﬁubllc men are only
inning to catch the limelight, when Mr. Baldwin wés
unknown and Mr. Bonar Law had not held office, he
looks back on thirty years of romantic adventure that
would provide material for a dozen normal lives which
would find a place in the Dictionary of National Bio-
graphy ; on experiences of war in more continents than
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Napoleon fought in; on alibrary of books that would
not do injustice to alife spentin literature; on journal-
ism, lecturing, painting ; on apolitical career morefull of
vicissitudes than any since that of Bolingbroke ; and on
the tenure of more great offices in the State, not merely
than any contemporary statesman, but, | believe, than
any maninour political history. Inspite of hisupsand
downs, | doubt whether anyone since Pitt has spent so
large aprofportlon of his Parliamentary lifein office. It
is twenty-five years since, hot from his excgpe from the
Boers as a prisoner of war, he entered Parliament on the
" Khaki" tide, and seventeen of those years have been
pessed on the Treasury Bench. _
~ He comes into the world booted and spurred to ride,
and heridesat the gallop all thetime. Do the citizens of
Dundee cast him out of Parliament, and leave him appar-
ently and, this time, finally dead under the load of his
transgressions ?  He sits down, like a Coesar, to write a5
history of the war, as brilliant asit is brazen, and leaves
soldiers and statesmen gasping at his boundless effronterE/,
at a nerve, a cheek, an audacity that reduces them fo
amazed helplessness. " | will not go back to the Ad-
miralty," said Lord Fisher to me in the midst of the
Ministérial crisis of 1915. " | will not go back to the
Admiralty if Churchill reappears in the Cabinet. How
can | fight Tirpitz if every moment has to be spent
in watching Churchill ? " He is like an embodied fury
in a Rugby pack. ("He twists and turns and wriggles andj
lunges ; but always he emerges from the scrumwith the
ball racing for the goad A He obeys no one, fears no one,
reverences no one.  He'is his own superman, and is so
absorbed in himself and in his own fiery purposes that
he does not pay others the compliment even of being
aware of them.”

His isolation is unprecedented. He has persond
friends, the chief being that other kindred spirit, Lord
Birkenhead, and hisloyalty to them isnotorious ; but he
isan Ishmael in publiclife, loathed by the Tories whom
he left and has now returned to; “distrusted by the
Liberals, on whose backs he first mounted to power;
hated by Labour, whom he scorns and insults, and who
e in him the potential Mussolini of awave of reaction.
His geniusis the genius of al%lon, and heloathes "the the
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canker of along, peaceand a calmworld.” He seslife
in terms of warTand his high and turbulent spiritisonly
entirely happy when politics and war are merged in one
theme.” The grotesque incident of the Sidney Street
bombardment revealed the whole temper of a mind that
has never outgrown the boyish love of soldiers; and
when, as Home Secretary, he was confronted with a
national strike, John Burns entered his room one day and
found him porjng over a large scde map of the country
on which he was marking the dlSﬁ_OSthﬂ of troops at
strategic points. " What do you think of my military
arrangements, John ? " asked the young Napoleon. "1
think you are mistaking a coffee-stall row for the social
revolution,” said Burns, leaving the room with a re-
sounding bang of the door. There is a passage in Mrs.
Asquith's (Lady Oxford's) Autob|ograp_h?/ which sticks
in the mind as illuminating the Churchill landscape. It
is the night of the fatal fourth of August, 1914. In a
room at Downing Street Mr. Asquith and three of his
colleagues are awaiting the German reply to the British
ultimatum on Belgium. If there is no satisfactory
answer by midnight war, with all its incalculable con-
squences, engulfs the land.  The minutes pass in tense
silence, and at last the clock strikes. " As 1 was passing
at thefoot of the dtaircase” writes Mrs. Asquith, " | saw
Winston Churchill witha happr face striding towards the
double doors of the Cabinet Room."

When someone told Harcourt that Randol ph Churchill
was practically an " uneducated man,” Harcourt replied :
" | f he was educated he would be spoiled.” In the
academic sense, Mr. Churchill is as uneducated as his
father. He was an indifferent scholar at school, and of
forma learning he would still be outclassed b
Macaulay's fabulous schoolboy.  Itissaid that Randolp
Churchill, on his mournful visit to South Africa after his
sun had set, sought to find a career there for a lad who
had to earn his living and gave no promise of a career
at home. Perhaps if Winston had been educated he,
too, would have been " spoiled " in the sense Harcourt
meant. Hewould not have been the Churchill we know,
the Churchill who flings himself into life with the uncalcu-
ladting vehemence and passion of the boy in the school
pIay%round. " There are A'Eémes," sys Mr. Wdlls in
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gpeaking of him, " when the evil spirit comes upon him,
and then | can think of him only as an intractable little
boy, a mischievous, dangerous little boy, a knee-worthy
little boy. Only by thinking of himin that way can’l
goHo_n liking him." he ) n site of
Hi's appearance supports the impression. In spite o
the™bowed shoulders, the thinning hair, and the
ort_gntousgbrawty of bearing, there is still the sense of
he intractable, unschooled boy, the terror of the play-
?round, the despair of the master. The pouting, petulant
Ips give anote of childish wilfulness to the face, and the
smile, which borders on a grin, has a hint of boyish
mischief that has not been discovered. But if he is
uneducated in the school sense, and if he is rudimentary
in the moral sense, his intelligence is extraordinary, his
understanding powerful, his intellectual activity un®
rivalled, his will despotic. He has little contact with
idess or idedls, but he sees the play of life and the clash of
material forces vividly and imaginatively, and legps at
his conclusons and convictions with an assurance and
imperiousness that impose them, on those who doubt and
hesitate.  One man with a conviction will overwhelm a
hundred who have only opinions, and Mr. Churchill
aways bursts into the fray with a conviction so clear, so
decisive, so burning, that opposition is stajapeded.
That is the explanation of the astonishing part he was
alowed to play in the war, from the Antwerp fiasco to
the Russan fiasco. He triumphed by the sheer energy
of hismind. He swept his colleagues by the fervour and
passion of his vision. He could not be repressed : he
could not be denied. If his wisdom had been equal to
his force, he would have been the towering figure of the
war. But, as | think Lord Oxford once sad of him,
" He has genius without judgment." He ss only one
t of asituation at atime, and the ardour of hisvision!
exercises a maniacal and perilous spell. His inspirations, |
which sometimes have a touch of genius, should have
been listened to, and then he should have been stood in a
corner and forbidden to spesk while wiser men examined
them and decided. For unless Mr. Churchill is silenced
he will win in a dialectical " war of attrition." He will
fight hisfoestoastandstill. Hewill wear them down by
his tireless attack, by the intensity of his feeling, tho
50
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versatility of his proof. For he knows his caze as he
knows his speeches—word and letter perfect. HE leaves
nothing to chance. lie-works at the documents EI& a

navvy ; he recites his arguments with cessdess industry.
Hé practises on everybody. Hislife is one long; ﬁ
He does not talk : "he orates.” He Wi ress you at

breskfast as though you were an audience at the Free
Trade Hall, and at dinner you find the performance still
running. |f you meet him in the intervals he will give
you more fragments of the discourse, walking up and
down the room with the absorbed, sdf-engaged, Napo-
leonic portentousncss that makes his higli seriousness
tremble on the verge of the comic. He does not want to
hear your views. He does not want to disturb the
beautiful clarity of his thought by tiresome reminders
of the other side. What has he to do with the other side
when his sde is theright sde ? He is not arguing with
you : heis telling you.

This method of self-saturation with histheme gives him
an enormous power in council and on the platform. His
arguments are always ready; his periods aways per-
fectly rounded ; his rhetoric has the test of
innumerable listeners. And itis good rhetoric, occasion-
ally, itistrue, bordering on the " pe_ng)?glgrﬂjzwgpenje
coloured," as in such sentences as these from his book on
thEwar

“Son of the Stone Age, vanquisher of nature with all her
trials and monsters, he' met the awful and self-inflicted agony
with new reserves of fortitude. o ]

A world of monstrqus shadows, moving in convulsive com-
binations, through vistas of fathomlesscatastrophe.

But generall%/ his sense of language is sound and mascu-
line and his feeling for form hardly rivalled among con-

temporary speakers. And it is bare justice to him to say
that, though he has few principles and few scruples, he
has the courage aways to be himself and to carry his
political life in his hand. He possesses that honesty of

speech which enabled him to say during his first candida-

ture in midst of the " Khaki " election: " If | were a
Boer | should be fighting with them in the field." Heis
neither a dggﬁg ue nor a sycophant, and if he chan%es
his party with the facility of partners at a dance, he has'
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awaysbeen trueto the only party hereally bdievesi n—
that which is assembled under the hat of Mr. Winston
Churchill.

To-day, inthe prime of life, with the dangerous " forties"
navigated, with the most plentiful crop of political wild
oats ever sown or ever survived, re-united to his tradi-
tional party, miraculously translated to the office from
which his father fell never to rise again, heis easly the
foremost figure in Parliament, with a past that would
have extinguished anyone ordinarily destructible, and
neverthdess with a future that is the most interesting
subject of speculation in politics. He emeages to-day
from No. n, Downing Street, and such is his buoyancy
and tenacity of grip upon the lifeboat of office that |
s no reason why he should not one day emerge from
No. 10. But before that happens | hope he will have
given evidence that he hasjudgment aswell as geniusand
that he has ceesed to be " an intractable little boy, a
gﬂschi evous and dangerous little boy, a knee-worthy little

oy."
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7- LADY OXFORD

ONE spring day, some forty odd years ago, that Nimrod
of the chase, the late Duke of Beaufort, was hunting with
the Beaufort hounds in Wiltshire, when he came across
agirl seated upon the wettest of wet ground, having been
flung from her horse, Storm, in her first hunting exploit.
She was whistling unconcernedly, and the Duke in
admiration of her pluck and her riding, promised her the
blue habit of the hunt and a top hat to save the neck of
ayoung lady who, in ducal language, bade fair to " ride
like the devil,"

" Good gracious ! " said the girl, " | hope | have said
nothing to offend you. Do you aways do this when you
meet anyone like me for the first time ? "

" Just as it is the first time you have ever hunted,”
replied the Duke, " soitisthefirst timel have ever met
anyonelikeyou."

And for forty years the world has been saying the
same thing. For the girl was Margot Tennant, who, as
the Countess of Oxford and Asquith, is still so unlike
anybody dse that you meet upon earth tkat shessams to
belong to another planet. W. S. Gilbert once told his
wife that he was " too good to be true,” and it might be
said of Margot that she would be too incredible to be
believed, if she had not existed. She has gone through
the life of her time like a wind that bloweth where it
Iai‘glteth, a sort of natural element untamed and untame-

e

When the historian of the future sets out to tell the
story of these thrilling years, he will find two figures who
will beffle him.  The Earl of Oxford will baffle him by
his reticence; the Countess will baffle him by her
candour. Mr. Asquith's public utterances and public
bearing have the impersonal quality of a Blue Book. He
has been one of the most congpicuous figuresin the public
life of this country and of Europe for nearly forty years,
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but he has never touched, nor sought to touch, the 1‘popu-
lar imagination by the revelation of his intimate life and
feelings. Heis as'shy asthelate L ord Salisbury, without
the habit of that remarkable man of throwing the flash-
light of a phrase qPon the deeper currents of life.
Mrs. Asquith (if | may call her by the more familiar
name), on the other hand, is as expansive, asfrank, and as
pal Ieasachlld.Shepoursou_t"alIas_FIalnasdown-
right Shippen or as old Montaigne,” There is not a
concealment about her, no privacies, secrecies, sdf-
repressons. She is open as the day and lives in a
blaze of light. Shetells you everything that comesinto
her head, about hersdlf, about _her children, about her
friends, about her enemies. The tears she sheds the
Prayeys ghe utters, the secret emotions she experiences,
he dlights she gets, and theretorts she gives, the moments
of triumph and the moments of humiliation—all are
revealed with the disarming candour of childhood.
When she wrote her astonishing " Autobiography,”
ghe tells us, she intended to use as a motto, " As well be
hanged for a sheep as a lamb,” but she changed her
mind, and on the title pa%e appears instead Blake's
aphorism, " Prudenceis arich, uc? y old maid wooed by
incapacity,” And under that bold banner she burst upon
the public, as she burstsin upon the drawing-room, or as
she used to burst into the nursery at Glen, with adefiant,
challenging " Heres me! " She |laid bare her life, her
thoughts, her friends, with a prodigality as boundless as
her wit, her gaiety, and her high spirits. It was like
one of those gallops across country that she describes
withsuchlifeand zest. No hedge so high, no stream so
wide, but she will put her horse at 1t with fearless
intrepidity. She pa)(]s the penalty, but she is undaunted.
" | have broken both my collar bones, my nose, my ribs,
and my knee-cap; dislocated my jaw,; fractured my
skull; ” and had five concussons of the brain; but
though rny horses are to be sold next week (June 11, 1906)
—1 havenot lost my nerve." ) )
~ And so with the adventure of life. She plunges into
it with the uncalculating momentum of a child of nature.
She has her fallsin circumstance, but her spirit is aways
inthe saddle again and away likethewind. She belongs
to the wild and has more than a hint of the Romany In
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her high temperament and her passion for the colour, the
movement, the tang of life. There are no socia fencesin
her landscape, and her instinct for human comradeship
makes her at home with anybody who hes naturein him.
Se s=s thefine thmgs of charaCter beneath the disguises
of circumgance,_and responds to them with a certain
noble kinship. There are few finer things in books than
the record of her accidental meeting with Genera Booth,
and her shepherds and tramps and factory girls live in
the memory, much as Veasguez made his beggars live,
by the of the eternal humanity of things. Take
an example at random :

After my first great sorrow, the death of my sister Laura
(the first wife of "Alfred Lyttelton)—I| was suifocated in the
housa andfelt | had to be out of doorsfrom morningto night.
One aﬁ/ | saw anold shegherd named Gowanlock, coming up
tome, holding my pony by therein. | had never noticed that
it had strayed away, and, after thanking him, | observed him
looki Qﬁ me quietly—he knew sométhing of the rage and
anguish that Laura's death had brought into my heart—and
putting his hand on my shoulder, he said :

" My child, theréS no contending ... Ay . .. ay,"
Shaking, his beautiful old head. " That is so, theré's no
contending. . . ."

., With this fearless and uncal culating spirit and intense
contact with life she couples a territying truthfulness
tp_at |?tthhe er&1ore formidable from the swift wit in which
itisclo :

Og'rrIWi,I?Iiam : Margy, would you rather marry me or bresk
Yoardot: Bresk both, Sir William.

Her tongue and her are like that. They are not
anxious o wound, but they must strike. They must out
withthetruth, though the heavensfall. Theedge of her
sword may descend on hersdf, on her family, on her
nearest and dearest, but it must fall. Thus, one day at
lunch, while the discusson turns on the relative mérits
of the public schools, she suddenly cutsin: " Thisisall
nonsenxe. It doesn't matter what school a boy goes to.
All that matters is the brains he takes there.” Look at
the Asquiths. you can send them where you like and

they dwa%/scomeout on topyLook at Fr d}/ here (and
ghe'turns to her neighbour, one of her own blood). He
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went to Eton, and he can hardly write his name."
" Come, come, Margot,” says Freddy, " that's going a
bit too far." ) ) ,
- Shedoes " go abit too far," for, not being touchy or
impenitent hersdlf, she takes adverse criticism very well,
and does not understand why the truth should hurt
others. She s everything objectively, including her
family, whom she discusses in their presence as one
might discuss on€e's next-door nelghbours or the pictures
onthewall. And she sees hersdf with the same detach-
ment and candour, as if she were a fellow-mortal. She
admires Margot in certain of her agpects with the dispas-
sionate enthusiasm with which she would admire any
thing of beauty, from a horse to awoman's hair, or from
aflash of wit to an act of sacrifice ; but she has an acute
eye for Margot's abundant failings, and through all the
allop of self-expression there runs a vein of disarming
humility that makes her personality at once so bewilder-
ing and Iridescent.

She loves everything that has natureinit, everything
that comes up warm and glowing from the heart, whether
it is her own or another's, and t ough ghe has said many
hard things | do not think she ever did amean thing, for
next to what | have called her terrifying truthfulness
the most marked feature of her character is her com-
passion and her sense of justice.  Shewill go through fire
and water for a friend, and a tale of wrong makes her a
flame of indignation. Rumour has played more havoc
with her than with any personality of our time, and it is
fair tosay that her bresthless gallop through life has given
rumour “abundant encouragement. One cannot break
through the socia fences without scratches, and Margot
has been breaking new ground ever since. Asagirl just
out of short frocks, she was the most di woman
in society; taking the town by her wit and audacity ;
discussing the ethics of divorce with Gladstone and
reminding that great man, when he spoke of the Fathers,
that their authority in England was not sanctioned b¥
Act of Parliament;” bursting into the solemnities of gol
—hitherto a game only for men—with an" Halloo ™ of
the huntml\%fleld—" It is a game not a sacrament,” she
once told Mr. Balfour—; and discoursing on time and
eternity with the mighty Jowett. One of Gladston€'s
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rare excursions into verse was a panegyric of the amazing
damsdl, though. his love of old-fashioned ways in women
was expressed in the remark ' " Margot iS charming ;
the fascinating opposite of everything T wish my grand-
daughter Dorothy to become."

Her genius is the genius of temperament rather than
of intellect. Sheisnot alearned woman in the academic
gnse, and her mental processes have little to do with
formal logic. But her intuitions are swift, searching, and
sometimes uncanny, and in more superstitious days she
would have been worshipped as a seercss, or, perhaps,
burned as asorceress.  Her interest is lessin idess than in
emotions, and | would take her opinion about character
rather than about policy.  She has sense, but more sensi-
bility. Inaword, sheis an artist rather than a thinker,
and if her instincts do not give her a conviction she has
none. But within the orbit of her faculties, she has one
of the most brilliant and illuminating minds of her time,
sudden as lightning and cutting to the quick of things
likeasword.  Her manner of speechis brief and epigram-
matic, and she has probably said more witty things in
fewer words than any person of her time. Her vocabulary
is as fresh, vivid, nervous, as her husband'sisformal and
bookish, and she can make a work sparkle with sudden
meanings. Take one or two examples of her gift for the
illuminating phrase.

Of Rhodes in the midst of a party of admiring ladies :

Hesat like agreat bronze god amongthem ; and | had not
the spirit to disturb their worship.

He gave a circulating smile, finishing on my turban.

Had Lady Randolph Churchill been like her face e could
have goverried the world.

If I am hasty in making friends, and skip the preface, |
aways readita)nlfterwards. g . P pretecs

Of Alfred Lyttelton :

His mentality was brittle and he was as quick tempered in
argument as hé was sunny and srene in gamos.

Of Sir William Harcourt:

He was a man to whom life had added nothing ; he was
erse, unreasonable, brilliant, boisterous, and kind when |
new him ; but he must have been all theseinthe nursery.
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Of Lord Rosebery:
He weas not sdf-swvayed like Gladstone, but he was sf-
enfolded.

Of the late Duke of Devonshire:

He had the figure and gppearance of an artjsan, with the
brevity of apessant, the courtesy of aking, and the noisy sne
of huhour of a Falstafl.  He gave a gréat wheezy aw a
all theright things a6 posesad Of endless wisdom.

Of Lord Curzon :

He had gppearance more than looks, a keen, lively face, and
an expresson of enamdled self—asssjrance yies

Lord Morley once wrote to her protesting against the
" impertinents” who wished her to improve. " | very
respectfully wish nothing of the sort,” he said. " Few
qualities are better worth leaving as they are than
vivacity, wit, freshnessof mind, gaiety, and pluck. Pra
keepthemall. Don'timproveby anatom.” Shehasn't.
She retains her dauntless youth and her indomitable seif.
She will live in history as a legend and as the most
brilliant woman who ever dwelt in 10, Downing Street.
Perhaps she was too brilliant for a part which was
subordinate, for a personality so incisive and romantic
could not excgpe the limelight. The ideal partner of a
Prime Minister is one who has no place in the public eye,
no coruscations of her own with which to dazzle the sk
of affairs. We think of Mrs. Gladstone in connection wit
Mr. Gladstone's dippers and the mysterious julep she
usad to prepare for the due functioning of his vocal
chords on great oratorical occasons. Mrs. Disraeli
would command Dizzy to tie up her shoe lace on a public
staircase, but her quaint personality never had more
than a comedy interest to the public. “Of Lady Salisbury
theworld knew nothing, and Mrs. Baldwinisknownonly
as alady who pays periodical tributes to the surprising
worthiness of her husband in whose accession to power
she s the visible hand of destiny. But Lady Oxford
was born to dazzle and astonish, not by the reflected
lights of circumstance, but by her own intense incandesc-
ence. It may have been this thought which prompted
the reply of Mr. Balfour, recorded in the " Autobio-
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raphy." The goeﬂ]ps of the Press had been busy with
|s name and that of Miss Tennant.
"1 hear you ae going to marry Margot Tennant,"
someone said to him
' No, that is notso hereplied. " I rather think of
having a career of my own,
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8. THE PRINCE OF WALES

WHEN the Prince of Waes came home again from the
latest of his many _wanderm?s there was one question
in the public mind in regard to him—What next ? He
had completed his education. What part wes he to
ﬁlay in the State ? The Prince would be less than
uman if he did not occasionaly fed that this public
curiosity is irksome, and if he did not wish that he
could enjoy theliberty of any private citizen to do what
he pleasss and go where he likes without let or hindrance
or discussion. ~ But that is not possble He has the
good or il fortuneto be apublicinstitution, ;and we can
no more be indifferent fo his future than we can be
indifferent to the future of St. Paul's.  Itisahard faie—
Perhapsthe hardest fate allotted to man.  The legends of
he nursery have bred in us anotion to the contrary, but
we know it to be anillusion. The two mogt precious
things_in life are liberty and pitvacy, and the Prince
enjoyshdathe™ Heisaprisoner of State, and though we
«r:n dhis'cage we never alow him to excgpe observation
[rom the day he comesinto the world to the day he leaves
it. Hence having followed the movemerits of the
Prince of Wdes in two continents with the relentless
V|g|tl %nce of apoliceman's bull's-eye, we now ask—What
next 7
~ Itwould beidleto pretend that there is not an increes-
ing note of anxiety in the question. In it is involved
concern for the future of the great institution the con'
tinuity of which the Prince embodies. That institution
hes unscathed through the greatest storm that
hes ever swept the world—a storm that scattered the
mightiest monarchies of Europe like leaves blown by an
aiilumnal gae. To-day the monarchid idea hes’less
hold on the world than has been the case for a thousand
years. Leaving Canada asde, no Crown survives on the
whole American continent. Leaving India and Japan
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adde, no crown survivesinthe continent of Asia. All the
great monarchies of the European continent have

You may draw aline from the Straits of Dover to the
Sea of Japan without passing through the territory oi
King or Emperor. Thereis afringe of minor kingships
around Europe, and the Mikado still rules in Japan;
but broadly speaking, there is only one of the great
historic thrones of the earth left, and that is the one of
which the Prince of Wdesistheinheritor.

It has survived for two reasons, becauss;'stripped of all
despotic, persona power, it has become an integral part
of our sdf-governing system, and because the successve
holders of the office have had the wisdom to recognise
that, though they reign, they do not govern, and that
their functions are strictly derined within the limits of an
entirely democratic constitution. And the result isthat
while the war ddmost destroyed Kingship on the Conti-
nent and entirely destroyed the last remnants of despotic
Kingship, it left the British throne, if anything, more
secure and certainly not less respected than it has ever
been. Republicanism, which was areal issue fifty years
ago, finds no placein the programme of any party, except
perhaps that of the Communists, and is rarely discussed
as a practical question even by those who endorse it.
The test of a governing machine is whether it functions
wisely and efficiently, and while the Monarchy doesthat,
and while the royal line conforms to certain well-under-
stood codes of conduct, the principle of Monarchism in
this country will not be disturbed.

The interest taken in the Prince of Wales, therefore, is
not a matter of mere idle curiosity, but arises from very
welghty considerationsthat deeply concern thewell-being
of the nation. If we are anxious about his future it is
mainly because we are anxious about our own future.
He was born to what may be said to be the greatest
position the world has to offer, and if our desire is that
he should fill it worthily it is not a wholly disinterested
desire. We do not ak for a brilliant King, and we
should not tolerate an ambitious King, but we need a
King whose character we can respect, whose |oyalty to
his office is above suspicion, and whose capacity is ade-
quate. We have such aKingto-day, andit is because we
hope that the country will have such a King in the future
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g;at we scrutinise a little closdly the promise of the
ince.

He has now passed through that phesein which it wes
sufficient to regard him as the Prince Charming of
romance, a sorf of visitor out of a fairy tale, wn
engaging ways won all hearts, and from whom nothin
was asked except that he should appear and be acclaimed.
Thelight of common day visits princes asit visitstherest
of us.” Itis falling upon the Prince of Wdes. Heis
now aman of thirty-two. He has served his gpprentice-
ship, and has reeched an age when the charecter is
formed and when responsibilities must be assumed.  He
has undergone an education as free and liberal asthat of
his graiidlather was harsh and despotic. . He has moved
fredly among all dasses, and has been given the run of
the éstate, [He is probably the most widely travelled
man of his time) and has certainly seen more of the
It<r|]ngdoms of the'earth than any previous heir to the

rone.

Nature has equipped him abundantly, amost too
abundantly, with many of the qualities of democratic king-
ship. Hi's presence and his address are both attractive.
Slight of figure—he weighs only 92 stonef-he keegps
himself in perfect physical condition by rigorous exercises,
and watches any tendency to increase’in weight with the
anxiety of ajockey. His Spiritsare high, his Smileinstant
and résponsive, and his manner boyish and impulsive
and entirely free from any calculated restraints.  He is
hail-fellow-well-met to arlyone who has crossed his path
and isindifferent to the niceties of formal etiquette. His
courage amounts to bravado, and his passon for horse
manship led him systematically to ride horses far too
powerful for aman of hisweight, with the result that he
sustained along series of accidents at steeple-chasing and
in the racing field, which only ended when the matter
had become a subject of such srious political concern
that the Government were asked to intervene. _

_The'years of the war were the formative period of his
life. Hewentintoitaboy, extraordinarily young even
for his nineteen years; he emerged fromit;, still boyish
in appearance, but with his habits formed and his manner
marked by the esse and freedom of camp life. | f his
intellectud gifts are not remarkable, they are sufficient,
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Hehasthenatural t*pnhomiewhichwarmsthe ceremonia
air, and he can deliver a gpeech as gallantly as he can
ride a horse. If he is checked with a good-natured
interruption he is ready with a good-natured retort, as
when at some fox-hunting dinner he spoke of taking the

C to which some voice rather cruelly observed,
" Not all of them." " Well, then, through them," said
the Prince. Not much, perhaps, but evidence of a good-
natured readiness to take' what some people would fedl
to be a" check " in a gay and lively spirit.

In all these respects the Prince's equipment is fitted
for the high task that awaitshim. It has been excellently
tested in the prolonged round of world visits which has
been his chief occupation since the war ended.  Without
straining language it may be said that wherever he has
been he has | eft behind him a pleasant impression and an
amosphere of goodwill. He has in a high degree the
gift of friendliness, and no better commodity could be
desired in the representative of one people to another.

But is the catalogue of virtues | have recited enough
for the heir to the throne ? The danger with princes is
that they do not enjoy the chastening criticism to which
therest of us, and most of all, public men are mercifully
subject. It is asumed that princes are beyond any
comment except that of flattery, eulogy, and adulation.
This attitude of servility, curiously enough, has
strengthened as the throne has become more democratic
in spirit and morerestricted in function, and as the Press
has become more free. It is not ahealthy state of things
that any man born or raised to great office should be
deprived of the salutary breath of public opinion. Itis
epecialy mischievousin the case of one who is compelled
to live in an artificial world in which private criticism is
equally dumb.

In breaking through this foolish conspiracy of slence
the Spectator performed a conspicuous service not only
to the public but in the highest interests of the Prince
himself. Nothing can be more prejudicial to him than
that he should not know frankly what theworld issaying
and thinking about asubject whichisof degp and mutual
concern. All that has been said about the Prince's charm
of manner, friendliness of spirit, and good nature is
gladly and universally recognised, but behind thisground
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for satisfaction is a widespread and growing doubt as to
whether other qualities no less n 1o the great
place he holds and the still greater place which hewill in
all human probability one day hold, are being cultivated
with equal zedl. . .

There is a feeling that there is a lack of seriousness
which, excusable and even natural_to healthy youth, is
disguieting in the mature man. This implieS no dis-
approva of the Prince's love of sport, of fun, and of
innocent amusement. Nor does it imply a demand that
the heir to a throne should have intellectual tastes
that nature has not endowed him with. Least of all
does it imply that the qualities of a snob would be a
desirable exchange for the Prince's high Spirits and com-
panionable temper. But it does mean that the public
would berelieved to read alittl e less m the encomiums of
the Press about the jazz drum and the banjo sde of the
Prince'slife. " We are not amused "—to recall afamous
phrese of his great-grandmother in a not dissimilar
connection—when we s the newspapers splashed with
photographs of the heir to the throne disporting himself
asagirl infarcical situations.  These things are amusing
intheyouth : they are not quitein accord with the man.

Above all, the public would welcome the evidence
that thesefrivolitiesare mixed with more seriousinterests
than is at present apparent, and that the general and
admirable friendliness of the Prince is combined with a
trifle more discrimination in the matter of his particular
friendships. The easy path is not necessarily the wise
ﬁath, and popularity of a sort may be purchased at too

ighaprice. Itisdifficult to avoid the conclusion that
the unfortunate oversight in the Argentine to which the
Spectator referred, and which has been much commented
onin the Argentine Press, would not have occurred if the
ﬁntourage of the Prince had been as efficient as it should

ave )

These things are said because it seams the clear duty
to say them and to say themnow. _The Prince'sfutureis
not a personal affair only, but an affair of the nation and
of the world. His apprenticeship to life is over. His
caregr is henceforth in his own hands. He commands
an affection and goodwill on the part of the nation that
cannot be overstated and that a man of his genuine
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kindliness of heart must wish to repay. He can repay it
by emul ating the admirable example which is offered by
his parents of how a modern democratic throne should
be filled. Itisthe generd wish, now that histravels are
over, that he should take up some task which will reflect
hisinterest in the weightier matters of the national life
and that will prepare him for the heavy responsibilities
which will one day fall upon him. And finaly, it is
proper to say that the nation would be gratified and
relieved to find that the heir to the throne, like Dame
Marjone in the song, wes " settled m life."



9. LORD BALFOUR

MR. "TIM" HEALY once complained that Mr. Balfour
treated the Nationalists as if they were black beetles.
It was the one insult they could not endure. .They could
bear his blows, but they could not bear his discTairyThey
enjoyed his anger, because anger flatters our pride, It is
a tribute to our prowess, and gives us the spiritual satis-
faction of equality. But disdain hurts our sdlf-respect.
Six months in Kilmamham was six months of herioc
seclusion, of splendid isolation, but a slight, a tone of
voice, an air of weary indifference, as of one who was
tired gf the impertinence of grasshoppers, rankled like a
wound.
- It was Disraeli who said that if you would govern
[énen you must be superior to them or despisethem. ~ Lord
alfour has succeeded in being and doing both. He has
accomplished it without effort or striving. Nature and
circumstance combined to give him the signature of the
Eminent Person, and he can no more help filling the part
than a black beetle can help being a black beetle, or a man
of six-feet-two can help being conspicuous in a crowd of
f!ve—feet-a_(};hts. (If heis superior, heisnot so by delibera-
tion, and it he despises us there Is no element of egotism
in the attitude,’

In this he differs from another Eminent Person of his
owntime. Lord Curzon's superiority was aggressive and
sf-conscious. It was not merely “implicit; it was
explicit, it hit you intheface. He'could not forget L ord
Curzon, and he moved through life as if it were a Roman
triumph arranged to celebrate his magnificent transit
through time. ~He was aman of extraordinary gifts, but
he could not let them spesk for themselves and he
missed the crown by over-insistence on the fact that it was
his by divine right.

Lord Balfour has no touch of thisinfirmity. Heis
abstract and impersona. If you see him in the street,
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coming up to Pall Mall from Carlton House Terrace, or
crossing Parliament Street to the House, in his soft hat
and loose, cardess, Cecilean clothes, your eye is arrested,
and you have somethi n? of the agreesble emotion with
which you see apicture from the brush of an Old Master.
The note of distinction is there, but it is not stressed or
conscious.  Heisnot aware of you, as with hands clasped
behind, head flung alittle back, eyesfixed far away inthe
blue, he strides along ; but neither is he aware of Lord

Balfour. Pride which is self-admiration and vanity
which suns itself in the admiration of others are not
among his traits. He is probably navigating, as he
moves through the phantom shapes of the moment, the
limitless ses of speculation where Berkeley's idealism,

cer's external reallt_)&, and the new realism of the
modern school flicker like uncertain beacons over the
vastness.

But whatever he is thinking about, he is pleasant to
look upon. He suggests the fine and delicate flavours
of life, the adventures of the mind, the quest of un-
searchable thi 235' His philosophy may leave you only
more perplexed about the great mystery, but you like
to think that these spiritual explorations are being made,
and you have areflected pride in the adventure. If we
have an aristocracy, thisis the sort of preoccupation it
should have, and ‘this the type of character it should
produce. His interests give us a sense of contact with
uItl_maIe#)robIems, just as his strain supplies us with a
feeling of the historic continuity of things. He was
dandled in the arms of the Iron Duke, his godfather, and
these lives of two Prime Ministers carry the mind back
more than 150 years, to the days when Chatham's elo-
quence still echoed in the hals of Westminster, and
when the United States of Americawere still unformed.
And his Cecil blood links him, through a chain of not
ignoble tradition, with Elizabeth's England and the
mighty Burghley. _ o ]

It has been said of him—not in jest but with profes-
sional gravity—that " had he devoted himself to philo-
sophy instead of politics he might have had a really
disti nﬁwshed career," and it is undoubtedly true that it
isin the realm of philosophy that hislife has been really
lived. But | doubt whether, even if he had not stooped
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to the lower world of temporal activities, his sceptical and
critical geniuswould have reached any more determinate
conclusion than he has reached on the practical issues of
life. In one of his Gifford lectures at Glasgow Univer-
sity, after adevastating examination of the philosophy of
materialism, he paused with that ingenuousness which
sometimes irradiates his subtlety and said : " Y ou may
ask if | have nothing positive to suggest. Frankly, | am
much more certain that the particular doctrine | have
been trying to examine is wrong than | am that any of
itsrivals isright.”

There, in an illuminating aside, you have the key to
Lord Balfour's career. He leans to the doctrine of
" guidance " as againg " blind chance” in the great
argument of existence, but the verdict is as muffled and
equivocal as the accents of histhoughtson ™ Insular Free
Trade." He would deny that he is a sceptic. " The
barren sceptic,” hesays, " is agentleman who surveysthe
world and finds therein nothing worth doing, nothing
worth admiring, nothing worth knowing. Scepticism of
that type is, after all, but a pretentious expresson of
bored satiety.” In that extreme sensg it istrue, heis
not a sceptic, for he has done much, enjoyed much, and
admired much.

But if in amore limited sanse he is not a sceptic, | do
not know into what category we can place him. He
follows with interest the life and thoughts of men, but
he rgjects their enthusasms, and doubts the utility of
their strivings and their passionate struggles for emanci-
pation. He s=s the perilsof change; not the perils of
stagnation. Whatever is is right, because to disturb it
isto invite the unforeseen and the incalculable. He has
pity, but noindignation against wrong, becauseindigna-
tion must issuein action, and action cannot belimitedin
results. Y ou must take the evil with the good, lest in
correcting the one you jeopardise the other.

Hence that strange indifference which he has often
shown to the agonies of stricken peoples; that readiness
to ally himsdlf with interests and persons from whom his
own fine and sensitive nature must have shrunk ; that
tendency to do shabby things, such as leaving his friends
—Wyndham, Hugh Cecil, Edward Clarke—to be
mauled by the mad dogs of his party. On the eve of the
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overthrow of Mr. Asquith's Government in the war, he
was the momentary target of the changing aﬁpetlte of
the gutter Pressfor avictim. So savage was the pursuit
that he offered his resignation to his chief. It was
refused, and | think he was much moved by such a
demonstration of loyalty. But when, a week or two
later, Mr. Asquith resigned, it was Mr. Balfour's transfer
to the combination that had overthrown him that made
the new Government possible. o

These iionhuman_traits do not mean an insatiable
passion for office. They spring from a philosophy of
making the best of whatever is, no matter who suffers or
what tradition is sacrificed ; but they do not encourage
collaboration in atiger-hunting adventure. They do not
breed confidence, Hissmileischildlike, aimost Seraphic,
and his charm of manner isirresistible, but it is afeline
charm, a manner whose gracionsness, as someone has said,
concedls the absence of a heart; and the smile has no
deep cordiality init. Itisillusive, a delicate shimmer
upon the surface. Y ou fed that he would (ﬂve you the
same smile in sending you to the scaffold as he would in
passing you the salt. © He does not easily inspire deep
attachments, and his estimates of men are wayward, and
often shallow, being governed by love of their intellectual
adroitness rather than by respect for their character. A
witty, insincere speech, even though attacking him, will
make him not merelf)]/ love the speech, but love the

eaker; but plain honesty, like that of Campbell-

annerman, merely bores him, and his migudgment of
and open contempt for that great man laid him open
in the end to as shattering a rebuke as the House of
Commons has ever heard. = It was only four words—
" Enough of this foolery "—but they were final
everyone felt that they éxpressed the'truth.

The distrust of change and experiment, beyond slight
adaptations to circumstances, which makes L ord Balfour
the greatest living representative of the Conservative
idea, in the end destroyed him as the Conservative leader.
For hewas as hostile to reaction as to revolution, and his
immortal duel with Chamberlain's coarse pushfulness,
though it defeated Protection, dethroned himself.
Whether he believed in Free trade or Protection no one
to thisday knows ; but he did not believein change. He
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wanted property to be strong and to resist Radical and
socialistic_encroachments on'it; but he knew that to
tamper with real wages would bring its revenge, and
through the mists of the argument with which he
bewildered his followersthat wise fear was plainly visible.
With this outlook, the whole force of his mind in
affairs is destructive of challenging ideas. | doubt
whether the House of Commons has ever heard a more
brilliant debater, one who could riddle a case or tear a
proposal to rags and tatters with such triumphant esse
as he could. But on the platform, where the construc-
tive motive must be assumed and heard,(his blesk
philosophy of negation left his audience cold;
He didikes action, not because he is a dreamer, but
he is a doubter, and he perplexes the minds of
,otherswith doubtsthat paralysetheir will toact. Camp-
bell- Bannerman once described to me an occasion of
national emergency in which he was caled into confer-
ence by Lord Sallsburty. " | soon saw," he said, " how
that Government functioned. Salisbury explained that
there was nothing to be done, and that if there was
anything to be done, it had better not be done. Then
Arthur Balfour's head ascended to the clouds, and he
discussad every possible course of action, and left the
matter in the ‘clouds with his head. At last Joe rose,
keen, clear, decisive, with everything cut and dried, and
determined to have his way. ~ But on this occasion |
took care that Master Joe did not have his way." This
habit of leaving the issue en I'air is illustrated by the
comment attributed to Clemenceau, who, after” Mr.
Balfour had been expressing himself with admirable
impartiality for twenty minutes on a point under dis-
cussion, looked at him perplexedly and said: " C'est
fini 7 Mais—are you for, or are you against ?" It
might be the epitaph on this fascinating figure that has
layed so illustrious a part on the stage of the world
or fifty years. " Was he for, or was he against ? "
Andyetit would not do to leaveit there. In moments
of great crisis and on the larger stage of things, he has
been rapid, ruthless and able.” He has the world mind,
free, elastic and capacious, He would have made the
greatest and | think the wisest Foreign Secretary of our
time, for the larger the scd7% of things the moré power-
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fully and Iuminouslgodoes his mind work. His appear-
ance at the Geneva Conference of the League of Nations
revealed hisintellectual stature as few things have done,
and his domination of the Washington Conference, with
his courageous yet exquisitely discreet warning to
France of the dangers of her submarine policy, made a
degp and lasting impression on America of British
statemanship at 1ts highest and best.

Whatever we may think of his phil_osoghy, or of his
theory of domestic government, he is in the great argu-
ment of the world, on the side of the angels, not merely
by the teaching of the war but by virtue of the large
enlightenment of his understanding. He said truly at
Genevathat he was aLeague of Nations man long before
the League of Nations, and | recall as one of the memor-
able utterances of our time a gpeech following the first
Venezuelan conflict with America, in 189, in which he
foreshadowed a world accommodation to which we
may hope the world is at last moving. And among the
influences which will make for that movement | count
none more sincere nor more instructed than the Lord
President of the Council.
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" WE have tamed Parliamentarism,” said Mussolini to
the fifth Fascist Congress. In that phrase he summed
up his policy and stated the issue that confronts not
Ital)é only but Europe. Dictatorship or Democracy,
the black %or the reds) shirt or the ballot paper; the
authority of force or the authority of reason ; thewill of
a despot or the consent of a people—these are the alterna-
tives that have emerged from the war.  We thought the
choice had been seftled for ever. We thought that
Parliamentarism, which had been our greatest contribu-
tion to the solution of the problem of human government,
was established beyond all risk of challenge. But the
war that shook the Kings from their thrones made the
Parliaments rock too. Four years of bloodshed had
created the habit of violence, ‘and the loss of faith in
ourselves had awakened the demand for a hero. The
world was in the mood for super-men, those strong, silent
grim fellows whose gospel is a word and a blow, " and
t' blow fost," as they say in Lancashire.

And it cannot be denied that Benito Mussolini fillsthe
part magnificently. Heisincomparably the finest actor
ontheworld's stage. He seeslife as atérrific film drama,
played before a gaping mob of rather childlike people
who want someone to worshi % someone to follow, some-
one to obey. And he s=s himself as the hero of the
drama, sublimely self-sufficient and all-powerful, despis-
ing the mob, dominating it by his own volcanic energy,
thrilling it with the emotions of the stage. Nature
equipped him for the role of the super-man with extra-
ordinary completeness, and consummate art has supplied
any deficiencies of nature. Poor Mr. Laszlo, who went
to paint him, has put on record the tremendous nature of
the experience. " When he s to you, you fed that
an electric currentisrunning through your veins."  One
can amost hear the chatter of the artist's teeth in his
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head as he prepares to commit tin's fearsome presence to
the canvas. o

It is apresence reminiscent, of course, of Napoleon ;
and Mussolini isnot the man to forget that. Every trick
of the actor isemployed to enphasse thereminder; The
dark, piercing eyes set under the straight, black eyebrows
grl1are at you with aterrible, implacable scrutiny ; the
thick, sensua lips are thrust out with a sense of sup-

ressed passion ; the formidable chin is pushed forward
0 add to the effect of a merciless resolution. 1Je comes
on to the platform with the pomp of a Roman contueror
returning from a triumphant campaign against the
Parthians or the Gauls. The trumpeters herald his
approach. He enters with the famous chin thrust out,
his face stern and unsmllm%_ms_hand plunged, Napoleon
fashion, in his shirt front, his air that of a god absorbed
in god-like contemplation. No vulgar shouting or hand-
clapping desecrates the terrific moment. The Fascisti
rise and salute him in silence, with outstretched arm,
according to the old Roman fashion. He receives the
salutation as the Sphinx might receive a bouquet.

Or s= him at a public reception—such as that of
the International Chambers of Commerce. Around the
wallsof thebrilliantly lit hall are the refreshment tables.
In the centre of the hall the visitors from man%_nanons
are gathered awaiting the coming of the Dictator,
Presently the door opens and Mussolini is seen advancing
into the'hall. His head is half turned, hisfaceisfixedin
a mask-like indifference to the scene, from his raised
right hand a flower droops to his nostrils. Around him
as he advances a group of Fascisti, each with arm out-
stretched towards the divinity, revolve in messured step
like satellites round asun. Noword is uttered. Twice
the great luminary with his attendant planets promen-
ades round the room, the head still half turned, the face
still fixed in a monumental glare. Then the [uminary
stops and the planets ceese to revolve. The god is
athirst. Flunkeys rush forward with champagne. The
Dictator tosses off a glass—two g?lassaa His revolving
suite obediently follow hisexample. Then, the function
over, the planetary motion is resumed, the door is flung
open and the Dictator disappears from the sight of his
astonished guests.
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| have dwelt upon these trifles because unless we
realise that Mussolini is a very great master of stagecraft
we shall miss the clue to the most astonishing perform-
ance that has been played on the European stage since
Napoleon trod the boards. | do not suggest that
Mussolini is as absurd as his own tomfoolery. In the
anacy of his chamber, no doubt, he laughs at it as
eartily as his European guests laughed atit.” He would
say that the Latins love these things and that when you
set out to be a hero you must dress the part, look the
Eart,. and play the part. If he, the blacksmith's son of
orli in Romagna, is not alegendary being endowed with
attributes that place him outside the commaon terms of
humanity, heis nothing but an ordinary politician who
has to argue with his foes and bargain for his place.
And as Mussolini hates arguing about anything or
bargaining with anybody, he has made himself into a
popular legend of the super-man who must be obeyed,
whose very inkpot isaskull and crossbones, whose paper
weightis a dag%er, whose eyes send " an electric current
running through your veins," whose pets are lion cubs
that would eat an?;body less heroic, and who goes into
the lion cage at the Zoological Gardens in Rome and
playswiththeformidable" [talia" asif shewereakitten,
while the other lions circulate round him as if willing
L%avglound and yet afraid to strike so visibly anointed a

But it would be absurd to suppose that he has accom-
{)Ilshed the greatest coup de theatre of our time simply b
he arts of thetheatre. ' Hewas, of course, the creature 0
events. Inavery real snse it was Lenin in Russawho
made Miissolini “dictator at Rome. Nowhere did the
idess which Lenin had brought to power in Russia
germinate more menacingly than in ltaly. In 1919
gmmedlatelty after the war, a L eninist experiment seemed
imminent there. Much of the responsibility for the
emer%ence of Fascism must be borne by the Socidists,
and the lesson of that startling episode needs to be
remembered here. _If the more moderate |leaders of the
Socialists, Turati, Treves, Modigliani, and the rest had
broken with the disciples of Lenin, there would have
been no Mussolini dictatorship and no Mussolini tyranny
to-day. But the moderates hesitated, while the éxtrem-

74



Mussolini

ists seized the metallurgical plants, prepared to occupy the
the banks, and brought the whole structure of Italianlife
to the brink of catastrophe. )

In this crisis all the moderating influences in the State
were paralysed, and Parliamentary government and the
Liberal idea were crushed between the clash of the
revolutionary and the reactionary forces. Thelatter had
their focusin Benito Mussolini who, at Milan, had begun
life as a passionate advocate of Socialism and internation-
alism, whose activities had got him into trouble which
led him to take refuge in Switzerland and Austria, where
he worked as a labourer, be(hgged for his bread, got into

rison for this, that, and the other, finally having to
eave as an undesirable alien.  He returned to Italy and
started " Class Warfare," becoming later the editor of
the Italian Avanti. He denounced patriotism. " The
proletariat must no more shed its blood for the Moloch of
patriotism,” hesaid. He savagely attacked the Socialist
(deputies who had congratul ated the King of Italy on his
es?)e.from an_attempted assassination. " Why this
hysterical sengitiveness to the fate of crowned heads ? "
he asked. " There are peoples who have sent their
ngs on permanent holiday if they have not taken
the further precaution of sending them to the guillotine.
Such peoples are in the van of progress” "

That was the Mussolini of a dozen years ago. It was
the Mussolini down to the eve of the war, for one of his
panegyrists, Signora Sarfatti, tells how, preaching revolu-
tion In the market place in June, 1914, " headless of
cavalry charges, hewasto be seenin the most conspicuous
ﬁ!a_:e, erect, motionless, his arms folded, hurling forth

isinvectiveswitheyesablaze” Butwhenthewar came,
anew Mussolini appeared, who fulminated so violently
against neutrality in the Avanti that his Socidlist col-
leagues summoned him to defend himself. He marched
into their midst, hands in pockets, with unconcesaled
contempt, was refused a hearing and then, lifting a glass
amid the uproar, crashed it on the table, cutting his hand.
Then, lifting the bleeding Iimb above him, he commanded
slence, got it, and, with his blood dnpemg’on the floor,
launched his bolts at his comrades. " Y ou hate me," he
cried, " becausethe masses|ove me, and will alwayslove
me. Y ou hound me out of the party now becauise you
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are jealous, but atime will come when I, in turn, at the
head of the masses, will drive you from the country.”

With that characteristic touch of melodrama, he
burned his Socialistic boats and started on his career as
the patriot leader, the enemy of internationalism, the
heroic Italian. He founded ‘a newspaper, fought in the
war as a corporal in the Bersaglieri, and when peece came
and the domestic convulsion followed, became the idol of
the Fascisti, and while still under forty the dictator of
Italy and the most powerful persona ruler in Europe.
Thefe had_been no such sudden leap to power since the
young artillery officer of Ajaccio rode Europe like a
whirlwind acenturY and a quarter ago. . o

It cannot be fairly denied that up to this point his
action had been defensible and beneficia to the interests
of the country.  The machine of government had almost
ceesed to function, and the socid fabric was crumbling
visibly to ruin.  Only some such drastic surgical opera-
tion as this could underpin the system, check the rush
into the abyss, and restore the equilibrium of things.
All the evidence goes to show that the immediate effect
was good. It stopped the rot, restored confidence,
enabled the activities of life to go on, gave the nation a
breathing space.  As an episode it was ma%mﬂcent: as
apolicy 1t was as intolerable as any other tyranny.

If Mussolini had been a great ‘man of "the Cavour
tradition, he would have used” his coup d'état to tide the
country over itstime of peril and, having reached smooth
water, 'to re-establish the authority of Parliament and
the reign of constitutionalism. _But the terrific egotism
of the man forbade such a sacrifice of self. It takes a
very great man in such circumstances to resist the temp-
tation to play Napoleon, and Mussolini is not a very great
man, but a very great actor. _Ital)éhad become 'his by
gght of conquest, and his principles being of the sort that

Justed themselves to his personal interests he proceeded
to establish his dictatorship on the black-shirt basis.

The King, humiliated, ignored, reduced to a pupget
of the palace, was allowed to remain as a harmless symbol
of Mussolini's Roman triumph. Parliament, no longer
freely elected, but the creation of Mussolini's own decress,
was left as a mere registrar of the dictator, that could be
summoned at a word from the potentate of the Paazzo
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Chigi to ratify any monstrous invasion of the public
liberties. The Press was put m chains, the Civil ice
converted into an instrument of the despotism. The
whole power in the State passed from Parliament to an
armed minority who cudgel and purge with castor-oil
anyone suspected of activities hostile to the dictator.
Ross, the former secretary of Mussolini and himself
accused of complicity in the Matteotti murder, has pub-
lished a statement in which he charges Mussolini with
issuing orders for the cu_oégellmg of public men like
Amendola, who hassincediedin exilefrom thebrutalities
he suffered, Misun and Forni; with decreeing the
destruction of Catholic clubs and the " purging and
cudgelling " of subscribers to the Avanh—the journal he
edited in his Socialist days—and with even darker crimes.

Ifitisthe Imperialism ol Caesr and the histrionics of
Napoleon that Mussolini most conscioudly hasin mind,
he does not forbid the comparison of himself with Lenin.
It is ajust comparison in one sense, for Mussolini and
Lenin are the most remarkable portents thrown up by
the war, and they are remarkable primarily for a simi-
larity of aim. Both repudiated the idea of democracy,
embaodied in representative goyernment working through
aParhamentagK_system, and aimed at government vested
in a dictatorship and resting on the tyranny of an
organised and armed minority. In a word, they were
both, before anything esg, rebels against the conception
of government” which is expresssd by the idea of
liberalism. " In Russia and in Italy," 'says Mussolini,
" it has been proved that it is possble to govern outside,
above, and against all liberal ideology.” (Observe the
adoption of Napoleon's favourite term of contempt for
the liberals: " Necker is an ideologist,” " Lafayette is
an ideologist.") "Wedonot bother ourselves one whit
about_public opinion." Liberty is a dead creed and
Mazzini and Cavour poor ghosts of the Risorgimento.
" Fascism has aready trodden," he writes, ™ and if
necessary will calml?; tread again, on the more or less
decaying corpse of the Goddess of Liberty."

But though in this sene of hostility to liberalism
Mussolini and Lenin were at one, no two men could be
more dissimilar in character and temper. Lenin was a
bleak abstraction of aman. Histheory was hisdivinity
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and_hew_orsh;ﬁped itwith asingle-minded passion. His
lifein exile had been spent in formul ating histheory into
a system or a religion, and the apotheosishe sought was
not of himself, but of his fanatical faith. He had no
ambition for power except as the instrument of his
doctrine, and his whole personality was subordinate to
his cause. He was as ruthless and unscrupulous as
Mussolini, but his ruthlessncss and unscrupulousness
were the servants of atyrannical idea, never of persona
ambition.

But Mussolini is a colossd egotist to whom personal
ascendency iseverything and principles and theories mere
countersonthetable. Hessshimself, like Napoleon, as
the" Man of Destiny," and though his rhetoric has none
of the keen, and often profound, wisdom of Napoleon's,
it has the same quality of self-exaltation. He does not
appeal to men to diefor a cause. He appeds to them
to die for a hero—for himself. " If | advance, follow
.me" hecries; " if | retreat, kill me; if | die,_avenge
me." His most extrava%ant eulogist, Signora Sarfattl,
says that " ambition is the only trouble that gnaws at
hisvitals," and gives asthe clue to his career the passion
for power—" power over other men, power for its own
sake, not as a means to an end, but as the conquerors of
history have aways loved it." His talk often sounds
like the ravings of the insane, imagined by Nietzsche on
the threshold of the madhouse. Tt is not so much an
imitation of Napoleon as a grotesque travesty of Napo-
leon. Ever%_student of Napoleon will recal the terrific

_ in which he poured scorn on the idea of love and
riendship and declared that he had never had a friend
nor had cared for anyone, except " perhaps a little for
Joseph because he weas his elder brother,” and for Duroc
because of the cold mercilessness of his spirit—" the
fellow never shed atear.” Itisaterrifying picture, but
thereisinit aseverity of form and asimpleveracity that
make it sm%narly. impressive. Compare it with this
utterance of Mussalini (I quotefromthe Sarfatti life) :

If the Eternal Father wereto say tome™ | am your friend,”
| would put up my fiststo Him. . . . IT my own father were
to come back to theworld I would not place my trust in him.
. ... | am obsessd by thiswild desre—it conslimes my whole
being. | want to make a mark on my erawith my wifl, likea
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lionwithitsclaw. A mark likethis! (scratching the cover of
achairback from end to end).
and we s the cold realism of Napoleon turned into the
terms of delirium. Or rather they would be the terms
of delirium if they were not the terms of melodrama.
For it is necessary to repeat that Mussolini is before
everything dse an actor who adapts his accents to his
audiénce. "It is that fact that should qualify our judg-
ment of his volcanic artistry. We ae a humdrum
people, who are accustomed to confine our histrionics to
the theatre and our lions to the Zoo and would doubt Mr.
Baldwin's sanity if he b?an scratching the furniture to
show what a deadly claw he possesed. ~ But the Italians
have a different taste in public conduct, and Mussolini is
Probably correct in believing that they are not c?/et g{pe
or the tradition of self-government and that undramatic
demeanour in statesmanship to which we have become
habituated. ) o )
~ But though he is primarily an actor, it would be
idle to deny that Mussolini has many of the characters of
grestness. ©~ Whatever infamies have been associated
with his rule, it is obvious that something more than
charl atanrY and thejudicious administration of castor-oil
have enabled him to establish for so long the most
unequivocal dictatorship that has been introduced in
Europe for a hundred years. He was, of course, the
creature, of events; but though it was the events that
Gave him his opportunity it was his own intrepid spirit
that enabled him to harnéss those events to his imperious
ambition. Anditisthe force of his personality that has
kept him in the saddle and made him the most formidable
roblem that engages the minds and awakens the fears of
uropean statesmen.  For like all usurpers of power, he
cannot afford to stand still. "My power would fall were
| notto gjsp ort |tat‘)jy new achievements," said Napoleon.
" Conquest has made me what | am, and conquest must
maintain me." And in the effort to maintain his power
Mussolini, who models himself so ostentatiously on the
Napoleonic formulae, casts his eye abroad for the adven-
tures which will preserve his authority at home. He
must provide his people with sport and give them
" circuses " if he is to keep their idolatry, and so his
language in Europe assumes the god-like accents of the
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ex-Kaiser. He talks of the Mediterranean as if it were
an Italian lake and he summons up visions of a Roman
Empire that shall rival the dominion of the Ceesars
The urge of persona ambition, unrelated to any philo-
sophy of affairs, drives him on and makes him the more
dangerous. He knows that he is an incident, not an
institution. And being an incident, self-exploitation is
unfettered by considerations of past or future. He is
not engaged 1n building up asystem that has itsrootsin
the past or any permanence in the time to come. Heis
in a great adventure whose splendours will be
exhausted in his own person. He knows the frail tenure
of his power, and his star must be kept in the ascendant by
all the artifices at his command. " | must dazzle and
astonish. If | were to give liberty to the Press my
power could not last three days." How perfectly the
Napoleonic obiter dicta express the whole Mussolini
philosophy of action. He has followed in the wake of
one convulsion as his prototype followed in the wake of
another, and he will dissppear as completely. He
will remain in history as a salf-contained episode, contri-
buting something, perhaps to solve a temporary crisis
in the affairs of a nation, but contributing nothing to
unravelling the problem of human government. Napo-
leon had afifteen years runin the dictatorship of Europe
before the world, both within France and without, cried
withonevoice, " Assezde Bonaparte! * Hewouldbea
daring prophet who would forecast so long a tenure for
the brilliant actor who dwells with his lion cubsin the
Pdazzo Chigi.
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II. ARNOLD BENNETT

THEfirst significant fact about Mr. Arnold Bennett is
that his front name is Enoch. The next most si gnificant
fact is that he has shed the Enoch and chooses to be
known only by his second name, Arnold. 1 call these
facts significant, because unless we redise that there
is an Enoch Bennett we shall not understand Arnold
Bennett. |t doesnot follow, because Mr. Enoch Bennett
has dropped out of the title of the firm, that he no longer
exists. It does not even follow that he is a deeping
partner in the concern of which hisjunior, Mr. Arnold
Bennett, is the brilliant and spectacular head. Mr.
Enoch is not in the least spectacular, but Mr. Arnold
would be the last to deny that he is active, and that his
part in the affairs of the firm is important.

Mr. Enoch is the patient, industrious artisan who
brings the raw material out of which his artist brother
fashions his masterpieces.  He is the unassuming partner
who supplies the homely virtues without which the
other's genius would lose much of its steady luminance
and power. And he is the invincible provincial whom
the great world has never conquered, and who looks
askence' and critically at the Vanity Fair in which Mr.
Arnold has plunged with such insatiable appetite and
zest. If there had been no Enoch, of whose quiet,
solid, and modest parts only his intimates have a clear
view, there would have been no dazzling Arnold with
his inexhaustible delight in all the glamour of life, and
his engaging sweagger.

For it is the incurable homdiness and naiveté that
lie at the roots of his character that give Mr. Bennett
his freshness of vision and his childlike astonishment
at the wonderful thing that has happened to him. He
st out as a boy from the provinces to conquer the great
wotld and live spacioudly in its Grand Babylon hotels,
and ?aving doneit, he retains the fervour of the adven-
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ture, the youthful vividness of his impressions, the
intense curiosity about life that make everything he
does so alive. . . _

“He interests us because he is so amazingly interested
himself. He recites the contents of a drapery shop
with such enthusiasm that the picture becomes a vivid

sonal experience of our own. We may have seen a

undred drapery shops oursalves without” emotion and
without interest; but here is a drapery shop called up
out of the past that, by some magic, is as fascinating as
afairy tale. He docs not achievethismiracle as Dickens
achievedit, by personifyi ngnl nanimate things, by making
them fantastically alive ; he achieves it by the medium
of his own unfailing interest in his theme, whatever it
happens to be, and by the incomparable simplicity and
directness of the relation.

It is the ordinary things of life that he makes so
extraordmarP/. He does not say with Byron " | want a
hero" ; still less does he want sensational action. The
movement of his narrative—I spesk of his great novels,
not of his pot-boiling " Lilians™ and " Pretty Ladies,”
or of his gay fantases—is almost as uneventful as that
of Jane Austen, and | recall only one heroic figure in
al his work—that of Elsie, the poor " slavey" in
" Riceyman Steps,” It is the commonplaces of life, and
the commonhplace men and women that journey through
life, that he trandates in the alembic of hisimagination.
The people are often unpleasant People whom you would
loathe to meet in life. " You fed asif they were your
relatives and you disliked them,"” as Punch observed
of the " Clayhanger" family. Mr. Bennett neither
likes them nor didlikes them. He is only profoundly
interested in them, as Fabre is interested In wasps and
spiders, and he fills us with the contagion of his curiosity.

He is like a child at a fair, passng from bobth to
booth with devouring apﬁetlte to s and experience. He
not only wants to know how things are done ; he must
know how to do them. It is not enough to admire
pictures ;: he must paint them. He must provide his
own music, sail hisown boat, engross his own conveyance
(for, the son of a solicitor, r%%egan lifein a lawyer's
office and won the esteem of his employers by his ingen-
uity in drawing up bills of cgzsts), write his own criticism.
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He will explain the art of the barber to you and tell you
wherein the Italian barber surpasses the Dutch barber.
He has as precise notions on the making of tea as he has
on the writing of plays, and, with him, it is never too
late to learn anything or everything. | met him not
long ago and meéntioned that | ‘wanted a subject for an
article. " I'll give you one” he said. " [ am fifty-
seven and a half years’; 1 am thirteen stone ; and | have
just come from a dancing lesson,”

In conversation he docs not argue : he delivers judg-
ments from the bench, generally in words of one syllable,
and, aided by an inimitable stammer, he delivers them
very well. "His vanity would be staggering if the
modesty of Enoch did not pull him by the deeve, laugh
at him, and leave you wondering whether this challeng-
ing, Cyrano bearing is not after all the pose of a shy
and diffident man.  He cultivates an amost truculent
veracity, and will not be assumed to be what he is not
or to know what he does not. For though he is vain,
he is the least ailected. of men. Monsieur Jourdain said
that of course he knew Latin, but asked his companion
totrandate asif hedid not know. Mr. Bennett indulges
in no make-believe of that sort. That is I :
although Arnold does all the shop-window business, it
is Enoch who has the last word. Arnold would have you
know that he is a person who has nothing whatever to
learn, but Enoch pricks the bubble of imposture with
his incurable and obstinate candour. Take an illustra-
tion of how the partnership works. In an on
Shelley in " More Things That Have Interested Me,"
Mr. Bennett says:

Conddered as a study in the essentia frivol'st%dof «f-
complacent theorists, M. Maurois book [on IQ/J IS
masterly, ruthless, sde splitting absorbing. . .. | count his
book asan antidote to Dowdcn (not that | have read Dowden,
or ever shdl, but ane has ones notion of Dowden).

The omniscient Mr. Arnold pronounces a pontifical

judgment on his subject and, by way of sustaining and

enriching that judgment with an air of large reserves of

knowledge, he compares the book with Dowden, whom

he dismisses with a cavalier wave of his hand. " But

you haven't read Dowden," says Enoch stubbornly.
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" You have only heard his name. This sham jewellery
won't do, brother. It must come out.” Mr. Arnold
pleads to be alowed to keep his flourishin. " Well, if
you keepitin| shall tell thetruth aboutit," says Enoch,
and accordingly heinserts” not that | have read Dowden,
or ever shall,” to which, when Enoch's back is turned the
unblushing Arnold appends " but one has one's notion
of Dowden."

The world of his perceptions is the only world that
aga(];es r. Bennett's mind. In this r e is
wholly unlike his contemporaries, H. G. Wells and
Bernard Shaw, whose main interests are not in people
butinideas. Mr. Wellsis aways busy with his broom,
SNeeplgi? the cobwebs out of the sky of afatuous world.
He is salisfied with nothing, and if he is not inventing a
new God he is growing apoplectic over the endowment
of motherhood or the virtues of proportional representa
tion as the latest short cut to his matter-of-fact New
Jerusalem.  We grow breathless in the attempt to keep
pace with the new editions of his Book of Revelation.

“Mr. Bennett has none of this feverish unrest and
discontent. He is neither a teacher, nor a missonary,
nor a philosopher, but an artist recording the ?ageant of
life as'it passes before him. ¢ The function of literature,
in his view, is to interpret |ife if.is. not as it outght to
be, and its, highest achievement is the enlargement of
Our vjsion pf redlity,, If hehasa™ messge at all, "it
iS the modest one expressed in his remark that ™ What
| am aways wanting to make people s is that the
worlds a jolly fine place." He Is frankly, almost
arrogal ity of theear rty. He must see and touch,
taste and smell, before his mind is engaged, and the
atmosphere of dreams and speculation has no attraction
for him. Why worry about the inscrutable, when there
is this tumultuous, ‘many-coloured world to be seen,
enjoyed, and painted ? The question of afuture lifeis
one of those questions which do not interest him, " for
%lou cannot settle them,” and his defiant realism will
ake no refuge in what baffles proof and reason. " | was
an absolutely irreligious person, and still am," he has
said, when referring to the experiences of his childhood
and %puth, pasd In that severe Nonconformist setting
of which he has given such vivid pictures.
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And with this dogmatic realisn goes a calculated
rejection of sentimentalism and even sentiment. | have
sad that he is not a philosopher, but by that | do not
mean that he has not a persona philosophy of life. | do
not know anyone who strikes me as having a more
precise code of conduct.  Itisamixtureof Epicurismand
Stoicism. He has an inordinate delight in life, but he
geds himsdlf against its agonies. He takesits joy, but
refusesitsterrors.  If there are tears in things, let others
shed them. Hiswork is coldly, renmorsdesdy objective,
and his own persond carriage is indifferent to the blows
of fate. He not only bears the misfortunes of others
with fortitude : he bears his own with the same tiff lip
and untroubled front. He has never worn the white
feather. He can stand failure that would crush others
without the quiver of a muscle, and though he loves the
Grand Babylon Hotel, | am sure that if he were taken
thence to the stake in Trafalgar Square, he would go
without asking pity from others or conceding it to
himsdf. " Well, thisis what lifeis,” he would say with
his own Congtance Povey on her death bed.

There is a passsge in " The Matador of the Five
Towns " which expressss this doofness from the inciden-
tal, this vision of life as an enormous, mysterious, but
thrilling show. The narrator has been waiting in the
parlour of the Foaming Quart, while upstairs his friend,
Dr. Stirling, hes been officiating a a confinement.
.Twins are born’j but the mother dies, and the doctor
drives back in the early morning to Bursley with his
friend, who describes the descent into the valley, the
frost on the trees, the sound of the many bdls (it is
Sunday), the children going to Sunday School, and all
the drab colour and movement of the new day :

" | enjoyed all this. Al thisssamed to meto be fine,
ssemed to throw off the true, fine, romantic savour of
life. | would have altered nothinginit. Mean, harsh,
ugly, squalid, crude, barbaric—yes, but what an intoxi-
cating sen== in it of the organised vitality of a vast
community unconscious of itself ! | would have altered
nothing even in the events of the night. | thought of
the rooms at the top of the saircase of the Foaming
Quart—mysterious roomswhich 1 had not seen and never
should se2 recondite rooms Irom which a soul had
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dipped away and into which two others had come, scenes
of anguish and frustrated effort! Historical rooms,
surely’! - And yet not a house of the hundreds of housess
past which we slid but_posssssad rooms ennobled and

e august by happenlcg%s exactly as impressve in
their tremendous inexplicableness.” ~

It istime to return to Enoch. If it is Arnold who
hes gone out like " The Card " to beard the world and

the Grand Babylon Hotel, itis plain Enoch who
done the donkey work of the adventure. For Mr.
Bennett's_?auus is congpicuoudy that which consgts of
the capacity for taking infinite’pains. That is the true
secret of Mr. Bennetl's achievement. | have known
more brilliant men—many men who have struck me as
having grester natural gifts. | have never known
oneé who ssamed to mie to have done so much by
patient labour to enhance his natural parts. His cocki-
Ness is a poe: behind that ddightful swagger is the
mogt sncere and deliberate of craftsmen, incessantly
industrious, distressingly orderly, distributing his time
with rigorous economy;” his eyé, with the drooping lid
and considering dl taking in the play around him;
his notebook ever handy to receive hisimpressons while
they are fresh ; a hedonist by taste but a martinet by
will, hatln%sloppqness in others, but still more in him-
odf ; working with undeviating loyalty to the limited
but rigorous code by which he'livés.

Thereis nothing shoddy or sham about his singularly
English nature. He is as plain as his own beautiful
pencraft, and | know no one who would pass better that
crucial test of (I think) WhateI%/: "1 1 makes all the
difference in life whether we put truth in the first place
or the second.” Mr. Bennelt never puts truth as he
s it in the second place. His judgments are often
wrong and his opinions often quedtionable, but no one
ever doubted hisword, and falsity shrivelsin his presence.
In spite of his externa hardness, he is one of those rare
men to whom you would go, not when you had a mere

rievance againg fate, for he hates weakness, but when

e pillars ot your firmament were falling, and to whom
?/o_u would not go in vain. For though he disowns the
faith of his childhood, he still carries the signature of
its stern moralities, and draws, like his own Sophia

86



Arnold Bennett

Baines in her desperate plight, upon the " accumulated
strength of generations of honest living."

And 0, while | delight in Arnold, " The Card," it is
Enoch whom | redlly love. And itiswith pleasure that
| restore his name to the shop front of the firm.
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12 EARL HAIG

THERE is no more shadowy and indefinitefigurein the
events_ of our time than that of the man who, in
the military ssnse, played the leading British role in
those eventS.  From the background ot the Napoleonic
wars the personality of Wellington stands out shar,
and clear, an abrupt, masterful man who made
up for his brevity of speech by the strength of his
Imguage and whose hard deCisveness of  thought
and action live in the appropriate soubriquet of
the " Iron Duke." And so, out of the welter of other
wars, there aways emerged one figure that seemed to
dominate events, to personify the action and to hold
the attention—Clive, Wolfe,” Marlborough, Cromwell.
But in the records of the grestest war in which this
country hes ever been mg?ed there is no presence that
hes seized the public mind or seams likely to make an
impresson on the mind of history. The fact is the
more remarkable because it has sedom happened that
one man hes tilled the leading part so uninterruptedly
in awar as Earl Haig did. ith the exception of the
first year of the war, when he held the second position
in the field, he was Commander-in-Chief throughout.
He saw the mighty struggle through from the first day
to thelast, and he emerged fromitwith as unequivoca
a triumph as ever fell to any British commander.
Neverthdess heislittle more than a [great name, vague,
amost impersond, a sort of ghostly presence which
no clear outline and no brave coloursto the mind.
as he a great ad ?Washe even %gooddgmerd ?
The questionis still open and controverted, and | do not
hope to solve a problem which has puzzled far more
experienced minds. Part of the perplexity is no doubt
due to the change in the methods ‘and magnitude of war.
The day of the Cassas and Hannibals and Napoleons
hes gone for ever. The swift movement of small,
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professona armies, with its possibilities of surprise and
decisive overthrow, has given place to the dow, grinding
war of attrition in which the motive is not so much the
capture of positions as the exhaustion of the life of
nations, and in this new kind of warfare there is no
place for the romantic hero who by a sudden inspiration
turns the tide of battle and settles the fate of empires.
The stience of war is governed by the material of war,
and a century of scientific discoveries has made the
scientist, the chemist, and the engineer, rather than the
soldier, the rea potentates of war. The man who can
invent the most deadly.%as is in future more important
in war than any Hannibal or Napoleon.

But apart from this vast change that has come over
the character of war, there 1s a more persond
explanation of the fact to which | refer. It isin the
character and temperament of Lord Haig himself.
When, just before the Battle of Loos, | was being
motored to his headquarters not far from Festubert,
the generdl who accompanied me grew elogquent on
the subject of his chief. ™ You will find him," he said,
in finishing his eulo%, " not only a great soldier but a

reat gentleman,” hatever doubts might linger on
thefirst point there could be none on the second.  Noth-
ing could be more remote from the conventional idea
of the great commander in the midst of war than the
cam amosphere which the éjersonallt of Douglas
Haig exhaled. He looked—and still looks—young for
his years, afact due to the smooth, untroubled character
of the face.

The first impression is certainly not one of force,
still less of egotism. The forward thrust of the heavy
chin is more than countered by the mild candour and
kindliness of the blue-grey eyes.  His manner had no
hintin it of the rough life of camps, but was attuned to
the note of the family lawyer or the family physician.
It was quiet, temperately assured, entirely unaggressive.
| do not know whether "he has ever been’known to lose
his temper ; but it is impossible to associate any un-
governable passion, anger, fear, resentment, jealousy,
with that disciplined bearing. It was a manner which
seemed to persuade rather than to command, to express
itself by suggestion rather than emphasis, and which
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diffused a certain air of sweet reasonableness and open-
mindedness about him. | felt that it would be difficult
to make a breach in that armour of panoplied courtesy
which at once put you at your esse, won your confidence
and loosened your tongue. He talked Iin quiet tones,
simply, sincerely, without exaqgerailon or dogmatism,
and he was a good listener. He laughed little, but
smiled revealingly. It was a smile that could be a
rebuke without a word being uttered and without a
wound to the fedlings. It was as though he at once
corrected you and forgave you. Garrulousness, cock-
ureness, bumptiousness, assertiveness withered In that
urbane atmosphere.

He did not impress me then, or afterwards, as a great
man, but he impressed me as a wise man, the sort of
man who might make mistakes, but not foolish mistakes,
who was the victim neither of impulse nor vanity, who
would face facts with plain, undistracted scrutiny, and
having come to a decision could be relied on, In the
words of another famous soldier, " to fight it out on
that lineif it takes all summer," .

It follows from this that, whatever the military
merits of Haig, he was not the type of man to project
his personality across the footlights. He had no
dramatic ?Ift, no sne of the theatre, no political
instinct. 1 do not say this to his discredit. | say it to
his honour. 1n a somewhat patronising sketch of Lord
Haig, Lord Birkenhead has formulated the view that
there can be no great soldier who is not dso a great
statesman and that, inferentially, the great statesman
is ipso facto a great soldier. It is'a comfortable doctrine
for the eminent statesman, but it is not supported b¥ a
survey of the history of the war, and there is in the
public mind as well-grounded a distrust of the political
soldier as there isin the Army of the amateur strategist.
No breath of suspicion of political manoeuvring ever
touched Sir Douglas Haig, and his entire disregard of
the arts of advertisement has to be borne in mind in
attempting an estimate of his merits and services. Had
he cultivated parties or the Press durln%the years in
which his own fate as well as the fate of Europe was in
the balance, he would not £ave done his work better,
but he would have fortified his own position, he would
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have been less vulnerable to intrigue, and he would
have made himself more actual and intelligible to the
public mind. . o

But both during the war and since, often in circum-
gtances the injustice of which few men would have been
able to resist, he has preserved a steady doofness from
the field of controversy and has left his reputation to
take care of itself. As the air clears and the larger
issues of the struggle become defined, that reputation
does not suffer. Lord Birkenhead spesks oi the " whole
Paschendde offensive, futile in its results and bloody
initsconseguences” as" atragicillustration of obstinate
error," and of the prolongation of the Battle of the
Somme, " entirely Indefensible in its inception,” as
" one of the greatést follies of the war." Lord Birken-
head is here of course speaking from a brief, but a more
cruel and grotesque travesty of the truth could hardly
be conceived. Its aim is Clear. It is to justify that
political control of strategy which marked the later
phaeses of the war.

It is not true that the Battle of the Somme was
" entirely indefensible in its inception.” It is not true
that it was " one of the greatest follies of the war,"
The Battle of the Somme was notoriously the answer
to the Battle of Verdun. It was the heroic attempt
and the successful attempt to save the French by divert-
ing the German offensve on the Meuse to a defensve
on the Somme. It was so successful that—as we now
know from Ludendorff's book—the Germans at the end
of 1916 knew that in a military snse their fate wes
sedled.  If the sequel to that campaign on the Somme
had been carried out as Ludendorff feared it would be
carried out, and as Jorfre and Hajgi intended it to be
carried out, it is more than argusble that a military
decision would havefollowedin 1917.

But the political coup in London, in November, 1916,
changed the whole strategy. Joffré's plans were
scrapped ; the politicians took command ; the sacrifices
on the Somme were converted into fruitless sacrifices ;
there followed a brand new strategy, and the lamentable
fiasco associated with the name of Nivelle, which nearl
brought France to the ground. And it was 0
this reversal of policy and this tragedy of errors that
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the tragedy of Paschendde was enacted. It was a
desperate attempt, delayed till the autumn and defeated
by the weather, to recover the ground that had been
lost, not by Haig, but by those politicians who had
scrapped the soldiers strategy and substituted their own.

And the more the crisis of 1918 is studied the more
the historian will support Haig and condemn his political
masters. The catastrophe to the Fifth Army was the
.work of politicians who, in the pursuit of a decision in
the East, had fatally weakened the Western front, and
the establishment of unity of control at the eleventh
hour, which done saved afatal breach inthe Allied line,
was due to Haig as much as to Milner. Nor must it
be forgotten that it was Haig who ended the war in
1918 "At the beginning of September, both the
authorities at Versalles and our own Government were
convinced that victory was not possble before 1919,
and the arrival of more Americans. Haig insisted that
he had the measure of the enemy and could break
through the Hindenberg line. He was allowed to make
the aftempt on condition that he took the entire
responsibility on himself—" heads | win, tails you lose."
He knew that he had been long marked for daughter,
and that failure would be the end of his career : but he
took the risk, and the collapse of the Germans and the
abrupt end of the war sustain his title to bold and
imaginative generaship.

I't would be absurd to suggest that history will rank
him with the masters of war, or will attribute to him
the quality of genius. He did not inspire men by the
fervour of his spirit or solve great problems by the light
of inspiration. His gifts are not intellectual, but moral.
He is a slow-thinking, prudent Scotsman, a trifle con-
servative in his habit of mind—witness his obstinate
belief in the cavalry arm—not very ready to accept new
ideas or to reject old ones; but painstaking, wise,
imperturbable, firm in the dark hour and modest in the
hour of \_/|_ctor%; free from the vices of envy, jealousy,
and ambition that so often play havoc with greater men
than he is; never subordinating the cause to baser
considerations, patient under misrepresentation and
injustice, and strong enough to resist the temptation to
retaliate.
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I find that the list of his virtues is of a negative kind ;
but the total is positive. If it does not bear the sSigna-
ture of genius it betokens a character that stands the
wear and tear of time and the vicissitudes of fortune
better than ill-regulated genius. He was the only
commander of any army who lived through all the
mighty ordeal unshaken, and he emerged with a victory
as complete as any in history. | doubt whether genius
of the most resplendent sort would have done as much.
It could not have done more.
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IT is the pleasant custom of descriptive writers when
they wish'to say something complimentary about Sir
Audten Chamberlain to trace the resamblance he bears
to his famous father. The truth of courseis that in all
essentid  particulars two men more dissimilar could
hardly be found in a day's march. Jossph wore an
gye-glass and an orchid and Sir Austen wear's an eyeglass
and an orchid, and that is about the beginning and the
end of the likeness. As Fluellen would %}i[ there is
an M in Monmouth and an M in Macedon. Thatisall.

When Joseph Chamberlain came_ into the House of
Commons, with his long ams hanging loosdly from his
forward doping shoulders, his head “cocked up with
that foxy aertness that ssemed to take in the whole
landscapé of things a a glance, the adventurous nose
amogt visibly scenting his preY_, his cold, calculating,
disdainful eye shooting its Tightnings around the
Chamber, he brought with him an air charged with
electricity. Youmight hate him, or fear him, or admire
him. But you could not ignore him. You watched
his motions. Y ou wondered what game he was up to
now. He kept you expectant, mysiified, waiting -for
the bolt that would be hurled you knew not where or
how. When he spoke, he spoke in a soft, velvety voice
that gave a curioudly sinister effect to the cold sted of
his words. No man said harsher things about his
opponentsh or stated more questionable facts, but he
never withdrew and he never apologised. Right or
wrong, " What | have said | have said." Let it stand.
He disowned every policy and principle he had once
held, but he never sad that he had been in the wrong
or admitted that he had changed his mind. The facts
had changed, experiences had changed, principles had
lost their validity; he had not changed. 'He would not
tolerate a superior or suffer arival near the throne.  If
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he could not rule, he would not serve, and the whole
record of his lifeis that of a powerful disintegrating,
explosive force that broke parties and policies and men
with a scornful indifference to consequences.

Now in all these respects there could not be a greater
contrast than that presented by Sir Austen Chamberlain.
He comes or goes and the calm of the House is equally
unruffled. Even in externals he is, in spite of a certain
facial resemblance, singularly unlike his father. He
stands square shouldered and erect as a grenadier. His
voice has no hint of that soft sibilant hiss which added
sting to Joseph's most merciless thrusts. It is ponder-
ous and a little muffled. The movements of his mind
are ponderous too. One may amost hear the creaking
of the machinery. So far from being a disturber of the

or areckless adventurer, he isthe mirror of good
orm and the respecter of tradition. He is the last
reminiscence'of Victorian correctitude |eft in the House
of Commons. He perspires respectability, and he would
as soon think of surrendering his silk hat as he would
of outraging the Union Jack.” One feds that he regards
the silk hat as a pillar of the constitution, a symbol of
that dignity of things which is the essence of statesman-
ship. Tt iS not inappropriate that his first recorded
achievement in the House was associated with silk hats
—lots of silk hats. He had just entered Parliament
thirty-four years ago and was Junior Whip to the
Liberal Unionists. They were stormy d;ys, the House
was crowded, the Liberal Unionists insisted on sitting
on the Liberal benches and the difficulty of securing
places was great. He invented a device for the emerg-
ency. Itisrecorded that he arrived early at the House
inafour-whedler full of silk hats, which heduly deposited
on the Government side.

His deportment in all respects errs on the sde of
perfection. It makes the air just a trifle stifling, and
an interruption from Will Thorne or David Kirkwood,
even arude interruption, awelcomerelief. The normal
man cannot be always on his best behaviour. He must
occasionally unbend. But Sir Austen Chamberlain
never unbends. When | s him sitting side by side
with Mr. Amery on the Treasury bench | am incon-
tinently reminded of a famous picture of Landseer's,
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with Sir Austen in the r6le of "Dignity,” and |
am bound to confessthat hefillsit with distinction.

| have dgressed this point of bearing somewhat
because it helps to explain Sir Austen's part in the public
life of histime. But | do not wish to overdress it.
O'Conndl said that an Englishman had all the qualities
of a poker—except its occasonal warmth. That would
not be true of Sir Austen. He is stiff and formal; but
he has warmtl,'and he has kindness. If it is true of
his father that he said more vindictive things than any
man of his time, it is no less true to say that he himself
has said as few unkind and unfair things as any man who
has been in public life so long. | do not think he hes
the gift for saying them. | am sure that he has not the
taste for saying them. He is scrupuloudy fair. Heis
truthful, not only in form, but in intention. | have
never known him conscioudy to midead the House
And what is even more rare, | have never known him
deliberately to cultivate a comfortable deception.

Thee ae great and honourable attributes. They
explain much. And there is another feature of his
philosophy of conduct still more admirable. His father
had the courage to refuse to withdraw, confess, gpologise.
Sir Austen has the higher courage to say " Peccavi."
He has said it not furtively and haf-heartedly, but
stoutly, firmly. And he has said it in circumstances in
which he could have remained silent, which means that
he felt that it ought to be said, even though it reflected
not only on his own past, but on that of his father, his
devotion to whom is notorious.

And his confessons have not been on sde isues;
but on the mgjor issues of hiscareer.  Three events have
dominated his political life—Home Rule, the Boer War,
Tariff Reform. On all these issues he frankly followed
his father'slead. Filial piety is an excelent thing, but
filial servitude is a bad thing. | once knew a man who
said : " Inall the difficulties of life, | take my father for
my guide. | consder what he would have done—and
then do the opposite. Inthat way | keep fairly straight.”
Sir Austen's record would have been better if he had had
the same independence. On the two great questions
which filled the first haf of his Parliamentary life he hes
publicly recanted by word and deed. He was one of the
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Cabinet that gave Home Rule to Ireland. He was, 1
believe, the member of that Cabinet who most decisively
revolted against the Black-and-Tan shame, and whose
revolt turned the current of policy into the Home Rule
channel. And on that noblest achievement of modern
statesmanship, the grant of sdf-government to South
Q‘frica he has pronounced his own judgment upon him-
Therecamea e of Government, and by a grest act of

daring faith they conferred upon our recent enemies . . . full

self-government. | voted against them. = That is the vote |

would undo if | could undo a vote once given.

That was finely said, and the two incidents make a
fairly complete repudiation of his own past and of his
father's statesmanship. There remains Tariff Reform,
and here hisrecord is more equivocal. In 1922, he ssemed
to have emancipated himsalf from hislast rag of thraldom
to_dhis father's imperious but mistaken judgment. He
sad:

In a world where what you want is not to defend yourself
against competition, but to find anyone who isin a position to
purchase your and to place orderswithyou . . . togo
out withthe old programme of Tariff Reform . . . ssamsto
me perfect madness.

But ayear later, when Mr. Baldwin made his memor-
able plunge into Protection, he retracted his retraction :
In the face of existing situation, | agree with the Prime

Minister that our first duty and the essenfiad duty isto protect
our home market.

There is one other incident of his career which reflects
credit on his attitude to publiclife. When the exposure
of the maladministration of the Mesopotamial! campaign
during the war was made, he resigned his post as Secre-
tary for India, not because he was personally responsible
for the maladministration, but because he was the
official head of the department which was culpable. And
finally, before we cometo what all this sgnifies, it hasto
be put on record that his loyalty to his colleegues—no
mean part of statesmanship If it is duly subservient to
the still higher loyalty to the public interest—is above
reproach. He has never played for his own hand.
When Mr. Balfour was hooted out of the Conservative
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leadership by the Press he might have regarded the
reversion as his own, but Mr. Walter Long wanted it,
and heyielded to atertium quid solution in the person of
Mr. Bonar Law without murmur and with perfect

temper. And again, when the Coalition fell he stood
by Mr. LIoyd George, and once more saw the leadership
of his party pass from him, first to Mr. Bonar Law, and
then to Mr. Baldwin. He is not a sdf-seeker. And
if he were his mental operations are too dow and his
political strategy too negligible to enable him to succeed.

What valuation are we to put upon the personality
that emerges from this survey ? It would obviously
be unjust to regard him as being wholly responsible for
the mistakes of the first half of his career. He had the
misfortune to be the son of a famous man who had an
unrivalled power of imposing his will on others. Until
that other vanished from the scene Sir Austen was only
the obedient echo of hisvoice. When the father preached
" ransom" the son preached ransom too. While
Joseph wes raising the waters against the Lords in the
country with " They toil not neither do they spin,” the
on a the Cambridge Union was boldly declaiming:
" Sweep them away. Why cumber they the ground ? "
And twenty years later, under the same sway, he was
denouncing the Parliament Act's modest discipline of the
cumberers as " this revolution, nurtured in lies," to
which he would not " submit now or hereafter.”

It was not until 1914 that he may be said to have been
emancipated from leading strings, and to have lived a
separate  political existence. Snce then the most
illuminating incident in his career has been that
asociated with the Locarno agreement.  In that matter
his reputation rase and fell with unexampled suddenness.
It rose in virtue of the smple honesty of his character
and it fell by the falure of his intelligence. In the
negotiations a Locarno his influence was wise, his
motives were trusted, and his success undeniable.  He
played the r6le of honest broker between France and
Germany with a candour and good will that cleared the
air of suspicion and paved the way to the admission of
Germany to the League of Nations on a basisthat, while
laying aheavy liability onthiscountry, provided France
with a sense of security without giving Germany a sense
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of distrust. The reconciliation on which the reconstruc-
tion of Europe depended seemed established, and Sir
Austen returned withthelaurels of adiplomatic triumph
more conspicuous than any similar occurrence in recent
history. And four months later, at Geneva, when the
undertakings of Locarno were to be formally imple-
mented by the League, the world was presented with a
humlllatlnPexh|b| ionof intrigue and political knavery
that |eft all the hopes born at Locarno eclipsed. Most
humiliating of all to Englishmen was the fact that
Sir Austen himself was involved, not because he had
been guilty of bad faith, but because he had failed to
understand the significance of his own actions. He
had been inveigled’by astuter mindsinto moral acquiesc-
ence in pro s that Germany was bound to resent, and
which she could only regard as a cal cul ated abandonment
of the spirit and letter of Locarno. His confidence
in the integrity of his own motives blinded him to the
plain meaning of things, and when the meaning was made
clear, and the whole feeling of the country was mobilised
against the course to which'he had practically committed
his Government, his solemn sense of the dignity inherent
in one of his name still sustained himin a policy which
could not be wrong sinceit washisown. Even when he
came back from Geneva he seemed still quite honestly
unaware that anything he had done had had anythln?
to do with the catastrophe, and naively crowned himsel
with a wreath, proclaiming to an astonished House of
Commons that he had raised the prestige of his countr
in Europe to ahigher level than it had enjoyed—I thin
—aince the days of Pitt. Against such panoplied sdf-
complacency the lance of criticism breaksin vain.

It is just to him to say that he has earned respect of
men for his character rather than their admiration for
his powers. His industry is great, his sene of public
duty is h||9|h, his word is respected, his honour is above
reproach. He spesks comﬁetently, if alittle cumbrously,
as one who has learned the art against the grain, but has
learned it. He reverences the House of Commons and
the wisdom of the past, and he has neither an adven-
turous nose nor a gambling spirit.. o

But he is commonplace, uninspired, and uninspiring.
He does not say foolish things, but he does say platitudes
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with aggravating solemnity, and heis one of those people
who talk of " cheery optimism."” He is not happy with
new ideas and redlisesthem slowly and alittl e painfully.
And, lacking originality and force, and numbed by
fifty years of subjection to a despotic mind, he gives the
s of atimorous spirit that takes refuge in the bureau-
cracy and disguises its dependence on the permanent
officia under the mask of a stiff and unyielding public
bearing. He has the hauteur of conscious weskness, and
works timidly within the limits of departmental sanction.
His contribution to public life is that of a conscientious
and painstaking rectitude, but he beongs to the pas,
and has no vision of the future. He was born under
the shadow of a great name, and from that shadow he
will not emerge.
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THE emergence of Mr. Baldwin wil| furnish the historian
with an attractive theme. Was he an accident or wes
he the architect of events ? If an accident, was he a
happy accident ? If the architect of events, was he a
good” architect ? The questions are as baffling to his
own party as to his opponents.  There are times when he
sams to be a prophet coming with a message hot from
Sinai, and there are times when he suggests that Alice has
wandered, round-eyed and innocent, Into the Wonder-
land of Westminster. L ord Birkenhead isfrankly puzzled
by the phenomenon, Mr. Churchill is equalll%/ perplexed,
and Mr. L1oyd George can make nothing of it.

Their perplexity is shared by the rank and file of the
parties. " Why, thisisthe veritable simple Simon him-
self,” declaretheLiberals, asMr. Baldwinleads his party
down a steep placeinto the Protectionist abysswith asort
of absent-minded " View halloo! " " On the contrary,”
they say, alittlelater, asheleads his party out—" onthe
contrary, hereis avery Moses of a man, talking our own
language as if he had been used to it from the cradle."
" At last,” cried the Diehards, after the fateful Carlton
Club meetm?, at which he broke up the Coalition, " at
last we havefound ahero.” " Nohero at all," they say,
as later, they sit gloomily silent while he asc the
{:)ulplt and talks to them of peace and good-will when

hey are hot on the trail of blood—" no hero at all, but
little better than a psalm-singing Puritan.”

And his qualities of character are as equivocal as his
policies. In one connection he ssems the complacent
Instrument of more energetic spirits, almost a marionette
dancing to the tune set by the Amerys and Cunliffe-
Listers. Inanother heactswith adecisonand aninitia-
tive that surprise all the more because they come from so
seemingly naive and childlike a charactér. Nor is the,
tendency of the conventional politician to dismiss him
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summarily asan incredible accident of circumstances due
simply to'the apparent incoherence of his actions. Itis
due’in no small measure dso to his modest and unasser-
tive address,

If on the memorable afternoon of August 3, 1914,
anyone, looking down on the crowded benches of the
House of Com had sought to pick out the man
who would be at the helm when the storm that was about
to engulf Europe was over he would not have given a
thought to the member for Bewdley. Mr. Baldwin had
been Tn the House six years witholit creating aripplé on
the surface of the waters.  He passad for atypical back-
bencher, who voted as he was expected to vote and went
hometodinner. A plain, undemonstrative Englishman,
Prosperpus and unambitious, with a pleasant, humaorous
ace, bright and rather bucolic colouring, walking with a
quick, fong stride that suggested one accustomed to
tramping much over ploughed iieds with a gun tinder
his arm, and smoking apipewith unremittirig énjoyment.
If you had been moved to inquire about him you would
have learned little beyond that he was the head of an
old-established busness of ironmasters and that he was
acousin of Rudyard Klplln% his mother being one of
the remarkable daughters of the well-known edeyan
minister, G. D. MacDonald, whose three Ssters married
Burne-Jones, PO{nter, the President of the Roya
Academy, and Lockwood Klpl_lnlg. To the great
dignitaries of politics he ssamed little more important
than the door-keeper of the House of Commons.

Then one astonishing afternoon in October, 1922, he
went to the Carlton Club and sprang a mine that blew
the mogt erful combination of politicians to frag-
ments. There had not been anything likeit since David
went out with his sling and pebble and dew the Philjstine.
The Coadlition fell with a resounding crash, and in the
ruins were the most formidable chieftains of politics—
men who, had they been asked the d ore about
Mr. Baldwin, would have said, " Mr. Baldwin! Mr.
Baldwin! WhoisMr. Baldwin ?" What was to become
of anation that sacrificed its " first-classbrains " for so
pitiful a subgtitute ? And in the interval of waiting for
some sign of divine displeasure Lord Birkenhead wrote
a book foretelling the Wﬁ that must befal the un-
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happy country and party that had succumbed to the
worship of such awooden idol.

To-day Mr. Chamberlain, Lord Birkenhead and Mr.
Churchill sit obediently round the Cabinet table presided
over by Mr. Baldwin'ssecond-dassbrains.  The mystery
of therise of this inferior orb to dominion over themis
still dark and unfathomable, but officeis sweet, humility
is a Christian virtue and the service of one's country is
aduty that transcends all private fedings. Thetruthis
that Mr. Baldwinisunintelligibleto the politician because
he is the least politically minded person who has ever
reeched great officee The political mind has many
manifestations. It may be philosophica with Lord
Balfour, an exercise in strategy with Mr. LIoyd George,
apasson for order and constitutional forms of govern-
ment with L ord Oxford, asecular instrument of religious
orthodoxy with Lord Hugh Cecil, or a lively adventure
with Lord Birkenhead and Mr. Churchill.

But Mr. Baldwin (does not come within any of the
categories of the political mind, j When he said that he
would prefer a decent life in the country where he could
read his books and keep his pigs he was not uttering
aconventiona lie, but stating afact. Like Diocletian,
he would be happier among his cabbages than in Parlia-
ment. He has not the Parliamentary manner nor the
Parliamentary habit of thought. Hehastrained himself
to spesk easily and well,(but he is neither a debater nor a
rhetorician.) He loathes rhetoric, which he cdls " the
harlot of thearts." Nor has he any of the arts and crafts
of the Parliamentarian. His mind, like his gppearance,
is a little bucolic and dow, and he is indifferent to,
perhaps unconscious of, the Parliamentary play. He
comes on to the stage with something of Lord Grey's
air of detachment, and talks like one who has been for a
long walk in the country, has been turning the subject
over in his own mind, and agpproaches it from that
independent attitude rather than from the debating
points that have been discussed. HE imports as little
persona animus'into discusson as Mr. Asquith used to
do, but gives the impression of afriendly, good-natured
mind that follows the argument wherever it leads him
without thinking too much of the consequences to himself
or others. He himsalf has spoken of what he owes to his
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Quaker and Wedeyan traditions, and his habit of sdf-
communing, whether on those solitary country tramps
which are his chief form of recreation, or walking rapidly
to and fro on the Terrace with head thrust forward, pipe
between his teeth, and hands clasped behind his back,
is a reminiscence of that Quaker reliance on the " inner
light " which makes his thought and action so informal
and individual.

It does not help to make him calculable and coherent.
His mind works with extraordinary freedom and candour,
but it is apt to be loose and unstitchedf to use the phrase
of the Abb6 Sigyes. He thinks hard, but he thinks in
patches and does not connect up the immediate theme
with the large circumference of things. Hence, the lack
of continuity that characterises him. In March, 1922,
he was the most stalwart defender of the Coalition and
Mr. Lloyd George against the Diehards. " There are
a large number of Tories in the House of Commons
to-day,"” he said, " who would never have been there if
they had not had the L1oyd George token in 1918. It
sits badly on these men to indulge in that kind of
criticism." W.ithin six months he was the leader of the
Diehard attack on the Coalition, and his speech at the
Carlton Club dismissed Mr. Lloyd George forever from
the company  of the Tories. )

But still moreillustrative of this tendency to repudiate
himsdlf was the extraordinary incident of 1923. When
he was chosen to succeed Mr. Bonar Law as Prime
Minister, he sdected as his Chancdlor of the Exchequer
Mr. Reginald McKenna, who, whatever other changes
had taken place in his views, was still, first and foremost,
an uncompromising Free Trader. It was a courageous,
amost a defiant act. It did not mean that he wes a
Free Trader, but it did mean that he had definitely put
Protection into cold storage. It strained the loyalty of
the Diehards, of whom he had become the idol, to the
breaking point. Sir Frederick Banbury refused to make
way for Mr. McKennain the City, even though he was
offered apearage asthereward, and Mr. Baldwin'shot fit
having passed, he gave way instead. And within two
months he plunged " over the top " under the banner of
Protection, leading his magnificent majority to a catas
trophe that would have closed his career as leader but for
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the handsome amends Mr. Ramsay MacDonald made to
him a year later when he restored him to office with an
even larger mgjority than before. And, asif to add a
note of comedy to the fantastic story, hga[gave a peerage
to Sir Frederick Banbury, whose refusal’ to surrender
his seat had prevented Mr. Baldwin having a Free Trade
Chancellor instead of a Protectionist crusade.

It was all in that spirit of amiable irrelevance that
Rervades so much of his public activities. If he could not

ave a Free Trade Chancdlor, he could at least give the
Protectionists some fun. If he could not have his way,
th% could at least have theirs. .

hen, in the midst of the election, a Cabinet colleague
of Mr. Baldwin was asked to explain the true inwardness
of his leader's sudden and mex,pllcablgdpl unge into Pro-
tection, he replied : " Baldwin turned the tap on and
then found that he could not turn it off.” Helsaways
turning taps on and finding that he does not know how to
stop them. And when the bath overflows he goes out-
side, I|(f:;hts his pipe, and rejoices that he has such a fine
head of water on his premises. Conseguences have no
terror for him, for they do not occur to him until they
happen, and when they happen he has forgotten the
cause of them ; and even if he does not forget the cause,
his self-complacency saves him from any disguiets.

‘He belongs to the pul pit rather than to the forum, and
raises grave issues in the spirit of a preacher rather than
of the statesman.  He forgets that a statesman must not
turn on taps unless he means them to run and that his
HOUS opinions have to be implemented in policies.

ence the inconseguence of his actions. In a mood of
Christian charity it occurred to him that he would like
to summon Lord Birkenhead back to the Government
of 1923. Asusual heturned on the tap without athought
of what it involved. He made his overtures, and then
found that, as in the McKenna he had aroused the
angry passions of hisown Diehard followers. His under-
secretaries revolted at such a meek turning of the chesk
to the most truculent of his assailants, and he promptly
withdrew his offer, rather in the spirit of Mr. Toots:
" It was of no consequence—no conseguence whatever."

And it was much the same in the strange episode
of the Paris communiquS. Lord Curzon, his Foreign
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Minister, had just issued a flaming arraignment of M.
Poincar6's policy in the Ruhr and Mr. Baldwin had duly
endorsedit. Then hewent to the Continent, paid aformal
call on M. Poincaré, and issued acommuniqueinwhich he
expressed the fullest agreement with the French policy.
Nobody knows to this day the true facts about the extra-
ordinary incident. Mr. Baldwin has never referred to it
in public : but | understand that in private the explana-
tion is that when the communique, having been drawn
up by secretaries, was brought to him, he did not redise
that it did not say what it ought to have said. Some
words that should have been in were left out, but he did
not notice that they were left out. It was unfortunate,
but we have to remember that though he is honest he is
not a politician. He means well, but he is not dways
clear as to what he means. It was so in the case of the
singular remark in the House that the mistake we had
made was in thinking too much about our exports. Even
his Protectionist followers felt that this was going too
far. " Imports" they cried, " imports.” "No, | mean
exports,” he said. We had thought too much of trifles
like the cotton trade and the ship-building trade, of
clothing the mild Hindoo and the heasthen Chineg, of
exporting rails and engines to the remote places of the
earth, and of sending our coal to drive trains across the
pampas. What we needed was not trade with the
foreigner, but taxes on oursalves. L et the producer only
have full liberty to exploit the home consumer behind
tariff walls, and we should be able to ignore the foreigner
and cultivate prosperity in our right little, tight little
island by providing each other with motor-cars. That
was how it ssamed to him ; but if his Lancashire followers
insisted on being Free Traders and having Free Trade
candidates, he gave them his chearful " God bless you,"
and wished them well. He remembered that he thought
asthey did afew wesks ago, and bore no malice.

It hes been assumed from this that Mr. Baldwin is a
feather weight blown before stronger minds, now this
way, now that, according to the breeze that catches him.
That is not my reading of him. He has disconnected
modes of thought, and is apt to rush alittle heedlessy
in pursuit of any hare that crosses his mental horizon,
unimpeded by the calculations which give pause to more
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instructed politicians. Hisartlessnessisindeed bewilder-
2?. He seams unconscious of the gravity of his own
s, andtheindiscretionsof hisinterviewswith the Pr
as in the cae of that on his return from America, an
still_ more that with The People, in which his private
opinions of Mr. Churchill, Lord Birkenhead and Lord
Beaverbrook were discussed with surprising freedom,
revea a guileless mind. .
His merits are of the heart rather than the head. His
good nature and his good humour are invulnerable, and
no man ever came to supreme office in public life with
so few enemies. Y ou cannot dislike him if you " try w.th
both hands,” as Hur_npg(_-Dum ty would say. He exhal ef
an atmosphere of friendliness that warms the genera air,
and when he spesks he lifts the argument to the plane of
moral idesswithout unction and without rhetoric. You
may doubt whether he is a great man, but you cannot
doubt that he is a good man, who wants nothing for
himself that all may not sharein common with him. It
issaid, and | do not question the report, though heisthe
last person to give currency toit himself, that he sacrificed
a third of his fortune at'the beginning of the war and
handed it over to the Treasury, and | can conceive him
suffering any reverse of fortune, not merely with fortitude
and without complaint, but without the sense of loss of
anything that was truly valuable. | like to see him
taking his week-end tramps among the woods and hills
about Cheguers, always aone, except for two stalwart
figures that follow at a discreet distance, his hat off, his
cherry-wood pipe in full blast—he once confessad that
he had never given more than a shilling for a pipe—and
hislong strides devouring the miles with an air of lusty
exhilaration. He is English to the core and loves his
country for the I‘I%ht things, in proof of which let me
quote one passage Trom his published which 1
ive not only toillustrate that feeling, but also to show
that he gathers " the harvest of a quiet eye " and knows
how to garner it in moving utterance :

And when | ask mysdf what | mean by England, when |
think of England when | am abroad, England comes to me
through my Various senses—through the car, throu?h the eye,
and through certain imperishable Scents. | will telT'you what
they are, and there may beth&s)gamng youwho fed as| do.
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The sounds of England—thetinkle of the hammer on the anvil
in the country smithy, the corncrake on ad morning, the
sound of the scythe against the whetstone, and the sight of a
wgh team coming over the brow of ahill, the sight that has

“s=en in England since England was a land, and may be
s in EnglandTong after the Empire has perished, and every
works in England has ceasad to function, for centuries the
one eternal Sight of England. . The wild anemones in the
woodsin April, thelast |oad at night of hay being drawn down
a lane as the twilight comes on,”when you can scarcelg/ dis
tinguish the figures of the horsss as they take it home fo the
farm, and, above all, most subtle, most penetrating and most
moving, the smell of wood smoke coming up in an autumn
evening, or the smell of the scutch fires:™ that wood smoke
that our ancestors, tens of thousands of years ago, must have
caug1ht on the air when they were coming home with the
result of the day's for_a?e, when they were still nomads,
and when they were still roaming the forests and the plains
of the Continent of Europe. These things strike down into
the very depths of our nature, and touch chords that go back
to the eglnnl_n% of time and the human race, but they are
chords that with every year of our life sound a deeper"note
in our innermost being.

He has none of the attributes so common to the politi-
cian. Envy, jealousy and ambition are wholly absent
from his character, and he cherishes so little animosity
that he will (%ve his mogt inveterate opponent a sedt
at the high table. He took Lord Birkenhead's gibes at
his" second-dass brains " with good-humoured indiffer-
ence and then invited him into his Cabinet. He mllglht
have feared so turbulent and wilful a rival as Mr.
Churchill; but he received him at the penitent form amid
the indignation of his Diehards and segted him at the
Place of honour at the Exchequer, regardless of the fact
hat he, like Mr. McKenna, was a Frée Trader.

In all this he proclaims a disinterested and dis-
passionate mind, concerned not with his own career but
with the public well-being. Hewill never, as others have
done, risk great things from mean or persona_motives or
from vainidess of political strategy. If hisintellectual
powers were as remarkable as his public instincts, he
would be equa to the greatest task of political navigation
that has ever confronied a pilot. He may be equa to
that task even as it is.. He threw down a chdlenge to
the nation to join himin algéeat adventure, to help him
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to fashion a world nearer the heart's desire, and for the
moment he created the atmosphere in which it ssemed
that vision might be translated into reality. He caled
himsdf a revivalist, and the world nesds the ministra-
tions of the revivalist. But revivalism is not a policy,
and fineemotion is not an achievement. And his handling
of the tragic conflict in the coa trade leaves us without
the assurance that behind therevivalist and the preacher
of socia reconciliation there is the constructive states-
manship that can turn fine dreams to enduring realities.
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15. LORD BIRKENHEAD

IF that excellent person, Dr. Smiles, were among us
to-day he would be in great perplexity about Lord
Birkenhead. The golden mora that ran through
Smiles once famous book was that if you were honest,
industrious, virtuous, modest, thrifty, sober, serious,
the heavens would rain their blessngs upon you and
the earth would bring forth itsincrease.  His heroes all
marched " through terror to triumph" by the light of
the Victorian stars, and success was measured out to
them in exact proportion to their observance of the
cardinal virtues. " Be good, dear child,” he said in
effect, " and you shall have the best of everything in
this world and the next, but especidly in this world."
The seventeenth-century pilgrim was promised only a
heavenly crown, but the nineteenth-century pilgrim was
aure of an earthly crown as a payment on account. In
this way, Smiles justified the ways of God to men and
gave us a smple, satisfying solution of the riddle of
thisworld. .

It is not, however, a solution with which the story
of Lord Birkenhead can be reconciled. There has been
no more spectacular career in our time than his. He
fulfilled all the external conditions of the Smiles " sdf-
help " hero. He was born in poor circumstances, in an
appropriate Nonconformist atmosphere ; he got hisfoot
on the ladder by his own unaided efforts; a scholarship
at Wadham College; a brilliant University career; a
swift success at the Bar ; a dazzling maiden speech in
Parliament; ascat inthe Cabinet; thelL ord Chancellor-
ship and an earldom before he was fifty. But while
his achievements place him high in the cdendar of
sdf-help hagiology, he would be the last to claim that
they have been won by the Puritan virtues. If he has
any of them, he frankly disowns them. He will not
even admit that he is industrious. Like the lordly
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Congreve, who wished Voltaire to know him not as an
author but as an English gentleman—" 1 should not
have troubled to s you if you had been only that,"
said Voltaire—he wishes it to be understood that a man
of his quality does not owe his seet at the high table to
s0 vulgar an attribute as industry. He has as little
respect for that virtue as he has for modesty or thrift.
" 1 profoundly regret many hours which | have bestowed
on mental labour," he says. " | would not, if | could,
recall one that | have spent on games."

His aptitudes, indeed, fly flat in the face of the legend
of the Industrious apprentice. He loves high living
more than high thinking, and moves in an atmosphere
of magnificence that scorns the thought of thrift. His
society is the society of the rich and the gresat, arid his
friends are the jolly fellows who mix their statesmanship
with the gaieties of the Empress balroom. " | had
arranged to spend the Christmas with my family at
Blenheim " is the regal way in which he opens his book
on hisvisit to America, and that essy familiarity with
the splendours of life never fails him. The House of
Commons was his washpot, and over the House of
Lords he cast out his shoe He shocked that august
as=mbly by putting his foot on the Woolsack when he
addressd it, and on al occasons and in all circum-
gances he conveys the impression that he is not subject
]'Eol I(the niceties and decorums that apply to ordinary
olk. .

The magnitude of his pretensions has become a legend
enshrined in many a happy jest. When the eminent
judge, attending the Liverpool Asszes, pasd the vast
premises of the Dock and Harbour Board, he gazed at
them reflectively and observed, " Those, | supposg
ae F, E's chambers” and when Lord Mersey wes
raised to the peerage, he is reported to have explained
that he had chosen a title which would " leave the
Atlantic for F. E. Smith." Only once did " F. E."
indulge in a nodding acquaintance with Smiless axioms
for success. It was when he became that loathed thing,
ateetotaller, for the gpace of twelve months ; but as he
only did thisin order to win a wager, the ignominy of
the incident may be said to have been cancelled. In
the gay world that he adorns, almost anything may be

in
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forgivenif itisthesubject of abet, and L ord Birkenhead

had made ample atonement for the lgpse by the gibes

he has flung at " the solemn Puritans,” at Prohibition

ihn America, and at the advocates of temperance reform
ere.

In his tastes and his character aike, in fact, he
belongs, not to the tradition of the nineteenth century,
but to that of the eighteenth, and to find a parallel for
himinthehistory of British politicswe have to go back
to that turbulent genius, Bolingbroke. Lord Birken-
head would prefer to be regarded as the successor of
Disragli. He has told us in those abundant contri-
butions with which he used to brighten the Sunday
Press—until, under compulsion of Parliament, Mr.
Baldwin recently restored respect for the tradition that
Cabinet Ministers must not be journalists too—how the
glamour of Disraeli séized him. Up to that time he
had only intended to be Lord Chancellor. His father
had told him that " there was no reason in the world
why he should not become Lord Chancellor,” and he
had been content with that modest ambition. But one
day heread Froude's" Lifeof Disraeli," and hisambition
soared to higher realms. " | had never seriously con-
sdered the fascinating story of Disradli's incredible
emergence and genius before” he says. " At once |
made up my mind that | must reproduce his career."

He has not donethat. There was much more subtl ety
and depth in the sceptical philosophy of Disragli than
there is in the somewhat blatant and superficia prag-
matism of Lord Birkenhead, and the romance that
enveloped the one is entirely absent from the other.
But in modelling himsalf on Disradli, Lord Birkenhead
followed the natural bent of his character and powers.
Heis the soldier of fortune who comes into the lists for
the prizes of life, unburdened with any particular view
of things; unhampered by tiresome principles or
prejudices ; ready to play the role of " Galloper” to Sir
Edward Cason ; equally ready to go over to the other
side if circumstances change ; swift with his sword but
bearing no mdice; fulminating against Mr. Baldwin
and his " second-dass brains" and enlisting under his
banner while his fulminations are coming hot from the
press.
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There is no hypocrisy in all this. Heis frankl
agdventurer, and dedare5 himself o, a5 when |ng
of Mr. J. H. Thomas, he says " He is an adventurer
BreCIde in the sne in WhICh | am mysaf willing to

éd_an adventurer. And the gréat Disraeli did
not disdain the name. Life is, in fact, an adventure,
and he who (startlng from nothl ng) ag\})ts hard, whlle
conceiving ambitiously, must be enturer.” His
disagreements are never about pO|ICIeS, but only about

lace, and when he lashes the " Dolly Sigers"—Lord
borne and Lord Salisbury—in thé House of Lords,
it is not because any grave issue is at stake, but
they are in office 'and he is out. His real persond
antipathies—in so far as so good-natured aman cultivates
antipathies—are_ directed against men who stand for
moral ideas which he neither shares nor. understands.
Ideals are to himirrelevant moonshine. Theworldisa
age where the play of material forces done matters,
the wise man is_ he who manipulates those forces
most skllfuw and with the least regard for moral con-
squences. He did not troubleto conced his scorn for
the day dreamlgoPradent Wilson and his maudlin
fsen'u meéntalisrn about democracy and aworld organised
or pesce
What have these things to do Wlth the redlities of
life ? Life is an adventure, a a[)</ scrap, a rqugh-and-
tumble afar, in which ™ heW|I take who has the power
and he will kesp who can, has never been anything
dse, never can be anythin elsg and ou ht nof to be
anything dse. He form is gospd in
hlsfanous Rectorial address at the Glasgovv Universit
—an address that shocked even the martial spirft o
the Morning Post by its coemeg)ped to the savageries
of human nature. " Self-inter he said, " not onl¥
s, but must be and ought to beNthe mainspring o
human conduct.” The League of at|0n5|s afantastic
futility, (The world contmu&g and will ever continue,

"to offert |rtterm% ‘prizes to those Who have, stout
hearts and Swords. J
it would be unfar ee|Ogn|fy this swashbuckling
swagger by calling |t acreed, for Lord Birkenhead has
no creed, ‘not even the creed of force. If salf-interest.
in |ts most local appllcatljo:lrj3 dictates another creed he
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will adopt it without hesitation. Hence, his actions
have the irresponsible waywardness of a wholly unre-
flecting mind. They are often better than his words,
which he eats without visible discomfort. Take him
on the subject of Ireland, and the Black and Tan episode.
When in the House of Lords the Archbishop of Canter-
bury protested against the doctrine of calling in Beelzebub
to cast out Satan, the Lord Chancellor lightly dismissed
the Sermon on the Mount as a cure for the mischiefs in
Ireland and proceeded : "I do not believe there is one
right rev. prelate who would be bold enough to offer
the view that without the assertion of force—force in
its most extreme and vigorous assertion—you can cure
the mischief by which we ae assadled in Ireland
to-day. . . . We shall never ded with it except by
these'means.” ]

Within four months the roar of the lion was succeeded
by the cooing of a dove. He had renounced the whole
doctrine of force as a cure for the mischiefs in Ireland,
was deep in negotiation with the rebels, and was defend-
ing the concesson of Home Rule with the fervour of a
new revelation. The policy of alife-time was shovelled
overboard as so much lumber, and his dulcet accents
were quiveringto thegospel of peace and reconciliation.
" Reconquer Ireland 7" he said. " Well, suppose we
did reconquer Ireland ? How much nearer should we
be to the achievement of a contented Ireland 7' Yet,
| have no doubt that L ord Birkenhead goes on thinking
of Gladstone as a foolish old gentleman who did not
know what the art of politics was, and bored everybody
by pedantic nonsense which he called principles.” And
as his Rectorial address showed, the lesson of Ireland
has taught him nothing. o _
_ His outstanding gift, of course, is his audacity, and,
if this quality ever touches genius, he may be said to
have genius. "It wes this gift, coupled with what used
to be a smgula.rI% pleasr;g and youthful manner and
go earance, which enabl him to make the most

ective debut in Parliament that there has been in
our time. He did not stumble at the threshold like
his hero, Disraeli, but burst into the Chamber like a
boisterous, confident schoolboy, equipped with the cool
and calculating msolenceﬁz a maitre d'armes. Read
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to-day the speech leaves one wondering that it could
have had such a sensationdl effect, for it'is thin, under-
grad_uate wit that has long since lost its effervescence j
ut it was the instinct with which it ssized the occasion
and the gay audacity with which it charged the vic-
torious enemy and put heart into his cowed and humbled
colleagues that made it famous. _

Politically he has never made any substantial advance
upon that astonishing irruption.” In the lega sense
he has established a higher claim to respect. His judg-
ments are the subject of general commendation in his
Profon, and his administration of the patronage of
he Lord Chancellor showed that an active legd
conscience may co-exist with an inactive political
conscience. But in the field of statesmanship, he remains
and will remain to the end arather negligible free-lance,
valuable for his gifts of speech and his still ready wit,
but carrying little weight either with friend or foe. In
politics, an enduring career can only be built up on a
certain loyalty to ideas and a certain constancy of aim.
The note of Lord Birkenhead's political life is the note
of an essy fllppanc¥1. As the graces of youth vanish,
his bankruptcy of the deeper wisdom of affairs and of
the disinterested attachment to a considered philo-
sophy of government becomes more apparent.  Perhaps
he had too early and too intoxicating a success His
brains, as Lady Oxford wittily remarked, went to his
head. He can never fail of an audience or wholly lose
his piquancy. But he is an extinct volcano, and his
dream of "‘reproducing the career" of Disraeli will
never be accomplished.

H5



16. SUZANNE LENGLEN

No gallery of post-war portraits could pretend to com-
pleteness which did not include Suzanne Lenglen.  She
IS not the most important woman in the world, for
importance has little to do with notoriety, but is
easly the mogt discussed woman in the world.
is known by her Christian name to _more people than
any woman in history has been.  If it were not for the
rivalry of Charlie Chaplin she might indeed claim to be
the mog discussad person in the world regardless of
sxX.  And this she owes not merely to her supremacy
in the beautiful game to which e has given a new
lustre, though that supremacy done would have been
aufficient to command for her a high place among the
famous women of thetime. She owes It to the medium
itself. Lawn tennis has conquered the world more
universally than any other game. It isthe mogt delight-
ful and easily accessble of all recrestions, and among
the civilising influences of life | do not know what diver-
son would take ﬁr of it. Nothing has done
more, | doubt whether anything hes done so much
to add to the,?l_easure and health of so many People of
all ages and it is no smal claim on our grétitude that
Mile. Lenglen has widened the af)ped of the game and
populari its practice more than anyone past or
present. To do anything which millions are
In doing incomparably better than it has ever been done
before is done a title to fame, and Suzanne poseses
that title more unchalengeably perhaps than anybody
in any ohere of human activity. _ _
When she comes on to the Sene she dominates it as
Bernhardt, of whom she is not a little reminiscent,
dominated the sage.  She carries with her the snse
of potentialitiesthat |ift the argument to another plane.
is. an embodied emotion. Her opponents walk
the solid earth solidly ; when they run you are senshle
of their spedific gravity. ?_% Suzanne skims the ground
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like a swallow, as though there were no such thing as
gravitation. Sheis never a rest. Her whole body is
in motion, her feet twinkle aslightly as if they carried
a frame of air and fire, and were shod with wings. It
is this extraordinary eoquence of her feet that first
holds you and that strikes the note of contrast between
her and her relatively dow-footed rivals. Most

that are fought with the hands are won by the feet.
They st the pace, govern the action, control the strategy.
The boxer who does not think from the feet upwards,
as it were, is lost, and all the subtlety and precision of
the strokes of a Hobbs or Ranjitsinhji get their impulse
from the swift, judicious play of feet. Suzannes feet
sam to talk and dance and sing. They are like feet
that do not obey instructions from above, but are inde-
pendent members with an intelligence of their own.
This only means, of course, that the whole body is a
unit of coherent, harmonious, instantaneous action,
each member functioning with absolute truth of time
and impulse, the hand completing the rhythm of the
stroke that the flash of the feet has inaugurated.

It is this perfection of the relation of the parts that
gives that sn= of economy to the action. There is
no wagte of power, no idle effort, no superfluous display,
no art for art'ssake. Everything is severdy busness-
like. The mind is at full stretch, engaged with the
move ahead, |eaving the membersto finish theimmediate
busnessin hand. They can be trusted to do their work
while G.H.Q. above surveys the field, messures soeed
and distance, and prepares for the next stroke. For
though | have said that it is the play of the feet that
gives the first impulse to the visible action, it is by the
quality of thought that Suzanne achieves her triumphs.
When Nelson was asked to give the secret of his sucoess
he said : "I adways make it my busness to be just a
quarter of an hour ahead of the other fellow." Suzanne
uccesds by the same token.  She is mentally ahead of
her opponent for the purposes of the action. Her sense
of the game is a shade more acute than that
to her, and the well-disciplined feet have converted that
foresight into action and have given her an advantage
which the equally well-disciplined hand and eye convert
into achievement.
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~ The more accomplished her opponent the more readily
is her supremacy admitted. The inferior player often
pleads that: the game was over before she got started,
that she did not play up to her form, and did not get
in her tavounte stroke. There sseméd to be some
thing fortuitous, unintelligible, even unjust in the
scheme of things. Give her another chance and her
red ers would not thus be sterilised, thwarted,
defeated by accident. But those who most nearly,
however distantly, approach the level of Suzanne, are
under no such illusion. They are equally sensible that
they did not play their game, but they know that it
was not the workings of accident that were to blame.
" My pork pies don't turn out good by accident,” says
one of George Eliot's characters, and Suzanne does not
reduce her opponents to futility by chance.  She disarms
her foe as the expert swordsman disarms his by superior
craftsmanship. It is true that her opponent does not
play her game, but she does not plaéxlet because Suzanne
does not permit her to play it. only does what
Suzanne commands her to do. Lrom héer base line
Suzanne controls the field, governs the action, dictates
what the other shall do. Her initiative is never lost,
and she keeps her opponent breathlessdy on the run
while she hersdlf is cool, collected, ready to leap to the
volley,and " Ping ! " the point is won. Not that her
victories are won mainly at the net. It has been esti-
mated by one of her most competent antagonists that
ninety-nine per cent, are won from the base line, from
whence, with her power of taking the ball on the rise
and controlling her stroke, she puts her opponent on
the wrong foot, knows instinctively where the reply,
if reply there be, must come, and "having established
her command of the situation, scatters the enemy's
front in an _ever-mcr_ewnﬁ fever of motion while she,
plrouettln% lightly with the minimum of wasted effort,
prepares the breach for the fatal stroke.

All this connotes a natural original genius for the
game which no amount of practice could create; but
It means also that it has been cultivated with extra-
ordinary |ndustr¥). Suzanne, like the poet, was no
doubt" born " ; but she was dso made. hen Charles
Tames Fox was asked howli?3 bulky a man as he could
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play so fine a game of tennis, he replied : " Well, you
s, | am avery painstaking man." And Suzanne has
been, and is, a very painstaking woman. She has been
chained to the oar. She has toiled for tennis as the
saint toils after virtue. That elasticity of frame, those
astonishing gymnastics with which she dectrifies the
multitude, those Pavlova attitudes in which the body
is poised as light as a butterfly on the toes of one foot
have only been achieved by infinite labour. The result
is a lyric that ssems born with a breath ; but behind
the lyricis thetirdess drilling, exercise, discipline of a
lifetime.

She was caught young. She was dedicated to the
throne of the lawn tennis world as definitely and delib-
erately as another is dedicated to the veil. It used to
be said of the boys sdected to win given scholarships
by a famous headmaster of St. Paul's School that they
elther won the scholarship or perished in the attempt.
Suzanne's training for the throne was rather like that.

Nature gave her the equipment, but her father gave
her discipline. His career has been to make her career,
and her supremacy is his triumph. He has trained her
from earliest childhood for the part he had allotted to
her, and though she hersdf denies some of the legends
of that rigorous apprenticeship, she admits that she
owes everything to him. He invented her strokes,
thought out her strategy, controlled every detail of
her practice, chose her diet, sdected her friends. It is
said that if, when as ayoung girl forging her way to the
front, she made a bad stroke, she turned intuitively to
the taskmaster in the grandstand and exclaimed " Par-
don! " to which there would come a minatory rattle
of the stick to indicate that that sort of crime could not
be tolerated.

" My father,” she said on one occasion, " is very
strict in the matter of training and makes not the
dightest concession. Thus the various pleasures which
sometimes mar the chances of other athletes do not exist
forme." Anditisrecorded that when, on the occasion
of her def eat of Miss McKane at Wimbledon, she asked
him at the end of- one of the games whether she could
have actrink, hereplied: " You areall right. Youare
playing a winning game." " | think | should like a
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drink," she said. " You go on playing," was the
inflexibleinstruction, and shé went on playing, drinkless,
to the end. " Father is dways right," "she said after-
wards. " Sometimes | cry with vexation, but healwa%/s
knows. Father is a wonderful_man," The path to
the throne is a thorny one, but Suzanne can at leest say
that she has sn

The stubborn thistles bursting
Into gl purples that out-redden
All volupfuous garden roses.

. Probablyththe stlern tutelage th'?h hes ena{oled her
0 02 urples of fame is not uncon-
nec%ed with thatgtgr?yerr)ar#mtal and histrionic side of
Suzanne Lenglen which holds the public mind dmost as
much as her “genius for the game. | have said that she
isreminiscent of Bernhardt. ” That isso in the passionate
absorption of hersdf in the drama of her life. "She gives
the impression of being trained down to a tensness of
emotion that leaves all her nerve ends bare.  The sun
shines and the court isfilled with the singing of birds
and the Queen ocomes throwing happy glances an
blowing gay kissss to the crowded tiersthat salute her
with " ross ross all the way." There is a check—a
rebuff. Some rude incident momentarily edipses her
glory. The sun darkens and the whole universe is hun
with black. All is desolation and tears; vanity an
vexation of spirit. Her lifeisathrilling drama, centring
in her emations, and we are as interested in her persor-
ality asin her play. The details of her dress her brilliant
bandeaux, her jumpers, her alments, her split
her tears, her pearls, her curtses, her reported €
ments, her retirements from maches, her blistered
hand, her heartbroken agonies, have all the quality of
Bernhardt drama.

| do not know whether the stories of the senes in
which she has been involved ae true, for when | have
sEn her the sun hes been shining for her, and her
opponents have filled their proper fUnction of adornlncT;
her triumph like captives of a Roman conqueror. |
ma)ébe true that when she disagreed with the decision of
an English linesman she sad™ the English are pigs."
She harsdlf denied it, just aslﬁOShe denied that on another
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occason she threw down her racquet and trampled
onitin anger. " | was only trying to straightenit,'*
she said. It is certainly true that on the occason of
her unhappy visit to America she burst into tears when
Mrs. Mallory was leading, resigned from the game, and
returned forthwith to Europe, where later she took an
ample revenge on the American. She has become s0
much a part of the property of the descriptive reporter
that 1 am tempted to make a substantial discount in
her favour. She is expected to provide a sensation,
just as Harry Lauder is expected to wear a large smile
and a Tarn o'Shanter.

But whatever the truth of these episodes, they repre-
sent the spirit of her highly wrought temperament as
faithfully as the legends that gathered around the
tempestuous Bernhardt represented that other woman
of genius. It would be strange if, with such a career of
strain and achievement—the hard regimen of childhood
and the world-din of acclaim in which she has lived since
she was twenty—she never lost her head and her temper,
never broke down under the excitement in which she
lives from day to day and under the sense of the fate that
dogs her. Sheisstill only twenty-seven, and she hasheld
her throne aready for seven years—ever dnce that
thrilling day in 1919 when at Wimbledon she snatched
the world's championship from Mrs. Lambert Chambers.
Such areignisrarein any sport in which the demands of
Foead are so tyrannic that antiquity begins at thirty.
The stimulus which her genius has given to the game has
multiplied her potential chalengers a thousandfold.
All the world is mobilised against her sovereignty.
Sheisliterally contra mundumin her defence of athrone
the possesson of which is everything in life to her.
From Californiato Tokyo candidates are in training to
dethrone her. And they are inspired by the lessons she
has taught them.

For lawn tennis to-day, so far as women are con-
cerned, is what she has made it. She burst into the
field with a new technique. Until her gppearance lawn
tennis had been a superior game of pat-ball for women.
It was not conceivtd that they could i mitate the methods
of men. Nature did not permit it and decorum almost
forbade it. They were content to play from the base
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line, receiving the ball and returning it, pit-pat, pit-pat,
relying for success upon the mistakes of their opponents
rather than upon the positive merits of their own attack.
They did not 50 much score s wait till the other allowed
them to score. Suzanne changed all that. Trained
in the methods of men, deliberately habituated by her
father to measure her skill with men, she conqueréd an
empire hitherto undreamed of b¥. women. If ghe
executed her strategy from the base'line it was not fear
that kept her there, When the occasion required, she
boldly left thebaseline, followed up her service, volleyed
and smashed with the greatest of the masters. In a
season she banished the old pit-pat game from higher
realms of lawn tennis. For seven years the world of
women has been trying to overtake that flying start of
the young adventuress, and still she leaves the pack—
European, American, Asiatic—outpaced, out-manoeuvred,
out-witted. She has improved by her example the
whole standard of women's Elay, and remains herself
alone and unapproachable. But the " glossy Sﬁurples"
will go. Helen wills hes already thrown the snadow of
coming ecllpseracross the luminary. The pressure of
the pursuit will be intensified and the palm will be
snatched from her hand. That is the cankerous thought
that, as Caruso once said, edts at the heart of the wearer
of the crown in any competitive art. Perhaps Suzanne
will be wise and act on Nelson's maxim, " Go at your
zenith." The world would regret to s so well-graced
ﬁl actress leave the stage.  We shall not ook upon her
ike again.
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1~ M. BRIAND

M. BRIAND has made more eloquent spesches than
anybody in Europe to-day ; but It is not improbable
that the moving little speech which he delivered in
London &fter the signing of the Locarno Pact will be
remembered when all the rest have been forgotten, It
will be remembered because it rose to the height of the
ﬂreat, argument and foreshadowed that in the act that
ad just been performed was the sead of the United
States of Europe.  That is the aspiration of all, except
the barbarians who afflict most countries; but M.
Briand will live in history as the first great European
statesman who, on a momentous occasion, chalenged
the thought of the world by giving the ideal plain and
unequivocd utterance. Locarno means what he said it
means, or it means nothlng. It is either the beginning
of the consolidation of Europe into a single pacific
organism, or it is an empty formality that the dis
illUsioned future will deride.

If M. Briand can_take the confident view of the
occasion, if, ashesaid in hismesssgeto the Daily News, he
can cherish the hope of living t0 se the vision of the
United States of Europe redised, there is no reeson why
we should not share his optimism. For M. Briand is
nothing if not aredlist. " Je suis un homme de Yialisa-
tion," he once said of himsdf, and he spoke truly. He
isarealist working through the medium of an enlightened
opportunism. 1tiS not uncommon to hear him compared
with Mr. Lloyd George and there is a large messure
of truth in the’comparison both in regard to hisintellec-
tual qualities and his methods. But there is a wide
dlgskl milarity in the immediate persond impression they
make.

M. Briand has one of the dapper dertness of Mr.
Lloyd George. Herisesslowly, dmost sleeplll_¥, to greet
you, and has the bearing 0{2% weary man.  His figure,
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with the round sloping shoulders and the ungainly knees
(" Ah, my knees!" is one of his favourite jests about
himself), has a slouching carriage, and his appearance
is not enhanced by a certain disregard of dress. His
crumpled frock coat, his baggy trousers, and his ready-
made tie are afamiliar theme of the caricaturist, and he
himself is not disinclined to make ajoke of them. " My
frock coat andgil tie are aimost as bad as my knees”
he says—or used to say—with mock pathos. Nor
would his face make him conspicuous in a crowd. The
brow is narrow and the head, with its closaly cut black
hair now turning grey, is sufficiently ordinary. His
complexion is salow, and the wide, loose mouth, with
the underlip that sags at the left corner as he talks, is
more or less conceded by a thick moustache that hangs
down amost to the chin on either side. The most
noticesble features are the eyes. They are dark and
commanding, with a suggestion of latent lightnings
behind the steady considering gaze.

Itisthat Paze so comprehensive and comprehending,
which enables you to appreciate M. Clemenceau's bon
mot: " Poincare knows everything and understands
nothing; Briand knows nothing and understands
everything." You fed that, whether he knows every-
thing or nothing, the steadK gaze implies a ous
intelligence that envelops the subject with bold and
flexible flight. He may belazy and inert in movement,
but in the hinterlands of the mind heisvery busy indeed,
and what he is busy about is not disclosed by the un-
communicative, unwavering glance. He has awayshad
the faculty of solitariness, proper to a man whose only
recreation’is fishing, and though his reputation has been
that of something of an idler, it only means that he has
gone to books less than to life for his education.

As ayouth and ayougg man he gave no promise of
the powers which have made him the most constant force
in French politics and have brought him to the Premier-
ship more often than any statesman in history. The
son of asmall cultivator and liquor sellerin Brittany, he
won little distinction as a student,and, a trifle soiled
by youthful frivolities, hedrifted to the Parisboulevards,
a not very heroic picture of a coggueror in shabby
clothes. His interests ng divided between law,
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journalism, and politics ; but even now he ssemed much
morelike aleisurely saunterer through life than an active
and ambitious student. Hetalked more than he worked,
and as he talked amazi gaglcigwell he was a popular figure
at the restaurants and | He was in those days the
dernier cri of extremism, the preacher of the generd
strike, of collectivism and direct action. He wrote
leaders in the most advanced newspapers, and when
Socialists came within reach of the law It was " our
Aristide" who was aways called in for their defence.
And it was as a Sociaist, the friend and colleague of the
great Jaure's that he was eventually sent to the Chamber
of Deputies by the workmen of St. Etienne, who were
Proud of Aristide not only because he was a terrible
ellow politically, but because he was so like one of
themselves, so genial, unassuming, companionable. Also
did he not go to & " my dear old mother " far away
in the country, as his first duty on becoming a Cabinét
Minister ?
~ The disillusion that followed turned " our Aristide"
into the " Judas" of the cause. It is not necessary to
assume that " our Aristide” was an imposter. It has
been said that the man who is not a Socialist before
he is twenty-five has shown that he has no heart and
that the man who is a Socialist after he is twenty-five
hes shown that he has no head. That is a trué gibe
which is subject to qualification, but it represents a
certain truth, and it does not follow that Aristide's
youthful ideals were a sham because he treated them
with such brusque disregard when he came into contact
with the realities of government. We have seen in
this country how warily the most convinced of Socidists
have walked when the responsibility of administration
has fallen to them. Even that pontiff and law-giver
of collectivism, Mr. Sidney Webb, left office without
one hint of the explosive philosophy that he preached.
No one doubted his loyalty to his creed. Everyone
recognised his wisdom and reéstraint in avoiding reckless
experiments with the institutions of government. No
man who is not aJool or a firebrand can act in office as
he quite honestly believes he would act before he has
ad experience of office. Jaures himself would not
have survived the test. Il-lzg might have avoided the
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methods of his old colleague, but be could hardly have
acted with different purpose. o _

For the isue that converted " our Aristide" into
" Judas' was whether government and the nation
itself were to exist.  The great railway strike of 1910
threatened France with para(ljyss It brought into play
the wegpon of sabotage, and M. Briand saw in it and
g[ocla med it as a revolutionary plot to overthrow the

ate with the forces of violence. His reply wes as
ruthless and uncompromising as the chdlenge. He
issued a mobilisation order which caled all railway
employees to the colours and rendered them sutiject
to court-martial. And when in the terrific storm that
followed in the Chamber he defended his action, he
declared that if the Government had not found legd
meeslres to enable them to remain masters of the rail-
weys which were indispensable to the national defence
and the national existence, th,eg} would have resorted
to illegal meesures to accomplisn their ends.

Of course, he went down_before the storm in the end
as he has often gone down since, for that is the tradition
of French politics, whether aman doeswell orill. His
eminence is his doom. _ If he rides boldly heis unhorsed
as adespot, and if he rides feebly heis Unhorsed because
he does not ride boldly. M. Briand hes spent twenty
years in vaulting into the saddie and being thrust out
on the other side. It would be truer, per to sy
that he is not thrust out, but anticipates the operation
by aighting himself.  For his sendtiveness to amos-
phere iS as remarkable as that souplesse with which he
manipulates men and occasons alike. | am told that
when, after the Cannesincident, he went to the Chamber
to confront his enamies, he did not know whether he
would resign or not. . _

He knew that his fall wes nigh. All the reactionary
frenzies had focussed themsdves around the ic
obgtinacy of M. Poincare, and the medness of a Ruhr
occupation had sdzed the nation. He was not brave
enough to fight the wave of military insanity that was
S mg the country, and at the {] ashington Confer-
ence he had yielded to that wave in taking up an attitude
on disarmament, especidly in regard to the reduction
of submarines, which shocklzgd America, and led to a
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memorable rebuke to France from Lord Balfour. But
he had far too much intelligence to become the instru-
ment of an incalculable disaster in the Ruhr. If he
could have retained his control that enormous tragedy
would not have delayed Locarno for two years.

_But for once his snse of the singular mentality of
his countrymen failed him. He played a game of ‘golf
at Cannes with Mr. Lloyd George. "ITe p aP/eq aver
bad game, for he held his club asif it were afishing rod,
but 1t was the most famous and the most disastrous
game in history. If he had been guilty of a heinous
moral delinquency that would have sent any English
ﬁubllc man into ﬁ_ermanent retirement nothing would

ave happened to him. But a game of golf ! A game,
moreover, with the very man he wes to outwit! ~Was
thereever suchlevity ? ~ Wasthere ever such abetrayal ?
And he went to the Chamber learing the worst. ~ For
once the enchantments of that golden and melodious
voice that he uses as a master usss the violin, the swift
rapier thrusts of his wit, the singular persuasiveness of
his oratory, and the eloquent gesiures of those delicate
hands that are his principal claim to beauty, were in
vain. His audience was cold with the horror of that
oene on the links at Cannes, and interpreting the chill
he did not wait for a vote, but vaulted out of the saddle
as he closed his speech. And out of the tragi-comedy
came Poincare and the wretched episode of the Ruhr.
Even thetoplesstowersof Iliumfell for amore reputable
cause.

But whether in office or out, M. Briand is always the
most vivacious figure in the unstable world of French
politics. The fact is not due merely to his unrivalled
gifts of speech. It is due still more to his genius for
affairs, his power of improvising upon the ever fluctu-
ating theme of life, his tenacity, his dexterity, his
mingling of dimness and persuasiveness. His mind is
always accessible to idess and infinitely fertile in exped-
ient. He comes to the art of government not with
theories, and still less with that vice of the French
tradition, a reverence for the fetish of verbal logic.
" The logic of words is one thing; the logic of realit

uite another," hesays; anditisreality and not words
that matter. The power of his utterance comes from
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its freshness and regponsveness to the temper and vision
of the moment. He does not write a speech, and he
usss few notes, but he prepares in the open air and
saturates his mind with his theme, or gathers his friends
about him and arguesit out, setting up his own objections
as if he were the opponent of his own proposal in order
to find the week places in his dialectical armour before
he comes to battle. From this practice of talking the
thing out dispassionately from all angles comes his gift
of persuasion, his apped to the inteligence rather than
the emotions.

From all this it would ssam that M. Briand is an
unblushing pragmatist. He may respect the ideal, but
he pursues the attainable. If the principle won't work,
then so much the worse for the principle. | did not
make human nature so intractable a material, he would
say, and snce | must work with it | must humour it
even when it is wrong. If it won't have the best, then
I must try the second best. It is not an heroic type,
but M. Briand would not claim to beahero. Heclaims
to be a politician working with the materials that he
can command. He is not from Snai, but from the
boulevards. But if h™has not the courage of Clemen -
ceau, neither has he his barren cynicism. And if he
has not the obstinacy of M. Poincare, neither has he
his pedantic provincialism. He ss the larger horizon
of things and moves in spacious amospheres.  His
spirit is humane and tolerant, " La Rtpublique est
habitable pour tous," hesays. Heisagood Frenchman,
but he is dso a good European, and he is too sensble
to nurse the infantile hatreds of war and too intelligent
not to know that if Europe remains a bear garden the
doom of France aswell as of much dsewill not be averted.
That iswhy his attitude in London represents him more
truly than his attitude at Washington.

If his courage had been equal to his sanity and intelli-
gence he might have been the Mosss of his people,
leading them out of the wilderness of illusion in which
they have wandered snce the war. But he has not
the tough fibre of those who " put it to the touch, to
win or loxe it all." He sees the best, but he will not
sacrifice himsdlf for it, and he trims his sdls to the
prevailing breeze of popular opinion with an essy con-
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fidence in his powers of persuasion and his own nimble
genius for the manipulation of men and occasons. He
ISthe prince of opportunists, and, likeMr. L|1oyd George
in England, has the chief disintegrating force in
French poalitics. It was he who conceived the notion
of governm? with shifting maLOI‘ItIeS,_ throwing a sop
now to the [eft, now to the right, relying on this com-
bination at one moment, on that combination at another,
and picki n?_ his way through the maze with the instinct
of an infallible scent. The more crooked and devious
the patli the more heis at home iniit, for it is through
the perplexities and bewilderments of men that he sesks
to %/cI)vern them. He has aslittle respect for democracy
as Mussolini has, but while Mussolini rides demaocracy
with whip and spur he regards it as a petulant and
irrational child that must be manceuvred unknowing!

into reasonable courses. He is not of the stuff o

dictators, and could not imitate the histrionics with
which Mussolini_dazzles his people. His genius is that
of the diplomatist, and it is by the exercise of that
genius that he has filled the highest office in French
affairs more often than any one in the history of the
Republic. He will never [ead his people on an heroic
adventure or risk his career for &Maith.  But though he
is disillusioned he is not cynical. M. Poincare and M.
Clemenceau regard the League of Nations not merely
as a dream, but as a pernicious dream. Briand may
regard it as a dream, but he would at least like it to
become true. His sgnificance is in the fact that he is
the best European that has played a prominent part
in French politics snce the war began, and, making all
alowance for the emotion of the occasion, his vision of
a United States of Europe emerging from the recon-
ciliations begun at Locarno isthe most hopeful utterance
'éhat has issued from a responsible Frenchman in these

ays.
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Is Henry Ford the grestest joke of his time or the
restest man of histime ? Or is he, perchance, both ?
et us equivocate and call him the most extraordinary

man of his time, for he is that beyond all challengé.

Whether welaugh at him or wonder at him, heisequally

astonlshmﬁ. e is like that child-man of Plato, who

s al the bewildering spectacle of life with the un-

sophigticated mtensﬁxo a first vision and with a mind

that plays about the amazing revelation with the
magnificent freedom of ignoranCe touched with genius.

Hence the strange mingling of folly and wisdom with

which he perplexes themind. He bd to no known

category, conformsto no schodl of thought, acknowledge

no sanctions except the empirical convictions which his
own vision of the facts imposes on him. "History is
all bunk," he said when he was once under examinafion
in alibel action, and the comment represents his atti-
tudeto learning and the learned.  He has carved himsdlf
with his own jack-knife and he has made such a sur-

Pns_mq(ames Of thejob that he istempted to think that
hejack-knifeisall that is necessary to solve the problems

of life, and that making a new héaven and a new earth

isassmple as building anew factory.

Itis not that heis vain, or even self-important.  The
hurry of his spirit leaves him no time for moods of
self-admiration’ or complacency. He does not exalt
Henry Ford or think of him as an exceptional person.
He wants to s all America and all the world filled
with Henry Fords, their barns bursting with plenty,
their roads black with their motor cas, their lives
ﬁlﬁurate%,Wlth thgeatjnslﬂlnehof unlversﬁlle( bme/olﬁggl

e combines in a degree, never before equalled,
and certainly never @(Cdl%%, ?ﬂsé qualities of %e man
of action and the visionary. To think of him only as
an astonishing manufacturer of machines is wholly to
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misunderstand him. He is a man who has had an

ocayptic vision, and though it was only the vision
of a sleam engine on the roadsde it illuminated the
whole of life for him.

He was a young farm boy of twelve when he saw that
steam engine lumbering along a road in Michigan and
learned from the companionable engine driver the
mystery of its being and the range of ts es. No
more mMmomentous leson was ever given on the roadside
for it inflamed a singularly receptive mind with agoszoel
which, however homely,“is not unworthy. It was the
([:]OSH of taking the I0ad off the back of labour and
t;}ansfwghgd 0 deam gnd Stle'dét' In trq(e beglnlgm

e a person ication. Young For
did r?ot like farm ngrrk, and?%pdld like machlne% All
his toys had been tools, and now, with the vision of
that seam engine, he was seized with the idea of eman-
cipating the farm labourer by the aid of machinery.
It was to be many years before that idea materialised
in the Ford tractor. “His boyish experiments to apply
Power to machinery, stimulafed anew by his first con-
ract with the Otto ges engine, became diverted from
the fidds to the roadS, from tractors to road cars, and
in 1833 he emerged triumphantly from his agprmtlce
ship when he drdve his first Ine buggy that he ever
built through the gtreets of Detroit. )

But the point is that his mechanicd passion was
then, as dways, related to ideas. Hisredlistic grasp of
material facts had the momentum of a sociad purpose.
He was less concerned to invent a piece of machin
than he was to invent a new and more efficient way o
life. Itisthis mixture of the mechanica and the reform-
|r_1|g motives that makes Mr. Ford so baffling, often so
hifarious, and dways s enggl_ng a flgure. e aoplies
the philosophy he learned in the fool shop to the
whole complex issues of human society with a naive
directness that sometimes amacks of génius and some
times of infantile credulity.  Hiasdf-assurance is the
el e of a child, fortified by the completeness
of his mastery pver the concrete problems of his busness

That mastery has the signature of transcendent
genius. What “ingenuity of our time, for example,
compares with that amazing device of the moving
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workshop ? Inits way it is asfine a claim to immor-
tality as the discovery of Neptune. We can picture
it coming to birt"- | conceive Ford standing in his
sheds, watching his workmen at their tasks, moving
about here and there, now for this tool, now for that
" part,” the clock recording inexorably the wasted
footsteps and the wasted labour. All this waste, he
5 goes into the price of the commodity, making it
dearer while making the return to labour less profitable.
How to save those wasted footsteps, and that wasted
time, is the problem. Save ten seps a day only, he
says, for eech of 12,000 employees, and you will have
saved fifty miles of wasted motion and misspent energy.
Y ou will have put that energy into production, lowering
the price of the commodity while at the same time
increasing the value of the worker. But how to do it ?
And we s= him, as it were, with a leap of the mind
conceive the idea of a moving workshop, so adjusted
that the material comes to the hand of the worker as
he neads it instead of the worker going to the material.

If that is not genius | do not know how we are to
define that quality. By such inspirations as this he
lias enabled 50,000 men to produce what, on the methods
of twenty years ago, would have required the labour
of 200,000 men, while performing the miracle of raising
the wages of his men and reducing their hours of |abour
concurrently with cutting down the price of the com-
modity to a level that would have seemed incredible a
dozen years ago.

And his idess of the relation of his industry to the
public have been no less bold, revolutionary and success:
ful. Fordissaidto be now therichest manintheworld.
"His wealth is measured by hundreds of millions and
threatens to become i&calculable. But he has no pride
in his riches and no use for them except to make still
chegper motor cars, have still more highly paid labour,
and bring more miracles of mechanics to birth. He
beongs to the common people, and is not so much
indifferent to as unconscious of socid distinctions.
Jli£ ~abits are the habits of the old Puritan strain from
which he comes—no acohol, no tobacco, no pleasant
Vices. You may se him, alean, aert, noticeable figure,
sted a little furtively into the hotel dining room to
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make his lunch oil milk and crackers. And when he
buys arai Iwg%/j, as he does sometimes, he has been known
to stop the Sunday trains. .

It is not an accident that a man so saturated with the
democratic_idea should have been the instrument of
democratising the motor car. He could not help demo-
cratising anything, for the idea of luxury is dien to his
ascetic nature, and he does not cant when he talks of
" service" as the only bass of busness. And so, in
the teeth of all advice and in the hour of darkest
industrial depresson, he increased his pioduction, cut
his price, made cars more common and nearly as cheap
as perambulators.  If motor cars were good things, they
were good things for everybody, and should be accessble
to everybody. He did not care twopence about ridi-
cule and still less about appearances. He would not
cater for anybody but the million, or for anything but
Pract[c_aj utility. He subordinated every consideration
to efficiency and cheapness. " Any customer,” he said,
in his droll way, " can have a car painted any colour
helikes, so long asit is black,” And as for appearances
gow'%tl' " A Ford will cany you anywhere—except into

CI y.ll row ' res oo - . . [ ’

"The effect of the revolution he accomplished is hard
to overestimate. The motor car which might have
remained a luxury of the rich and a symbol of socia
inequalities, creafing resentments and ‘increasing class
hostility, became instead, especialy in America, a
powerful influence for allaying socia unrest by making
power universally accessble and a new interést in life
commontoall. ) ] ]

It is when his idesas get outside the range of his busi-
ness that the visionary is apt to get out of hand. It
was so in the case of the war, and the astonishing episode
which engulfed him in the laughter of the world, He
had a smple vision of the root of war and a simple
remedy for stopping it. War weas the instrument of
the money power and against that power he would
mobilise the peoples of the earth who were yearnin
for a deliverer. 1t is curious that the whole politic
thought of the richest man in the world centres in the
evil of the money power. Heses faelgnaxicier asasort
of bloated spider in the centre of a foul web in which
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he enmeshes honest folk. He desecraes business by
jugglingwith it asamoney counter instead of ennobling
It 8 an'Instrument of universal service, and he poisons
the relations of nations in order to plunder them. )

From this conception comes his notorious anti-
Semitism. Financier and Jew are for him synonymous
terms—it is certainly not true in, America—and’in his
Dearborn Independent he has carried on afurious crusade
againgt Jewry, which he now has discontinued,
with the American tradition of lynching, he has
understand, come to fear that pogroms against the Jaws
_mls?ht follow, and before this possibility his pacifist
instincts recoil. But his hatred of the money power
remains. He has even designed a new currency—a
currency based not on money but on units of power—
inthe hort])e of disestablishing'the financiers,

And there is no more dramatic episode in his career
than the story of his battle with Wall Street when, at
one critical period, early in 1921, it ssemed that his vast
structure had at last falen into its power. He was
momentari chard gggor money. He owed £12,000,000,
with onl 000, of cadh in hand.. An emissay
from Wall Street descended on him with a plan for
tiding him over his difficulties. Ford listened until his
visitor manifested an interest in the appointment of a
new treasurer of the Ford Company. Then he
him the door and st out to defeet” the spider that wes
preParmg to gobble him up. Before April he had con-
verted his stock in hand 'into £5,000,000 cash, raised
another £6,000,000 b%/ speeding up the delivery of goods;
sold some of his Liberty Bonds, collected ffom agents
in foreign countrleg £6,000,000 more than he
owed and kept Wall Street at bay. Then he reduced
the price of his cars, enlarged his busness and a a
time when amogt every other firm in the country was
depressad and the motor business ssemed to be goin
into bankruptcy, he started triumphantly on the'm
spectacular phese of his extraordinary career, which
left him, not merely the grestest prince of industry in
'the Wo_rld, but, a5 a mére by-product, the gredtest
banker in America. :

It wastheideathat the financierswerethered authors
bf the war that sent him out in his " Peace Ship," in
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December, 1915, to deliver Europe from the insane
carn%that dflicted it. " The Boys out of the
Tren before Chrigmas " was the dogan he invented,
but he had not the ghost of a notion how it wes to be
done beyond a dim vision of some miraculous waft of

ng over the battlefields. Probably no such
cor was ever enacted outside the pages’of " Don
Quixote," and the world wrote off Henry Ford as the
?reatest Jest of the century. He himself soon saw the
oll?/ of the adventure, rédised that the peoples were
to blame as much as the financiers, came home convinced
that there were some dissasss that could only be " cut
out with a knife," and when America came into the
war flung himsdf into the production of tractors and
ships with the feverish ardour of a cr us cider. On the
day that America declared war this conversation took
Ela:g between a member of the Government and Mr.
ord:

Exactlty how long will it take before r/your first
delivery of cars, trucks, casons and thelike 7"

" By three o'clock to-morrow afternoon my first
delivefy will be complete.  The plant will receive the
order in five minutes." )

And by three o'clock the next afternoon Ford did
make hisfirst deliveiy, and at the dose of the war he
handed over his war profits, amounting to twenty-nine
millions of dallars, to the United States Government.

- Thereisthe man. A smple, emotiona visionary, a
jdreamer of dreams, ignorant of palitics, ignoranf of
history, ignorant of many things that any schooIbO?/
knows, but with a public heart of boundiess good wil
with a practical phllosophP/ of surprising wisdom, and
with a genius for manipulating the ponderable things
of life that has no parallel in our day. We are too near
the portent to its meaning and estimate its
influence upon the fife of mankind. But we cannot
fail to sein Henry Ford one of those great natural
forces that shepe the dedtinies of the world, and there
is such a soul ‘of goodness in him that we can hardly
d]g)ubt that hisplace will be high among the benefactors
of men.




19, JOHN WHEATLEY

LORD DARLING remarked not long ago that his experi-
ence on the bench had led him to distrust appearances.
He found that in the majority of casss he could not
tell from the face and bearing of a prisoner whether he
was innocent or gU|It¥]l a criminal or a respectable
member of society. | think he overstated the deception
of gppearances.  ‘Generaly speaking, our faces are not a
badindex to our minds and our dispositions.  Thelittle
boy knows instinctively the sort of person who will
rejpond to the question, " Pleass, Sir, can you tell me
therighttime ?" in an amiable spirit, and in the ordin-
ary exchanges of life we have all learned to reI%/ on the
certificate of the face.  The tonque can lie, buf the eye
sddom lies. But we should all agree that people are
not always to be taken at their face value. _
For example, take this bulky, comfortable-lookin
son who passes us by in the Lobby of the House o
mons on_his way to the Chamber. He looks the
soul of chearfulness and contentment.  His face is full
and round, his eyes gleam brightly and blandly through
his gold-rimmed acles, his hair is just enough
dishevelled to shaw that heis not worried about appear-
ances, his broad, masdve frame begpedks a healthy
appetite and a good digestion, his shortish legs I%j_lve
iust that agreedble note of sumpiness to the figure which
is not uncommon in the companionable man, his clothes
sit on him a trilie negligently and his pockets bulge
with papers. No discerning smal boy would hesitate
to ak him for the right time, and no casuad onlooker
would doubt that here was a man who had found the
world a pleasant place, looked on it benignantly and
even humoroudly, had done very well out of it, and was
quite satisfied with things as they are. Why that, you
would say, must be the veritable Mr. Pickwick. Thus
did heloof(, thus did he beam upon the world, and with
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that comfortable, al-embracing smile did he ensnare
the heart of Mrs. Bardell.

And then, inquiring his name, you discover that this
placid, Pickwickian feBede is the public aspect of the
most formidable revolutionary in the country. You
fea that you are deceived. If you must have revo-
lutionaries you prefer that they should look the part.
" Yon Cassus hath a leen and hungry look," and we
all expect our Cassuses to be on the lean and hungry
dde too. They should haunt the lobby like unquiet
wraiths after the manner of Mr. Maxton, not like well-
fed burgeses after the manner of Mr. John Wheatley.
But in spite of his physical disclamers, Mr. Wheatley
is, as | have said, the most formidable revolutionary
both in the House of Commons and in the country.

And this, not because his views are more extreme than,
let us say, Mr. Smillie's or Mr. Cook's. They are cer-
tainly as extreme as they well can be. They are the
sort of views that make Mr. MacDonald or Mr. Thomas
or Mr. Snowden shudder, not merely by their extrava-
gance, but by their folly. They aim quite definitely
at a social war, organised war, if necessary bloody war,
which, by the nature of this country, will make the
happenings in Russa and Italy trivial by comparison.
I can imagine Mr. Sidney Webb turning pde at the
vision which Mr. Wheatley conjures up. Mr. Webb
and the Fabians are not revolutionaries. Their watch-
word is " the inevitability of graduaness” which |
take it is an evolutionary process as well as a verbal
jewel. Itisthe permeation of the mind of the country
with the ideas of socia reconstruction; and the attain-
ment of those idess not by violent convulsion, but by
organic changes and adjustments carried through by
Parliamentary and constitutional means.

But Mr. Whestley scofls at " the inevitability of
graduaness” He wants revolution and he wants it
now. He ams a a coup detat as absolutely and
unequivocally as Lenin aimed at it in Russa and Muso-
lini inItaly. Parliament to himis" asecond or third-
rate debating society," that is only a nuisance which
obstructs the path. It is not the instrument but the
enemy of his policy. It may be five or ten years, ho
says, before labour is in power, and even then it will
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be hepless for his terrific ends for in that wicked
assembly there will still be people like Mr. Snowden
and MrMacDonald and Mr. Webb, not to spesk of
Liberals and Tories and other shamdess eements of
the community, enemies of the " prol etariat," unbelievers
inthe blessed gospe of Karl Marx. No, Parliamentisa
deceit; constitutionalism a snare. If the proletariat
is to be enthroned as in Russia, it must be done swiftly,
immediately, violently. It must be done by direct
action, by dasswar, by one crashing blow struck by ten
million organised workers against the whole structure
of acapitalistic society.

The method is smple and very candidly, even
blatantly, declared. It contemplates the aggregation
of all the trade unions into one gigantic body under a
single control. The Generd Council of thisvast organ-
isation isto be endowed wi th practically absolute powers
in administering the &ffairs of the unions. It will be a
sort of Council of Ten which will initiate policy and
exercise practically uncontrolled executive power. Its
purpose will be not to bring peece into the industrial
world but a sword. |t will inaugurate the dass war,
and its motives will be not the settlement of disputes
by negotiations, but the employment of disputes to
destroy the existing economic and political system of
society. Disagreements are not to be adjusted, but
fomented, and dislocation of the machineisto be brought
about by the introduction of grit into its workings.
Prosperity in industry is not an end to be desired, but a
peril to be averted.

This means bad trade and unemployment, which is
unfortunate for the worker, but not so unfortunate as
it ssams  Unemployment, as Mr. Wheatley has said,
is not a bad thing in itself. It breeds discontent, fans
the fire of revolution, and so brings the political end
near r. Every industry which is depressed and whose
workers are consequently unemployed is a new burden
to the industries that are prosperous. Every subsidy
paid to one trade, as in the case of coal, has to be pro-
vided by taxation which falls on other trades. These
trades in turn become depressed and add to unemploy-
ment. More subsidies. And so the area of depression
widens—widens—widens, until the whole trade of the
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country is involved, the prosperous industries are all
bled white, the sources of subsidies are dried up, and
the whole capitalist system falls to the ground.
Then the new order'will begin. Then the paradisiacal
conditions that prevail in Russa will prevail dso in
our happy land, and the blessings of Communism will
rain down on us like manna. ere will be no need to
worry about Parliament, that " second or third-rate
debafing society,” It will be painlessly extinguished
and government will pass to the workers Soviet—in
other ‘words, the Generd Council—who will wield the
sceptre.  The council will dig themselves into office
as the organisers of the revolution have done in Russia,
and the trade union delegates coming solemnly to their
annual congress will have about as much power over
affairs as the Russian peasantry or the Russian artisans
have over the little group of dictators who sit at
Moscow. Therewill be no new: stocomplain. The
onIP/ newspaper that will be allowed to be published
will be, asin Russia, those which say what the dictators
instruct them to say. We shall have full permission
to drink in the wisdom that falls from Mr. Wheatley
and Mr. Cook or whatever Rob&f)le(r& may have got
the dictatorship, but wicked Be like Mr. Baldwin,
Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. MacDonald (especially Mr.
MacDonald, the leader of that feeble folk, the Men-
sheviks) will be suppressed—probably in exile.
Thisisnot acaricature. Itis aplain statement of the
policy which is being preached daily in the country,
and the seed of which trade unionism has been invited
to plant officially and authoritatively. It shrank from
that tremendous step at the Southport Conference of
1925, but when alittlelater the Government temporarily
bought off the crisis in the coa trade by granting a
subsidy to the industry, Mr. Wheatley's thanksgivings
were ecstatic. He saw that Mr. Baldwin had himself
opened the door to the sanctuary of capitalism. He had
established the precedent of the State maintenance of
industry. Cod was on the dole, and the path was
miraculously cleared to the %oal of Communism through
the universal bankruptcy of industry. He hailed Mr.
A. J. Cook, the secretary of the miners, that * humble
disciple of Lenin" as he d%%rlbed himself, as the archi-
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tect of the socia revolution that had now begun.
" Capitalism,"” said Mr. Wheatley, " was winning in the
commonest of canters " when the heroic Cook, derided by
the intellectuals of the Labour Party as a" blusterer,”
" a damned fool," stormed the position, swept through
the country preaching revolution and a Red Friday to
wipe out the memory of Mr. Thomass Black Friday,
brought the Government to its knees and prepared the
position for the complete overthrow of our socia order.
Nine months (the period of the subsidy) remained in
which to mobilise and equip, to organise trade unionism
into one solid unit of striking power, to construct the
battering ram that wasto lay capitalism low and inaugur-
ate in our midst the fairyland of Russia

Much depended on the Army and Navy. And here
as a member of the Privy Council and an extremely
astute gentleman, Mr. Whestley was discreet and veiled.
" It lookslike evens on acrash," hesaid. (How well he
knows the blithe, hearty way of spesking to the prole-
tariat.) " If working-class soldiers can be relied on to
shoot down working-class strikers, capitalism will get
a new lease of life by making Britain aland of coolies.
Capitalism has no other policy. ')’ the working-class
soldiers should fail, then all islost for capitalism.” (My
italics.) Meanwhile, Mobilise! Mobilise!

And should the workers arm ? inquired Mr. Ernest
Bevin. It was a straight question, a serious question,
put by one of the most responsble of trads® unionist
leaders. But our nimble Privy Councillor wfenof to be
entrapped. His reply to this crucial question was a
perfect example of his method. He scented danger
The cloud of vague suggestion descended upon him
again. " We ae told that it may lead to bloodshed.
I sincerely hope it may not, but | frankly fear it may."
The enemy will not hesitate to shoot, and " the workers,
true to their pacifist teachers" (presumably people like
Mr. Bevin), " may ' turn the other cheek,’ and, having
gotabulletinit, returntowork, confident that they have
done all that respectability demands. . . . This method
(the machine gun) has often succeeded with backward
races’ (My italics) No man can foretell what sacri-
fices the workers in a crisis can make. The question is
advance or retreat. " | want to go forward." This
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reply with its skilful evason of the direct question and
its subtle hints and implications, deserves careful notice.

For itisnot his extreme viewsthat meke Mr. Whestley,
as | have said, the most formidable revolutionary in
the country. It is his quite unusua gifts. He is no
shalow, sogp-box orator of the Cook species. He has
little in common with the sombre and in its way noble
passon of Smillie. He has much more affinity to
the Tammany boss | do not by this mean to question
his sincerity. | daresay he is sncere. | daresay he
bedlieves that if we can have a Russian revolution, the
dethronement of Parliament, and the enthronement
of aworkers Soviet, the result will justify the bloodshed
that he fears and invites. | should not doubt his sym-
pathy with the dass from which he sprang. A Catholic
Irishman, born in Glasgow, he had an acute, persond
apprenticeship to the social problem. " | was one of
deven persons™ he told the House of Commons, " who
lived, not merely for a month, but for yearsin asingle-
roomed apartment in Lanarkshire." In these condi-
tions, hetellsus, helivedtill he was twenty-four, working
from his twelfth to his twenty-second year in the cod
mines, and emerging to a successful budness as a
publisherin Glasgow. With these memories as the back-
ground of his life, it would be unjust to doubt the
sincerity of hisfeeling and convictions.

But a study of his utterances and his methods leaves
even lesse doubt that he is a remarkably gifted and
audacious political engineer of the Tammany school. |If
he has rgected constitutionalism for revol ution—bl oody
revolution, he " frankly feers"—it is not because he
has failed in Parliament. On the contrary, | do not
recall afirst-class reputation being made in the House
of Commons so0 swiftly as he made his. He was fifty-one,
| think, when he entered Parliament, in 1922, and in two
years he was on the Front Treasury Bench, measuring
swords on equal terms with the best debaters of his
time. Heis not an orator, but a debater, powerful in
the statement of a cass agile in his intellectual
manoeuvres, quick in the cut-and-thrust of the game.
He knows how to kegp a cool mind in a heated atmos-
phere, and he is never taken off his guard. He can
sustain an argument, however shady, and juggle
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impudentliqwith a grotesque fallacy, asin his notorious
assertion that the advance in the Bank rate of i Per
cent, was equivalent to 50 per cent, increase of the
building cogts of ahouse, and added, in the interests of
the financier, aburden of 3 a year to the small house-
holder. It was as so clear-headed a man must have
known, a silly travesty of the fact, a piece of sheer
debating legerdemain, but it served his purpose, and so
far from withdrawing he insisted that the real increase
was 100 per cent—" but | like to understate the facts.
Itis merely an example of my well-known moderation.”

His good humour is invulnerable and his effrontery
sublime, as when he went to Dundee and made a bitter
attack on Mr. E, D. Simon, to whom he owed his measure
to protect poor tenants from eviction, after he had
failed with his own. In a party inordinately deficient
in humour, he alone hasclaimtowit, aswhen he observed,
" If the world were run by moral gestures, and if all
trade and class disputes could be referred to Heaven
for settlement, Mr. Baldwin would be a great statesman,
second only to Gipsy Smith."

In the Iarct;e Fne the history of the Labour Govern-
ment is seen to have been a duel” between Mr. MacDonald
and Mr. Wheatley for the soul of the Labour Party.
Mr. Wheatley won. He was subtle where Mr. Mac-
Donald wes only obscure. He had a policy while Mr.
MacDonald only had an animus. He was unequivocal
where Mr. MacDonald was aways hedging. Mr.
MacDonald's constitutionalism was Subordinated to his
hatred of the Liberals, and he surrendered to the man
whose aims he loathed rather than be civil to the party
which had put him in power, and whose fundamental
policy he approved. Under Mr. MacDonald's pro-
tecting umbrella, Mr. Wheatley dug the grave of the
Parliamentary Labour Part?;, and carved a new channel
of Sovietism' into which the current of Labour could
flow. He derided Parliamentarism, preached revolution,
the dass war and the proletarian dictatorship, repudiated
the official programme of Labour and scoffed at its
Free Trade symﬁath|es as frankly as the Morning Post.
He converted the Communist element in the Labour
Party from a negligible faction into thefighting wing of
the drganisation, and behlnij4t2hetr| umph of the egregious
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Mr. Cook is the strategy of this bold and adventurous
Tammany bosswho se51n the subsidy ideatheweapon,
not of economic stabilisation, but” of the economic
overthrow of the existing system of society.

" Now to the recruiting offices” he cries. Now for
the final assault on society. Now for the dis-establish-
ment of Parliament and the establishment of the prole-
tarian dictatorship.. He fears there may be bloodshed.
He hopes not, but it is about " evens " that there will.
But no one can that he has urged the workers to
arm. Nor that he has not. He has simply hinted that
they belong to the backward races if they don't. Yes,
arévolutionist, but a revolutionist who knows how to
leave the risks to others.
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[F Lincoln had died at fifty he would have died unknown.
He died at fifty-six, one of the world's immortals. If
Beckendorff von Hindetiburg had died at sxty-a%;\t
Europe would never have heard of his exigence. PFe
would have been remembered among the gosdps of
Hanover City as an enormoudy bulky old bo%/ with a
formidable bearing, a dauntless chin,” a mighty mous-
tache, and a head as bristly as a scrubbing brush; an
.army pensoner with a bee in his bonnet that had mede
him something of a jest among his military colleagues,
spending the evening of his days at the Linden cdfe,
where he played chess and drank beer with the gravity
of a hippopotamus. He livesto-day as the first man in
Germany and the most singular legend of the war, an
q%)lc figure standing stubborn and vast aove the wreck
of a mighty empire. He has seen the twilight of the
80ds he Toved fade into night and survives to greet the

awn of a new and incaculable day as the representative
of ideas that his whole life repudidted and of hopes that
he acogpts vaoroudly but without faith.  The Kaiser he
worshipped is a negligible exile in aforeign land and he
gands In his place; alonely, valiant old man keeping
guard over the Fatherland.

When Germany elected him President of the Republic
there were regjoicings in the Nationalist camp. Germany
in electing him had declared againgt the Republic and
for the revival of monarchism and the creed of war.
With Hindenburg, the idol of the army and the symbol
of an embattled ermang, asthe ggur ead of the State
the old regime would be restored and the pursuit of
reven(I:]e_WOUId be the mative of German policy. The
calculation wes wrong in two particulars, 1t mis-
|gf)prehended the mind of the German people in electi Qg

indenburg. It eected him, not because it want
the monarchy and the war | 1o4r40|s' gospe back, but because
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in the vast tragedy through which it had passed he had
played the part of a hero and an honet man. His
hands were clean, his record ujistamed. He was not
elected for his opinions, but for his character.

And the calculation was still more wrong in its estimate
of Hindenburg. It was assumed that so stubborn a
loyalist could not be loyal to the Republic, and that so
hardened a militarist could not be the instrument of

This estimate, the estimate of L udendorff and all
the Diehards, was wrong, not because Hindenburg is an
obscure character, but because he is a smple character.
He is so simple a character that clever men, like Luden-
dorff, do not understand him. Intellectualy he is
probably one of the most limited men among the great
figures of Europe. He is not so much indifferent to
modern thought as unaware of it, and in opinions heis as
archaic as one of Frederick William's Pomeranian guards
His whole life was spent to the rhythm of the goose
step and the drill book was his only gospd. He came
into the world at Posen when Napoleon was still aliving
memory, among a hard-bitten tribal family which had
sen Prussa trampled underfoot and had shared in
the resurrection that culminated in the Battle of the
Nations. He imbibed militarism with his mother's
milk, saw life in the smple terms of a perpetual battle-
field, and beyond that absorbing vision his thought
and interest never strayed.

But if hisintelligence was that of adrill sergeant, his
morality wasintense and fervid. |t wasembodiedin his
sne of duty. That is the idea that runs through his
actions and his autobiography like a refrain. No one
who was present at the grest meeting at Hanover,
when he was candidate for the Presidency, will forget
thethrilling effect with which, suddenly breaking away
from his elaborate written document, he struck his great
fist on the table before him, and thundered, " | am a
man who is accustomed to do his duty,” And if he
has any political philosophy to offer it is the philosophy
of duty and discipline. " | fail to s that any citizen
has rights on whom equal duties are not imposed,” he
says. In so far as he has any political idess, they were
the idess of Bismarck. " A powerful sdf-contained
State was the world in which | preferred my thoughts to
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move," hesays. " Discipline and hard work within the
Fatherland Semed to me better than cosmopolitan
|m|z_af;| nings,” )

Is Trinity was God, the Kaiser, and the Fatherland,
and when thé conception of his duty compelled him to
choose between the Kaiser who had fled and the Father-
land which had renounced him, he took his stand b
the Fatherland, even though it had assumed a form o

overnment heloathed. He held himsdlf doof from all

efutileintrigues and conspiracies of which Ludendorff
was the centre, and belw dected President, instead of
becoming the tool of the Monarchists and Nationalists, he
acted withinthestrict limitsof hisduty. The Republic
had become the Fatherland, and he obeyed it as the will
of the Fatherland. It might be Ralnful, but discipline
was discipline. And it is because they do not understand
thissimple code of duty that the Nationalists are aghast
at what they reglyard aS his betrayal of the cause™and
L udendorff openly denounceshimasatraitor for signing
the Treaty of Locarno, and not less for his message to
the Chairman of the Ambassadors dinner at the London
Press Club, in which he expressed his " profound desire
that a new spirit of mutual esteem and desire for
understanding among the nations may arise from the
deliberationsat Locarno.”

Itis ﬂrob_abl_et_hat no one could have piloted Germany
through this difficult channel except this stalwart friend
of the old order. For through all the vicissitudes that
have filled the years dnce August, 1914, the legend
of Hindenberg has remained undimmed. Victory could
not add lustre to it, and defeat could not detract from
it. It even survived the grotesque idolatry of the
famous wooden statue and itS iron nails. And though
criticism has played havoc with his claims to military
genius, the legend still remains for Germany the one

lorious and Tndestructible memory of the war. It
)egan, of course, with that astonishing episode in the
first weeks of the war, when, called from his chess and
his beer a the Hanover cde’, Hindenburg suddenly
became the most respunding name in the world; but
its true sgnificance is to be sought later in far other
circumstances.

Whether he or Ludendo&fé{6 was the real author of the
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strategy which resulted in the most thrilling and dramatic
victory of the war need not be consdered here. But
it cannot be denied that it wes Hindenburg's obsession
that made the victory possble. That o on had
caused him to be something of ajoke in the army, and
he was known alternatively as the " old madman "
and the" man of thelakes." ~Hehad abeein hisbonnet,
and after a not very illustrious career he had retired
on his pension to Hanover, and " General Mud," as he
was sometimes called, had apparently disappeared
fromthe stage. His various nicknames were all derived
from his obstinate fanaticism about the Masurian lakes,
and their defensve importance to East Prussia.  There
were two military theories about the lakes. One, that
of Hindenburg, was that the Russians must be received
there and driven into the marshes. The other was that
the Russians must not be allowed to reach the lakes.
The dominant view was hostile to Hindenburg, and
he clf\me to be regarded as an honest but stubborn
crank.

When it was proposed to drain the region, he fought
for his marshes as a tiger for its young, and finally over-
whelmed the Reichstag, to which he was delegated to
state the case, by the energy of his advocacy. The
region had been his favourité theatre of study, and in
the manoeuvresthere he unfailing engineered hisfoe into
the marshes. " We're going to have a bath to-day,"
was the saying of the soldiers when " Old Hindenburg "
was against them. Even when he was pensioned he still
spent his holidays among the lakes experimenting and
nosing about. He borrowed from Konigsberg a gun on
itsnormal gun-carriage and had it dragged from mornin
to night out of one pool into another. He measur
how deeply a cannon of a certain size sank in the mire,
he ascertained how many horses were required to drag
acannon over thefairly solid ground that, formed
through the swamps, and discovered the swamps out of
which not even twenty horses could drag a cannon.

Then came the war and the Russian advance into
East Prussia.  Berlin wasin panic, and, at Ludendorff's
suggestion it is said, the Kaiser sent for the old pensioner
at Hanover. He had no weskness for him, for Hinden-
burg was not a courtier arlgjhad had the misfortune to
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incur hisdisfavour. The Kaiser and he had commanded
rival armies at manoeuvres, and Hindenburg of course
had been beaten. At the dose of the day the Kaiser
asked the vanquished genera what his views of the
campaignwere: " | twasvery Bretj[?/," said Hindenburg,
" because it was al pretence, but if we had really been
fighting | should have taken all your men in the flank
and all those | did not kill 1 should have driven into the
Baltic." The Kaiser, it is said, never forgave the
remark, and Hindenburg was under no illusion as to
why, when the war came, he was |eft eating his heart
out in Hanover, with his chess men, his beer and his
dogs. With the sudden panic call and the overwhelming
sequel, the Hmdenbur? legend sprang to life. The
country was swept by afrenzy of idolatry. Towns and
villages were renamed after him; the Hindenburg-
drase became as common as the Friedrichstrasse ; the
Universities showered their dignities upon him; Hinden-
burg marches were composed by the score; gifts,
decorations, telegrams descended on him in a torrent.
He took everything cheerfully except the remedies for
gall-stones. ' Those gdl-stones” he said, " are the
plague of my life. Not a day passes without my gettln?
sovereign remedies for them sent to me, wheress
never suffered from them in my life."

Never a?ajn, in the four years that followed, was
there any faint repetition of that dazzling episode of
Tannenberg ; but the legend of Hindenburg survived
all disappointments. Generalsroseandfell, but Hinden-
burg was invulnerable to failure, and above criticism,
and when he had reached the position of Commander-
in-Chief no question of his supersesson ever arose.
The belief in his military genius became an empty
creed ; but the belief in his character and his star had
passed beyond the realm of reason. .

And it is significant that the legend became brighter
as the darkness fell over the nation and all the other
lights were extinguished. It was in the last phase of
the war, when the bitterness of defeat and humiliation
had come, and the army was in collapse, and the nation
dared not think of the morrow, that Hindenburg's
name counted for most. It wasthenthat” Old Hinden-
burg" became translated Lr%o " Father Hindenburg."



" Father Hindenburg "

All the i,ods were discredited and in flight from the
Kaiser downwards, and only this stout old soldier,
with his iron senge of duty and his indomitable spirit,
shepherding home the routed and dispirited troops and
trying bravely to sustain the heart of the nation, weas
left to remind men of what Germany had been and might
be again.

In that dark hour he was the single stay and bulwark
of the shattered nation. Reactionary though he was
even the " Reds” who hoped to se the extension of
the Bolshevism of Russa to the Rhine, shared in the
common fedling for hisloyalty to the Fatherland. " Our
Hindenburg is expected to visit us this afternoon " ran
one proclamation issued by a Soldiers Council. " Com-
rades must se that the greatest of living Germans is
enthusiastically welcomed.” And it was as the greatest
of living Germans that this old Monarchist was made
head of the Republic. It was not a tribute to his
opinions or his intellect. His opinions are mediaevad
and his intellect, outside war, negligible. " Snce my
boyhood | have never read a book which did not treat
of soldiering in one aspect or another,” hesays Butlie
was trusted as a pillar of fidelity in afaithless and reeling
world. He had shown himsalf worthy of the trust.
May he live long to lead his broken country to those
éi ctories of pesce which are no less renowned than those

war.
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21. JOHN MAYNARD KEYNES

IN the dark sky of December, 1919, Mr. Keynes flared
up like arocket. He published abook. It'was a book
on what isqu to be the dullest of all subjects. It
had atitle—" The Economic Consaouences of the Peece”
—that seemed like a sentence of death on its prospects.
The argument of the book was so unpopular that its
author,” had he been recognised in Trafalgar Sguare,
would probably have been ducked in the fountain pools
as a pro-German. It was stated with sucli uncompro-
mising audacity that it ssemed to be an invitation to
ublic odtracism, if not a public horse~v¥[ra1r|]¥)pmg.1 The
k was damned by the critics and sent a snudder
through the " Coupon " Parliament. _And it went like
aprairie fire. Itwasread as" Uncle Tom's Cabin " was
read in the days of our grandfathers. It crosed the
Atlantic and s&t Americadflame. It wastrandated into
every Continental tongue, and was discussed from
Chinato Peru. Incidentaly, the young David who had
gone out done againg the embattied Philistinism of the
tlmtledwas famous. His reputation was as wide as the
world.

He would have become famous in any case for no
bushel, however impervious, could permanently hide
thellght of such an incandescent spirit as John Maynard
Keynes. There are few men to whom Johnson's rémark
about Burkewould apply. It hes been my fortuneto sse
much of most of the men who have played the great
parts on the sage of the world in the lagt twenty-five
years, and the not infrequent impression left is that of
wonder how such ordinary men get such greatness thrust
upon them. But there are rare cases in which the
queﬁlon does not arise. Mr. Keynes is one of them.
[T you met him sheltering from ashower of rain you would
have no doubt that you had met a remarkable man.
It would not be his gdpearance that would impress you.
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Iti_sgleasantandinterestingwithput being distinguished.
S“ﬂ- t of build, sallow of complexion, with dark eyebrows,
athin face and a longish nose—at Eton, | am told, he
was known as " Snout"—his most noticeable features
are the vivacious eyes that glesm with intelligence
and su?geﬂ a mind that is aways cool but aways at
the gallop. Hishabit of speech iS asswift as his glance.
He talks like a man who has to race to keep up with his
thoughts, and whose utterance stumbles a little in the
vain struggle to go the pace.

Itis the talk of aman who thinksin many quantities,
whose g}l1ance ranges over wide horizons, and whose eye
has alighted on a new fact before his tongue has disposed
of the Iasthl But |td|s not gabble, dbecwseposbeghwd thﬁ
eagerieec Isamind moving cool and com throug
the labyrinth of explanation and proof, the goal clear
in view, the course sharply denned as a razor edge.
He ssems to be bringing up unseen and unsuspected
resources from all the circumference of things to support
his argument and to envelop you in ruin.

Thousands at his bidding speed,
And post oer land and ocean, without rest.

It is talk as unlike that of the dry-as-dust economist
asthe seed isunlike the flower. Itislitby many lights.
Art, science, literature, knowledge of men and of affairs
all comein at call to adorn and illustrate the theme.
There is no pedantry, and his learning is carried so
Ilfghtly that it does not impede the adventurous hurry
of the spirit. He certainly would be intolerable if it
were not so 8ally garbed, so spréghtly and so boyish. He
rides you down with such debonair grace that you
have not the heart to feel angry. He has no r
foré)ersor_\s and | am told that ﬂeop_le go to the Senate
at ambrld%e for the delight of hearing him say things
that make the dignitaries of that seat of earnlnﬁ shudder.
But they respect him, if he does not respect them—not
for his opinions but for his gifts, and particularly that
rare gift among scholarly men of being a brilliant man
of affairs.

For he has not only written a book on the " Theory
of Probability," which, according to some commentators,
only three men are capable of understanding, but he has
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worked a miracle in the financial basis of his college
which has placed it in a position it had never before
enjoyed. His versatility, indeed, is bewildering. He
flits'from the lecture room at Cambridge to the public
ﬁlatform, and from the platform to the Clt?;, which he
astaken, asit were, in hisstride, becoming the chairman
of one great company and the director of another ;
he looks'in at the Nation, of which he is chairman;
edits the Economic Journal in odd moments; writes
innumerable articles: makes innumerable speeches;
mangles Mr. Churchill in one brochure, and gives the
French Press an apoplectic seizure with another ; carries
on a campaign against the gold standard, which he
regards as efete as the golden calf; discuses the
currency of India with as much animation as the
philosophy of contraceptives; and in the intervals is
discovered as one of the arch-priests of the Bloomsbur
school of intellectuals, discussng art and aesthetics wit
the Lytton Stracheys and Clive Bells who form the
dilettante fringe of” this amazing whirl of activities.
He writes of the virtues of the London group with as
much enthusiasm as he writes on the vices of deflation,
and hiswalls at Bloomsbury are hung with the challenges
of the modern anarchs of art. He has no ear for music
and no taste for early rising, and he plays patience to
cool the ardours of his mind.

It wes quite in the spirit of this whirlwind career
that it should be rounded off with a romance that set
the tongues and of two continents as busy as
" The Economic uences of the Peace " had made
them. And though the marriage of the most brilliant
young man in England to the most famous dancer in
the world was celebrated at a drab register office, and
though, to the application for his photograph, Mr.
Keynes wired : " There isn't one in existence, thank
God," that, too, isin the spirit of the man. For even
in his romance and his art, he is an uncompromising
realist. He is as absolute as mathematics, and his
emotions never eir:Pe the dominion of the intellect.
The fact is remarkable, because his origins might suggest
a certain congenital sentiment. On both sdes he Is of
Puritan stock, his grandfather on the maternal side
being that Dr. John Brown who long preached iu
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Bunyan's church at Bedford, and who was one of the
great historians of Nonconformity, while hisfather, also a
professor at Cambridge, was the son of a famous Non-
conformist, whose memory is still fragrant in Salisbury,
not only for the roses that he grew but for the fine spirit
he brought into the religious and public life of the place.
There is little trace of this tradition in the severe
rationalism of Mr. Keynes. And he suffers, as the
severe rationalist usually suffers in the popular esteem,
from a certain lack of amosphere.
It is this fact, | think, that rules him out of a great
art on the political stage. He has many of the gifts
Tor such a part, a swift, apprehensive mind, a bold,
imaginative, wide-ranging thought, an unusua ggwwer
of unravelling difficult problems and making obscure
thingsplain, and ageniustor action. But hissympathies
are cold. Facts are the stern realities and fancies are
for the foolish. Things are what they are, and their
consequences will be what they will be—wh¥ therefore
pretend ? His cool, expert mind, moving unfalteringly
among the wilderness of perceived facts, is contemptuous
of the emotionalism that seizes the mass mind and plays
havoc with the judgment of things. He makes no
concessions to the mob and will deal 1n no anodynes for
'%hethweaker brethren. He has no superstitions and no
aith.
He is dear of the pine and the oak scrub:
He Is out on the rocks and the snow.
1T you will take your stand with him on these bleak
highlands—good. 1f not, he has no medicine for the
mind diseased. His fervours are not moral fervours;
they are intellectual fervours. It is the folly of thmgi;s,
not the wickedness of things, that revolts him. If the
Peace Treaty had been practically right, | do not think
he would have complained because it was spiritually
wrong. It was the oifence against the reason and reality
of things that was, to him, the sin against the Holy
Ghost. " He saw the statesmen of Europe dealing in
lies. He saw them whetting theeéopetltes of their
wretched peoples with Barmecide feasts of unthinkable
millions. He saw them laying a rotten foundation of
falsehood over the ayss of the war through which
Europe must inevitably crash with utter ruin.
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And with the courage, not of a moral crusader, but
of a mathematical divine whose faith rested on the
impregnable rock that two and two make four, and that
it is asin to pretend they make five, he threw up his
post at the Peece Conference, shook the dust of this
infatuated society off his feet, and set out to' tell the
world the truth about the Treaty. What he wrote
looks obvious enough to-day, but it needed courage to
talk sen=e in the midst of the screaming frenzy of those
days, and Mr. Keynes took the risks of a very gallant
adventure. Even in taking them, the young David
showed that worldly wisdom that so strangely consorts
with his scholarly and artistic gifts. He published at
his own risk and regped all the profits of one of the
greatest publishing successes on record.

That success was due not merely to the matter but
to the manner of the book, for in his abundant armoury
is one of the keenest blades in contemporary literature.
He has a pen that cuts like a whip-lash, and awit that
stings like a scorpion. | think that his treatment of
President Wilson was cruelly unjust; but the brilliancy
of his picture of the " blind and desf Don Quixote "
being rounded up, manacled and strapped down by the
supple minds about him is a spirited bit of literature
aswell as of history. Takethisthumbnail:

" What chance could such a man have against Mr. Lloyd
George's unerring, almost medium-like, sensibility of everyone
immediately around him ?  To se the British Prime Minister
with six or Seven senses not available to ordinary men, Judglr;ci;
motives, character and subconscious impulse, pérceiving wh
each man was thinking and even what each man was going
to say next, was to redise that the poor President would be
playing blind man's buff in that party."

Is it quite 0 sure that fifty years hence the poor,
bamboozled Don Quixote will look such a fool to the
eye of the historian as he looked to that raging young
onlooker who sawv him being bound and trussed at
Paris ? Don Quixote wanted one thing, the League
of Nations, and though the price he paid for it was high
—among other things it wes his life—it is reasonable
to hope that time will say that he did the greatest service
to this distracted Europe of any man in history. If he
had not been deserted by his own country it is not
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unressonable to think that the fruits of that service
would have been more visible to-day than they are.

But it is not by the wisdom of his judgment on this
or that issue that judgment on Mr. Keynes himself
will be passed. Homer nods sometimes, and Mr. Keynes
may occasiondly be suspected of napping. It would
hardly be decent for any man to be quite so omniscient
as he ssams  If he were, he would be in danger of being
hanged at the lamp-post or ostracised like a modern
Aristides. His merit is in the rare combination of a
wealth of diverse and solid attainments with an unrivalled
power of clarifying the public thought on obscure and
erudite issues  If he had alittle patience and alittle
of that detestable but necessary thing caled tact, he
might be the Moses to lead Liberalism out of the wilder-
ness.

For to his question, submitted to the Liberal Summer
School,”" Am | aLiberal ?" the answer isin the affirma-
tive. We may dismiss his quaint notion that Birth
Control should beacardinal Liberal doctrine, not because
Birth Control isilliberal, but because it does not belong
to the party issue But his outlook is essentially
Liberal. For Labour's theories he has intellectual
contempt, and for Labour's sentimentalism and animus
the scorn of the dogmatic rationalist. " Throughout
the Labour Party," he says, " there is secret sympathy
with the policy of catastrophe. ... It is necessary
for the successful Labour leader to be, or appear to be
at leedt, alittle savage. It is not enough that he should
love hisfellow men ; he must hate them too."

But Parliament is not the sphere where Mr. Keynes
would be happy. He is too doof and unsympathetic
with the common mind, too lively and independent
an adventurer in thefields of thought and speculation
ever to sit in haness on the Treasury bench. His
function is perhaps greater. It isto air the idess of an
astonishingly fertile and emancipated mind, leaving
them to be developed or rgiected by more stable judg-
ment.
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22. CHICHERIN

WHEN on the night of January 3, 1918 the gates of
Brixton Gaol were opened and Georghi Vasilievich
Chicherin pased out to recovered freedom, it did not
sEm to the unaided vision that anything momentous
happened. It is true that the ca® of M. Chicherin
had been much discussed in Parliament, and that his
continued internment had been the subject of severe
criticism by the late Lord Sheffidd as well as by the
Labour representatives and by such disinterested
observers as Dr. Hagberg Wright. It is true dso that
Trotsky had intimated to the British Government
that he would not permit Sir George Buchanan, the
British Ambassador, to leave Russia until Chicherin was
rleesed from his London prison. It was even stated,
though this was not the case, that the new Bolshevik
meges of Russa had nominated Chicherin as
Ambassador a St. Jamess.
~But all thisimplied no specid significancein the slight
figure that emerged in the dakness of the winter's
night from Brixton Gaol. In the feverish circumstances
of those days, when the terrific shape of Lenin had risen
from the welter of the Russan revolution, and when the
menece of Bolshevism competed with the menece of
the war itself to terrorise and inflame the public mind
with unknown perils, any incident served to focus the
passons of thetime.  Thé battle raged round Chicherin
not because he was important, but because he typified
the Terror. There was nothing in his story” which
distinguished him from soores of Tefugees who had for a
eneration found freedom in this country from the
yranny of the Tsardom. .

Like Prince Kropotkin, he came of a" noble™ family,
which had filled great postions in the intellectual and
&ubHC life in Russa. He was a negphew of the great

ussian jurist, Boris Chicherin, who was Mayor of
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Moscow at the time of the coronation of Alexander | I 1,
and who was summarily dismissed from that office
because he had dared to suggest to the new Emperor
that the first duty of a ruler was to inaugurate reforms.
He, himself, had begun his career in the Russian Foreign
Office, just as Kropotkin had begun his in the Russian
army; but becoming imbued with Tolstoyan sentiments,
he had thrown up his appointment, renounced the
large estates that he inherited and associated himself
with the Sociaist movement. This meant voluntary
or compulsory exile, and after the abortive revolution
of 1905 he, like Lenin, Trotsky, and many another rebel,
evaded Siberia by taking refuge dseawhere.  He became
an exilein many lands, and to this fact is due, not merely
his exceptional linguistic powers—he sesks and writes
French, German and English with equa facility and
correctness—but that extraordinarily intimate know-
ledge of the affairs and personalities of other countries
with which he is equipped.

We hear of him in Berlin in 1907—then a man of
about thirty—as a member of the Centra Committee
of the Berlin Social Democratic Bureau, playing a
leading role as a Socidistic propagandist amongst the
numerous and needy Russan emigrants in Germany.
He did not excgpe the attentions of the Prussian police,
and in 1908 he was arrested at Charlottenberg, fined for
bearing a fdse name, and banished from Germany.
Thence to Paris, where, still living a refugee among
refugess, he remained until the outbreak of war, when
he came to London to work and wait, not for the down-
fall of Germany, but for the downfal of the Russian
despotism. Here he developed that dose intercourse
withthe Labour and Socialist movementsin this country
which has served him in such good stead since, and when
the fall of the Tsardom came and Russia once more
had a welcome for the political refugees of the old aris-
tocracy, he in his office at Finsbury Square provided,
the clearing house for the stream of repatriated Russians.

He might have had office in the brief Kerensky
interlude between the fall of the Octobrists and the
triumph of the Bolsheviks, but he preferred to stay in
London and shepherd his flock home, and he paid the
penalty when the goblin shadow of Lenin fell across
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the map of Europe and Panic spread from Warsaw to
London. Russawas no longer an aly, but an enemy,
and Chicherin, on the ground of " enemy associations,
was whipped off to Brixton Gaol, from whence we have
gen him emerge into freedom. _

Nor, apart from the commonplaceness of his record,
would the warder at Brixton Gaol, as he watched his
late prisoner off the premises, have been disposed to
regard his departure ‘as historic. There is nothing
formidable or commanding in the presence or bearing
of Chicherin. Slight of stalure, wit sloplgég shoulders,
an ova face dark, absent-looking eyes, reddish mous-
tache, long nose and sparse Vandyke beard, his appear
anceisordinary. He would p&unremarked inacrowd,
and his indifference to dress— overcoat, woallen
scaf, and _bulg%ln pockets—adds 1o the generd lack
of distinction that marks him. His manner is polite
and graceful, with a touch of timorous gpology, his
voice and speech those of a well-bred European, his
habits solitary and ascetic. He has no gifts for public
consumption,”his oratory bel n? lame and halting, and
is manner nervous rather than forcible.

And yet in the eight years that have passed since
Chicherin walked through the gates of Brixton Gaol he
hes been the most constant figure of eminence in the
drama of world politics. Lenin h_as_goneh;rotsky hes
falen, and in every great State Minister succéeded
Minister with amos the frequency of the ssesons
But Chicherin remains what he ne on the morrow
of his rdease from Brixton Gaol, theintellectual s?ea“
head of Russan Communism in its struggle with a
hostile world. Wherever the battle has been critical,
at Lausanne, at Genoa, in Paris, he has been in the
thick of the fight, using the most accomplished cunnin
of the old diplomacy in the service of his new g ,
now é)pealmg,_now ruculent; answering the contempt
of a Curzon with the scorn of a Chicherin—" the Chi-
cherins are of more ancient lineage than the Curzons,"
he said, when smarting under Curzon's hauteur—penning
more State_documents with his own hand than any
Foreign Minister on record; passing judgments on
foreign dtatesmen as acute and oftenas vituperative
as those of an irrespongble journalist; manoeuvring
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now with Germany, now with Poland, now with Turkey,
now with China;, setting his cap at America in one
phese ; flinging his chadlenge a her in another; and
all the time watching the central pillar of the capitalistic
world, the British Empire, for symptoms of that collgpse
without which the world conquest of his idea cannot
be consummated.

For he lives for his idea with the single-minded devo-
tion of the fanatic. Wifeess, childless, for most of his
life homdess, he has surrendered himself to the task of
creating a new heaven below with the fervour and intens-
ity with which Loyola sought to turn men's thoughts
to the heaven above. Itisavery smplefaith. Private
property—" voild I'ennemi." There is the crux of
earthly battle, there the vision of heavenly reward.
Two irreconcilable conceptions are at death-grips for
world empire—" one holding property to be the means
for individual enjoyment, the other holding it to be
something to be employed for the commonwed."
Between these conceptions no compromise. It may
be necessary to appear to compromise. The hosts of
the capitalistic Midian that prowl and prowl around
the Communist ark have, by virtue of their shameful
gospd of private property, precisdy those sources of
power that Russa needs It is a tragic irony that a
Communist State should need money, still more that
it should have to ssek it from its capitalistic enemy.

But there it is, and the problem with which Chicherin
has wrestled for seven years has been how to reconcile
the pursuit of the political destruction of the enemy
with the enticement from that enemy's pocket of those
large reserves of capital which he has so infamoudy
secreted.  That, | think, is not an unfair statement of
the issue.  Chicherin would not perhaps admit it, for
in his mood of suppliant he proclaims the readiness of
the Communist lamb to lie down beside the Capitalist
lion—in other words, he ssEamsto admit the co-exisence
of therival sysems. But in his more challenging moods
and in his statements of policy it is clear that he holds
the view that the lion and the lamb cannot permanently
survive in mutual amity.

He has excellent reason for thinking o, and excellent
reason (given his point of view) for regarding this country
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as the enemy-in-chief. For when he left Brixton Gaol
for the New Jerusdlem of Communism, did he not find
all the capitalist States, with the clarion call of Mr.
Churchill to whoop them on, and the money of this
country to arm them, promoting one reckless adventure
after another to destroy the Russan revolution ?
It is necessary to remembér this disgraceful phese of the
story if we are to understand Chicherm's present attitude.
He can very well ak, Who began it 7 And we cannot
very well answer that we are blameless.

But in granting this | do not suggest that another
policy on the Allies' part would have changed Chicherin's
course. It would have changed events in spite of him;
but it would not have changed the fanaticism of the
fanatic. | do not think anything would change that,
and those who think that he is willing to be brought
within the ambit of normal continental relatlonshlﬁ)s
ignore the undeviating drift of his policy. Heisfrankly
hostile to the League of Nations and all that it connotes.
He s=s in it the consolidation of Europe on those
capitalisticlineswhichitishismissioninlifetoobliterate.

| do not condemn him for this. If any man in the
public life of Europe in these great years has given proof
of his disinterested passon for the common good, as
he conceived the common good, itis Chicherin, Heisof
the stuff of martyrs and of heroes. But hisaimis clear
as noonday. He regards Locarno as the heaviest defest
he has suStained, not because he does not want
in Europe, but because he wants the overthrow of the
European social system and because the absorption of
Germany in the League means a Europe mobilised
against hisideals. Heturnsto Turkey and the East, and
coguets with the idea of an Asiatic bloc founded on the
yellow and dusky millions who are to be redeemed by
the gospel of Bolshevism.

But the tide of that gospe is ebbing. It has left
Europe from the Vistula westwards and it is visibly
ebbing in Russa itself, where compromise after com-
promise with private property has had to be conceded
and where we have seen the Central Executive of the
Soviet itself shattered on that cardinal issue, and
Kameneff and Zinovieff fighting a losing battle against
the majority. Chicherin Tég f went back to Moscow
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after Locarno with the sense that the battle has been
lost to him and his cause on the fields of Europe.
Germany had made her choice. She had chosen to
throw in her lot with Europe. The Allies spent six
years in trying to drive her into the airms of Com-
munist Russa If they had succeeded, Chicherin
would have succeeded. But they failed and Chicherin
has failed. Even the squalid fiasco at Geneva, which
went perilously near to obliterating the work of
Locarno, failed to turn the current of Europe in his
favour. It failed becauss, shamefully though Germany
had been handled in the miserable tale of intrigue, she
did not alow her resentment to deflect her into the new
channel that Chicherin had so laboriously excavated for
her. In the struggle of the Communist ideal for the
possession of Europe it is the constancy of Germany
which has been the breskwater that has kept out the
revolutionary tide. It is that breakwater on which the
purposss of Chicherin have broken in vain. But what-
ever his fate, he has made an heroic fight, and the
prisoner of Brixton Gaol remains as the only Foreign
Minister in Europe who has survived the torrent of
events through all the post-war years.

He survives dso as the most significant product of
the greatest socia upheaval in history—not a man with
normal appetites and cravings, but an embodied idea,
living his hermit-like life in his office with daosed windows,
rarely going out, working cessdesdy through the night,
shuffiing about in ill-matched clothes like a night
watchman, interviewing this man at midnight and that
one at two in the morning, unconscious of time and
unaware of the habits of the normal world, a symbol
of the Nemess that overtakes tyranny and is itself a
tyranny. Well would it have been for Russa and for
the world if Alexander 111 had harkened to Uncle
Boris instead of dismissing him from his office.
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23. LADY ASTOR

"IT was a?ood thing," sad Lady Agtor, not long ago,
" that the first woman to get info Parliament was an
ordinary woman, because it made it esder for other
ordinary women to succeed her."  If Lady Astor were
givento that self-depreciation which isthe most un pless-
ing form of sAf-prase we might assume that she knew
that she was talking nonsnse But as amonfq her
qualities none is more conspicuous than her shatterin
veracity, both about herself and about other people, i
is X to sy that ales " ordlnarE/ woman " does
not exist than the member for the Sutfon Division of
Plymouth. If | sg\{ | shudder to think what the world
would be like if all ordinary women were like Lady
Astor, | do not wish to convey disrespect. | mean that
if such torrential personalities were the rule instead
of the exception, lifeon this planet would be too thrilling
an affair to contemplate with composure.

There have, of course, been in the and there are
to-day more intellectually remarkable women than
Lady Astor. Her qualities are not of the head, but of
theheart and of the spirit. Sheisan embodied emotion
bursting into the sobrieties and decorums of the world
with the sameimpulsive gaiety withwhich, asone of the
‘Langhorne sisters, she careered in youth over the
Virginian pastures. This does not mean that e is a
modern woman df the a{;?rvel emancipated é?{pe.
The modern woman is apt to be sdf-conscioudy defiant
intheenj o%/ment of her new freedom. The chains of the

have fallen aNa%/, but the memory of them is still
resh, and sheflingshersdf about a litfle tempestuoudy
Has if to remind hersdf that they no longer encumber
er.

But the engaging audacities of Lady Astor have
nothing of this conscious triumph over the male.
would bewhat sheisto-day 1éf2 there had been no woman's
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revolution. Hence, with all her passon for the freedom
of women she is no sex fanatic, does not declare her
equality with men by imitating their habits, and does
not confound political and socid freedom with moral
unrestraint. Indeed, in moras she is old-fashioned
rather than new, with a good many of the Puritanical
inhibitions which used t0 be assodiated with the New
Englander of the Mayflower tradition rather than
with the aristocratic Virginian, culture to which she
belongs.  Not only does e neither snoke nor drink,
but loathes those habits and wages ceesdess war
againg the trade in and out of Parliament. She was
the first woman to enter the House of Commons, but |
Lar]cy she will be the last woman in England to bob her
r

air.
~And if sheis free from the feverish unrest of s, she
is equall¥_ indifferent to the frailties of fashion. When
she wes Tirst elected for Plymouth she appeded to the
reporters to regard her as "™ a regular working member
of Parliament and not as a curiosity," and shé appeared
in the House in a garment of sober black, a practice
from which she has never departed.  If thereis anything
in the ways of men that she desires women to imitate
it is their freedom from the vegariesof fashion. " They
do not chenge the length of "their trousers every two
%/hearssks?esays " as"women change the length of
eir skirts.

It is not her opinions, therefare, that make her so
unprecedented a figure in En%'S'" public life, but the
? lop of the spirit with which de enters the lists, her
errific pggnaqﬂy‘ and her gay indifference to the formal
" respectabilities’ of aviour. " The House of
Commons," said Bolingbroke, " lovesthe manwho shows
it sport.”  And wherever Lady Astor's " view halloo"
is heard there is the assurance of sport.

Her fearlesness, both of gpeech and action, would be
terrifying if it were not touched with such gaiety and
good natire, and if it did not proceed from so slight and
Sylph-like a foe. When it was reported in certain
newspapers that she had " mauled" Sr Frederick
Banbur)é,and hung on to his coat tails when he talked
out her Bill for prohibiting the sde of wines and spirits
to persons under the age 1%1‘3 eighteen, she denied the
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agpeason. " | went to Sir Frederick,” she explained,
" and sad jokingly, 'l have tried kindness; | have
tried rudeness; now | shal try force—I shal hold
on to your coat tails and you shall not rise " He
replied, " You ae not strong enough,” and rose to
talk until the clock told him the Bill was dead. Lady
Astor rose besde him (it was now daybreak, and she
had been in the House from eleven to four on " a hard-
boiled egg and a glass of water ") and strove to save her
offspring.

" | wonder," said Sir Frederick, pursuing his thesis
of the virtues of drink, " | wonder if the honourable |ady
member for the Sutton Division has ever taken any
hard, violent exercise."

" | never felt more like taking violent exercise than
at this moment,” said the voice besde him. But she
did not " maul" him, and when he had won she only
fired at him a parting shot—" Oh, you old villain," she
said, " | will get you next time." And she did, for in
the end she got her Bill passed.

Her courage is equa to any emergency. When,
returning from a night meeting at Plymouth, she found
aruffian in her entrance hall, who threatened to kill her,
she overawved him by the sheer impetus of her mind,
and he fled into the stables, whither she pursued him.
Again he ran from this astonishing fury, plunged into
a public house and out at the back, with Lady Astor
still on hisheds. And when, having run him to earth,
the police arrived, she refused to prosecute. " | only
wanted his name in the public interest,” she said. She
is as dauntless in the face of a hostile audience as in
the presence of a burglar. When, while spesking in
Glaggow, the Communigts tried to howl her down she
started singing " Kegp the Home Fires Burning" with
such enjoyment of the fun that she silenced the uproar
and won a hearing.

But she can be a formidable enemy if the occason
requires. That consciencdess bravo, Horatio Bottom-
ley, made one of the mistakes of his life when he sat
out to destroy Lady Astor by issuing an infamous
poster entitled " Lady Astor's Divorce," and raking up
the unhappy story of her first marriage. There was
nothing to conced about that incident, nothing but
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what was honourable, however painful, to hersdf, and
she went to Plymouth and told her constituents the
facts in a goeech that revedled the desper and finer
qualities of her nature. But she did not forget ihe
cowardly blow, and | have something more than a
suspicion that in the final exposure of Bottomley her
hand was operative if not visible. "The brewers paid
Horatio Bottomley to try to take my moral character
away," she said, at the election at Plymouth, in 1922.
" Well, I've still got my character, but Bottomley is
in gaol." And one day, when a person of a certain
reputation interrupted her offensively, she paused in
front of him, and in even tones that were heard, and
intended to be heard by those about, said, " Take care.
Bottomley dandered me and | have put him away. |
know enough of you to put you where heis, and | warn
you that | shall not hesitate to do s0." Yes, aformid-
able woman, even though she did not hold Sir Frederick
Banbury down by the coat tails.

A day in her life, any day, is more full of motion and
excitement than aday a afair. She ssams to have the
secret of perpetual motion, and inexhaustible animation.
Sherisesearly andretireslate, and whirrslikeaspinning
whed the whole time. She reads the papers, aranges
the details of her domedtic life, planslunch and dinner,
writes and dictates innumerable letters, telephones to
no inconsiderable fraction of the population of London
about this, that, and the other; takes the vice-chair
at her luncheon table, which she kegps in a ripple of
merriment with her sdlies; is spirited away to the
House of Commons to ask her questions, and meet
constituents, co-workers in the temperance cause, and
deputations interested in questions affecting women and
children ; cracks her jokes, makes a speech, perhaps
interrupts the pomposity of a bore; vanishes, it may
be to an afternoon meeting, it may be to s her son
ride in a steeplechase ; is back at the House in time for
committees, still untired; whips off to St. James
Square to become the centre of adinner party at which
Tories, Liberals, and Labour men, Churchmen and Dis-
senters, aristocrats and democrats, busness megnates
and trade-union secretaries with whom they are at war
are all cheek-by-jowl, and all warmed by the glow of
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her incandescent presence. A ring a the telephone,
and sheis away to the House for adivision ; then back
to her guests for more fun, more laughter, more stories
of the day's doings, more genia pricks for the solemn
and dull, more gppeds to the stony and obdurate.
Perhaps when the last of her guests has gone she flashes
to some other planet to enliven other reddms with her
surplus gaiety. Itis difficult to conceive that, like the
rest of us, she goesto bed.

Falstaff said that he was " Jack " to his brothers
and sisters, " John" to his neighbours and " Sir
John" to all theworld. ButLady Astorislesseclectic.
Sheis"” Nancy " to two continents. Sheis" Nancy "
by a sort of royal patent, as Kings are " Edward " or
" George" or as Archbishops are " Ebor " and " Can-
tuar." The fact indicates the free range of her sym-
pathies. There are no fences in the boundless prairie
of her adventure—neither in politics nor in society.
It may be said without disrespect that she is " hail
fellow well met" to all the world. She is nominaly
in the Tory fold, but she legps the political hurdles as
lightly as she will skip over a five barred gate in the
country, and her party has long cessed to hope to dis-
cipline so independent amind. Sheis asready to back
Mr. Baldwin or Mr. MacDonald as she was to pull the
coat tails of Sir Frederick Banbury, and she has declared
that she would go to Timbuctoo for thejoy of fighting a
brewer.

For amid all her enthusasms for the under dog, it
is the cause of temperance that most sarves to keegp her
at white heat. It was in that cause that her maiden
goeech—the first utterance of a woman in the British
Parliament—was delivered, and her open hostility to
the dependence of her party upon the drink trade once
led to her being howled down at a Unionist Conference.
Not that she beieves in compulsory Prohibition. " |
have just enough of the devil in me," she once said,
" that the moment anyone prohibits anything, that is
the very thing | want to do." But sheis the degpless
enemy of the trade, and her duds with Mr. Macquisten
in the House are historic. When he complained that
the habitues of public-houses were not represented in
the Liquor Control Board, she leapt up with the demand"
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that the victims of the habitue's of public-houses, " gen-
erally their wives," should be represented on the Board.
Her gift of retaliation is, indeed, inexhaustible. When
the member for Dunfermline said she should confine
hersalf to milk and babies and leave the Navy aone,
she retorted that if he would drink more milk and less
lemonade he would be more polite to the only woman
in the House.

It was an unjust implication in regard to an eminently
reputable member of the House ; but Lady Astor shares
the censoriousness of Johnson, who, in his teetotal
interludes, was apt to think that anyone who drank wes
ipsofacto drunk. " | will not talk to you, Sir," he once
remarked to the courtly Reynolds: " You are too far
gone" Lady Astor has a dash of that suspicion which
occasionaly involves her in attacks, such as that on
Mr. Hayday, which would be unpardonable in a man
and are not easily pardonable in awoman. Her tongue
knows no respect either for persons or occasions, and it
fals with impartial severity upon friend and foe. It
was one of her own leaders of whom she said that he
had " aface like a Meat Trust,” and it was another to
whom, meeting him in the lobby after she had been
opposing him in the House, she remarked " | have been
defending you against the Labour members. They say
you are not fit to feed with pigs. | say that you are."

She sa=s everything from the angle of the woman and
the child. " A woman is always thinking of the world
she wants for her children,” she says Hence her
enthusiasm for the League of Nations, and the courage
with which, on a famous visit to America—a visit on
which, said the Daily Telegraph, she made forty soeeches
and not a single faux pas—she rebuked her own people
for standing aoof. " That's where we dropped the
treacle jug,” she said breezily to the Virginians. " You
need not call it the League of Nations," she said ds=
where. " Give it anew name every week, but give it a
chance" If her sincerity and high spirits were tempered
with judgment and discretion she might crown her
galoping career by being the first Ambassadress to
America.



24- SR WILLIAM MORRIS

IT is asaying, | think, of the Zend-Avedta, that the
man who es two blades of grass grow where one
grew before has done more to win salvation than he who
utters ten thousand prayers. From this it is evident
that the great controversy between salvation by faith
and salvation by worksis not confined to the Christian
religion. If, acceptmfg this doctrine, we asume that
the ‘multiplication of motor-cars is as beneficent an
achievement as the multiplication of blades of grass,
William R. Morris has_advanced as far aong the
road to salvation as any Englishman of histime. He
hag |Sq0|dmtdly done a conspicuous service to British
industry.

It is probably true that if there had been no
Morris the blades of grass would have multiplied all
the sane ; but it is certainly do true that the culture
would not have been of a homegrown type. The
ganus of Henry Ford, soaring gp in far-avay Detroit,

seamed to transcend competition. He had taken
the world for his parish. His missonaries were out in
all lands, and the sound of his gospel was heard on every
highway from China to Peru. He had taken this
country in his stride and scattered motor-cars among us
as pIentlfuIIC}/.a_s the wind scatters leaves in autumn.
| remember driving along the Bristol road from Birm-
ingham some five years ago, when the chauffeur, com-
menting on the vehicles we met, said he estimated that
95 per cent, of the cars normally on that road were Ford
cas. |If they were not flagrantly Fords, they were
Fordsin digglise.  To-day onthat foad, as on any other
road in the country, the overwhelming majority of cars
that would be mét would bear the signature of W. R.
Morris. He hes, as a witty friend of mine observed,
given us " a Ford with an Oxford education.”

His achievement does n%sof course detract from the
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title of Henry Ford to be the supreme adventurer into
the vast kingdom that petrol opened up for exploitation.
It may not betrue, asis sometimes said, that if there had
been no Ford there would have been no Morris, but it is
true that to Ford bdongs the conception of the vast
potentialities of the baby he had done so much to bring
into the world, and that it wes his bold pioneer work
that blazed the path for others. If there had been no
Ford the astonishing development of the industry would
certainly have been delayed, but it is by 110 means certain
that if there had been no Ford the impetus would not
have come from Morris. For though, as will be appar-
ent, thereislittle likeness between the two men in one
respect, they are extraordinarily alike in those matters
which are relevant, that is, the practical application
of imaginative idess to strictly busness ends and the
force of will that overcomes difficulties.

In a word, the priority of Detroit over Oxford may
only be due to the fact that Henry Ford chanced to
come into the world before William Morris. In the
year (1893) in which Henry Ford drove hisfirst gasoline-
propelled motor-car through the streets of Detroit, to
the amused curiosity of a world which did not redise
what a revolutionary portent had appeared in their
midst, young Morris, then a lad of seventeen, entered
the lists. In the matter of time, therefore, Ford had
arrived before Morris had started. Morris was twenty
years behind, and he had to travel precisaly the same
road as his forerunner. There was no golden road to
the Samarkand he reached. In an established industry
where all the routes are marked and all the possibilities
explored, there may be golden roads, but in a new and
uncharted field like that of the motor industry, such an
adventure as that of the Fords and the Morrises is only
possible to a man who has worked every inch of the
way and fought every difficulty with hisown hands.

Thisisthekey toWilliam Morris. He does not stand
out asthe creator of themost remarkable™ oneman show"
in contemporary British industry by virtue of luck or
financial skill or any occult power. He would be the
last to deny that he had had luck—or that he had had
the wit to take it by the hand—and he will readily
admit that he owes much to the facilities which, the
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bank accorded him. But the " glittering prize" he
hes won is the reward, not of the astute financier, but
of the working man, the mechanic, the engineer who has
saturated himsdf with the knowledge of his subject
and has built his vast_structure upon the foundafion
of that knowledge. It is because he is a great mechanic
that Morris is a prince of industry—a great mechanic
with a genius for concentration. " Young man," said
the first"Rothschild to young Buxton, " &tick to your
brewing and you can make yoursaf the first of brewers.
But squander” yoursdlf in banking, in business in this,
that, and the other and your name will sgon be in the
Gazette” No one can doubt the tyrannic absorption
of Morris in his one theme. Hé is the spirit of
the motor-car. made, flesh. The bewildering lightnings
aeties, |deeJ|sms? irrelevancies that coruscaté around

e personality of Ford are wholly absent from this
one-idesed man.

_ He carries his burden IlghtI){ becaue he has no other
impedimenta, and because all_his driving energy is
applied to adngle purpose.  His physique is powerful,
though spare, but it gives the impresson of being over-
engined, of a dynamo that is running_ceesd and
adways at high voltage. He has no gil]ft for refaxing
the strain, and he will tell you that when he was once
induced to take a holiday on the Riviera he found it an
intolerable affliction. He has no persond tastes to
fciqrailfy and no uss for monelyl_ except that of fertilisin
e astonishing business of which he is sole crestor an
until recently, the sole owner. He has the natur
pride of the creator in his own creation, and claims that
It is the product of ore thing only, his power of wark.
If you suggest to him that it was the fortuitous direction
of ‘that power of work into a certain channd that had
something to do with the result—that if, for example,
events had thrown him into the building of ships in
these days instead of the building of motor-cars his
uccsss Would have been somewha less sensationa—
he will gaily admit the thrust.
_ But while making that thrust you that even
in shipbuilding this drlva energy would have found
ome way through the murk and Sagnation of things.
For you cannot doubt thai%e is of the stuff that will
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not be denied. Scott said of Hogg, the Ettrick Shep-
herd, that he was " born under a sixpenny planet."
He was a defeatist.  He was born to failure and, havin
the spirit of failurein him, everything he touched too
the blight. 1 do not know what planet presded over
the birth of W. R. Morris, at Worcester, in 1877, but it
must have been the most auriferous planet in the firma:
ment, for it endowed him with just those qualities that
make for material success and denied him all those
qualities that divert success ,

He struck out adventurously from the start. With
no education except that which he had got in the village
school at Cowle%, the suburb of Oxford where his great
factories cover thefieldsin which he played, and where
now a new motor-car is born every five minutes, and
with not so much as a5 note at the back of him, he
took the decison to work for himsdf, on th&f)rlnm ple
that W. R. Morris would pay him a higher salary than
anybody dse. " So | started’to work for W. R."” And
what so natural for aboy to work at as{ol ly thingslike
bicycles? He repaired them, he built them, he rode
them in races Men who were up a New Cd
twenty odd years ago will remember the bicycle place
in Holywell"and the bright, active young féllow who
owned 1t, and from whom they occasiondly hired a not
very thrilling motor-car that he aso owned.

of those men hes reason to remember it, for

he became interested in the ambitions of the bright
active young fellow, lent him some money, and h
him on the road to victory. Morris had ‘conquered all
the mysteries of petrol power, matriculated, as it were,
with the Morris motor-bicycle, and being now well under
wg}é worked night and day for his" degreg”” Hewould
make amotor-car of his own—amotor-car enriched with
all the experience he had got from the repairs of myriads
of motors. He had andysed them, dissected them,
compared them, observed the wesknessess here and the
virtues there, and out of the wealth of knowledge with
which he had charged himself he evolved during a
gestation of ten years a machine which should approxi-
mate to the Ford in price and eclipse it in appearance
and solid merits. He had leapt to the idea which Ford
had conceived and the expl %tlatl on of which had become
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Ford's monopoly in the world—the idea that the future
of the motor-car” was not with the rich few but with the
multitude of moderately circumstanced people—and
fourteen years ago, with the purchase of land at Cowley,
he embarked On his great adventure. In his first
complete seeson he turned out some 500 cars, but with
uoosssin sight, though not yet achieved, there came the
killing frost of the war, andthe Morris car, like so much
dse, went into cold storage, its inventor and his works
being commandeered for the manufacture of mine
sinkers for the North Sea )
_ For al {)ractl cal purposss, the great Morris structure
is a growth of the'last six years, and the creation of
one bold decision. It was taken, curiously enough, at
the same moment and in the same circumstances as that
crisgs in Ford's struggle with Wall Street with which
| have dedlt dsewhere. In the first year after the
war he had an output of 1500 cars. Then the cloud of
depression descended.  The bubble of inflated busness
burst, industry collapsed, most of all, industry, like
that of motor-car manufacture, which was of the nature
of luxury. Some firms were broken, most ran in for
shelter until the storm passed. Morriswas urged to run to
shelter too, to cut down his production, to reduce his
liabilities, to play for safety. 'Instead, with theinstinct
of great generadship, he saized the moment when every-
wasfleeing to advance with all his banners flyin
and trumpets sounding. He increased his output an
announced the sensationad " cut" of 2100 in his moddl.
It was magnificent and it was war. The trade was
hilariously™ incredulous. The thing wes insane. [t
could not be done, The public marvelled and Morris
me a household name. Across the Atlantic the
Goliath of the chegp car became aware that a David
had entered the lists to chalenge his reign in one part
of hisworld empire.
Andintheresult it proved the most triumphant calcu-
lation in modern budness. Morris had risked every
enny he had, and probably more, on the throw; but
e will tell you that the "choice was not whether he
should keep if or risk it, but whether he should lose it
inrunning to shelter or risk it for aprize of inconceivable
magnitude. Had he had 1§7ﬂ28reho ders to consder and
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directorsto consult, hewould have been drivento shelter.
It was his freedom of persond initiative that won him a
kingdom. The fact is worth noting in relation to the
conduct of busness. There is no need to dwell on the
fruitsof that dazzling coup. Theworld knows all about
the vast growth of the Morris enterprise, the companies
at Oxford, at Birmingham, at Coventry, in France;
the increasing torrent of cars that flowshour by hour
out of the gates at Cowley ; the turnover exceeding
£20,000,000 a year ; the output that has risen from
500 a week to 1,000 a wesk and 1500 a week, and
that will soon be 2,000 awesk. Morris thinks—unlike
Ford, who says " Tariff isn't graft; it's a nuisance " —
that it is duties that have made him great. He is too
modest. The abolition of the McKenna duties not only
did not check him. He increased his output, lowered
his price, and increased his gtaff after the abolition.
But Morris is not of interest as a political thinker.
Heisonly of interest asabrilliant busness man who has
won afamous victory for British trade, and whose career
is aaufficient proof that even in this country the ranker
of industry can still find the marshd's baton in his

knapsack.
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25. JACK HOBBS

LET ussing the praise of Hobbs. [tisawork of super-
erogation, as the poet says, to paint the lily and gild
refined gold and add a hue to the violet, and it may
savour of a like " wasteful and ridiculous excess" to
exalt John Berry Hobbs and attempt to add a lustre
to hisfame. BLt no picture of the life of our time, set
down in the terms o sondlities who command the
public attention, would be complete without him;
and though the kingdom he rules Is only the kingdom
of play, the man who can claim to have given as much
innocent pleasure as any man living to as many people
from the Ova to Capetown and from ( own to
Brishane hasas atitleasany toaplaceinthegalery
of celebrities. Tn making alist of household names in
the English-speaking world we could no more exclude
his than that of Bernard Shaw, or Charles Chaplin, or
Lloyd Geor%ﬁ Heis alink of the Commonwedlth and
in far-away Melbourne the city workers pour out to see
him more eagerly than they would pour out to s a
prince of the blood or the victor in a war. .

He is the representative man of the most English
th|r|15g we have done in the world of recreation. Give
an Englishman a bat and a ball, said Emerson, and his
cu? of happiness is full. He said it, | fancy, with a
note of scorn that we should be so easily amused, and
though, since Emerson's dary, America become as
infatuated with the delight of hitting balls both large and
small aswe are, it is, I'think, true that nothing better
illustrates the difference between the English spirit
and the American spirit than the fact that the sun of
English cricket has never risen on the dark continent
aooss the Atlantic, . o _

It explains much that we find alien in the American
culture, for cricket is not merely a persond affair of
hitting a ball more skilfully than someone dse hitsiit.
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Cricket is aframe of mind, it is an attitude to life, itisa
discipline, a comradeship, a thing of serene and joyous
memories. It embodies our philosophy of conduct.
When we have said " That is not cricket," we have
pessad a judgment from which there is no apped. |
will not %O 2 far as to sy that no people can be truly
civilised that does not love cricket; but | do say that
the humanising_ spirit of the | is one of our most

recious posessons, and that if | were to be born into
the world again one of the conditions | should wish to
impose would bethat | should be bornin aland where |
could recapture one of the purest and most enduring joys
that swegten the adventure of life.

And if | could make a further condition it would be
that | should be a contemporary, if not of " W. G."—of
course | should prefer that—then of Hobbs. Heis so
eadly the first cricketer of his generation that it is
_unneo&aw to look for his rival. There are strokes
in Frank Woolley's repertory—that crashing shock with
which he plays aball from the pitch to the off boundary
for example—that are more thrilling than anything that
Haobbs has to offer, but in the completeness, varletc}q and
exquisite finish of his equipment, Hobbs is matchless,
the perfect artist among the greet craftsmen of the game.
He belongs by a sort of inherited authority of nature to
the royal ling, and in any team of the world's best he
would have his place without challenge besde W. G.
Grace, Rantjitsinhji, and (Fssmredly) ictor Trumper.
He is of théir dass, and there is no other of that dess.
He differs from them, but he is not inferior to them,
He has not the overwhelming éJersonallty that counted
for so much in the case of Grace; nor has he that
panther dillness and swiftness, that touch of magic,
which made Ranjitsinhji's cricket seam so much more
subtle, so much more delicate, so much more inspired,
than any other cricket that lives in the memory.” But
his mastery of the art is as great as that of either.

I | were to attempt to define the peculiar quality of
his play, | should sy that it lay in the perfect baance
of both physical andtemperamental dements. A great
cricketer, like a great poet, indeed, like a supreme artist
in any order, iS born, not made Genius hes
described as an infinite o?o%aty for taking pains, and
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it is true that without that capacity the highest natural
gifts lodged with us are usdess. But the original gift,
the quality of temperament, the power of co-ordinating
thought and action, must be there for the industrious
apprentice to polish and refine. Hobbs was born
and bred in the cricket amosphere—his father grounds-
man a Jesus College, Cambridge ; his childhood spent
in the ardent practice of the game on Parker's Piece at
Cambridge ; his horizon bounded by the cricket field—
but that might be said of thousands who are no more
like Hobbs at the wicket than a dray horse is like a
Derby winner. It is the perfect adjustment of all the
faculties of mind and body for the task that done
explainshim.

S him come out from the pavilion at the Oval and
take his place at the creese Note the neat, trim,
slight figure, the ees== of movement, the loose, free
action of the limbs, the alert economy of motion, no
idle expenditure of effort either for display or for rest-
lesness, no hint of egotism or sdf-consciousness, no
suggestion of panic ; but every gesture to the point and
under the control of a mind at once eeger, vigilant and
Hf-possessad.  He is neither too tall nor too short for
the powerful wegpon that he carries. In the hands of
Grace, with his huge black-bearded head, his mighty
shoulders, and his bare, blacksmith arms, the bat |ooked
like atoy. In the hands of Bobby Abel it looked like
an encumbrance. Y ou wondered how so small a man
could flourish so large a weapon, and half the delight
which that famous batsman aroused was on the sense of
thetriumph of art over matter. In the hands of Ranjit-
sinhji the bat wes a magician's wand. It ssemed to
whisper its secret to the ball and send it flying on its
errand with a touch, a flick, a glide that was amost as
impalpable as a breath of wind.

Hobbs and his bat are of a piece The bat is so
controlled, so responsive, that it ssams only an extension
of himself. Itisnot an instrument, but alimb, a part
of the anatomy, answering his thought as hand and eye
answver it. The bearing of the man at this early stage
is so undemonstrative and untheatrical asto allay alarm
—if you did not know his past. Heis so pleasant and
modest in gppearance, the sort of good boy of the family
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—he has sung in a Church choir since he was a boy, and
when his father died he sat out with his bat to help his
mother to bring up his eleven brothers and sisters—that
itishard to think any harm of him. He does not look
pugnacious ; he does not look cunning; he looks just
nice and friendly and ordinary.

Y ou would fed quite happy about getting his wicket,
but for that nestness and economy of action of which
| have spoken, and that disquieting sdlf-possesson. He
is feeling his way, taking his soundings, testing the
bowlers, the ground, the field, all the circumference of
things. No hurry, he says, all the day before us. He
taps the ball and stedls a run just to break theice and
show how cool and sdf-assured he is. No judge of a
run like him snce " Monkey" Hornby—" Oh my
Hornby and my Barlow long ago "—used to delight the
Old Trafford crowd. But even in this short sprint,
not hurried, everything accurately and coolly cal cul ated.

And now the foundation well laid, he begins to build.
He has taken the meesure of the bowlers, he has got the
disposition of the field, and " That for you" he says as
the ball comes bounding aong the carpet—aways
aong the carpet—between point and cover, or slip and
deep slip. The opposing captain shifts his field, this
man alittle forward, that alittle back to fill the gap that
hesbeenrevedled. Well, well, thereis another gap here,
captain, and away goes the ball with a glance or ahigh
stroke to leg or a push past mid-on. And as the field
moves the strokes vary. The bowler changes his attack
asthe fisherman changes his bait; but with every change
comes the unfailing reply, for here is a man who has the
solution to every problem, and can produce every stroke
for the occasion.

It is not the bookish, formal solution that made the
cricket of that other great Cambridge batsman, Tom
Hayward, so invulnerable and so uninspiring. Every
stroke is fresh and entertaining. He has not the genius
for improvisation that wasthe glory of J. T. Tyldedley,
who played every ball asif it were a new revelation to
which he had to give a new and joyous welcome. He
was the great empiric of the game, and next to Maclaren
the finest flower of Lancashire cricket. But if heisless
spontaneous than Tyldesley, Hobbs is no less various,
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ana his dl-round accomplishment, his avareness of
things, his imperturbable command of himsdf and his
resolrces, place him in a higher dass than Tyldesey.
No great batsman missed his century so narrowly and
0 frequently as Tyldedey, as no one ever mi it 0
rarely when' it was within his grap as Hobbs. It is
this union of brilliant executive power with a coolness
and deliberation of mind that are never wanting that
supplies the key to his myster¥]. That deliberation
is remarkable in nothing more than in his genius for
placing the ball, in which no one except Grace hes

u him. It was said by one of the professonas
who bowled against Grace, " |'putsit where | likes, and
he puts it where he likes," and any bowler of this
generation might make the same commentbn Hobbs.

And yet deliberation is not quite the word that
express the rarest quality of his action. If | were
ked to state what distinguishes Hobbs from all other
|IVII’I% batsmen, with the exception of Macartney, |
should say it was his genius for reserving his fire for
thelast moment. Even with so accomplished abatsman
as Sutcliffe, the bowler dictates the stroke. As soon
asthe ball is delivered the batsman's reply is formulated.
But Hobbs, like Ranjitsinhji and Macartney, seams to
leave the reply open until the ball is upon him, and then
to make his choice of action in accordance with the
disposition of the field. In the many famous stands
which have been made by Hobbs and Sutcliffe, it will
be found that for one stolen run made off a stroke by
Sutcliffe, nine are made from_strokes by Hobbs—the
result of the late judicious placing of the’ball in which
heisunrivalled.

And he plays the game. He does not dole out runs
as if he were’a miser hoarding them. He spends his
riches freely, and asif he gggoyed spending them. Ina
time when cricket is threatened with deepy sickness
and the pursuit of places in county tables and positions
in averages has superseded the old hearty delight in the
game itsalf, it is not the least of his claims upon our
gratitude that he has kept the spirit of the sport glowing
inhisplay. He hits asthough he loves hitting, and his
art is not m_m,akmgbeesi( bowling appear difficult, but
in making difficult bowling appear essy. He fields, as
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he bats, with zes—and there has been no better cover
point snce Vernon Royle. For him the game is the
thing. It is an adventure, not a sdfe five per cent,
investment.

Upon that adventure the struggle for points and
averages falls like a blight and a curse, turning it to a
dull, mechanical, soulless business, and obliterating the
rapture and gallantry of the game—Y orkshire playing
for safety the first day, and Lancashire playing for
safety the second day, and the third day being aweari-
ness to the flesh. | do not suggest that there was no
stonewalling in other days. Scotton, Barlow, and Hall
have never been equalled in that funereal role. Scotton
was oncein for sixty-five minuteswithout scoring arun,
and Barlow' once batted for two and a half hours for
five runs. But, apart from the case of those monu-
mental dullards, it is true that the temperature of the
play has fallen, that one run per man in three minutes
on agood wicket is becoming far too common, that the
habit of treating batting as a science of defence instead
of an art of attack, and of putting arespect for decimals
before a healthy appetite for boundaries, is trying our
patience and making us yearn for a Jessop to come like
awhirlwind into the stagnant atmosphere.

Hobbs is not a Jessop, but the supreme exponent of
the whole range of the batsman's art. But he gives
us runs, he gives us sport, he gives us the finest vintage
of the noblest of all games And though | loathe
measurement by the footrule of records, | share the
interest with which the world of cricket watches him
passing the mighty achievement of " W. G." and plant-
ing hisflag on ayet higher pinnacle of " centuries.”
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WHATEVER may be said to his discredit, M. Caillaux
is avery bravé man. He has that rare and invaluable
gift in a'public man of daring to tell the public the truth
and of offering it unpaatable medicine. There is no
country in which that quality is more rare than France,
and it is this fact more than any other which is at the
root of the failure of the peace and of the present con-
dition of Europe. France haslived for seven yearson a
fiction as transparent as that of Madame Humbert's
sfe  In the s@fe were colosl riches. Only find the
key to it—and was not the Ruhr the k?/ : every-
body would be prosggous Why pay faxes when any
day the s&fe might be opened ard itS contents poured
in"a golden stream into French pockets ? Let us Igo
on barrowing ; let us go on not paying our debts, let
us go on pretending, and suddenl% al will be miracu-
lously well. [t was not so much the fault of the people
as the fault of the statesmen. They know_ the hoax,
but they had not the courage to expoeit. To presarve
the hoax had become their career.

" When are you French gatesmen EOi ng to tell your
people the truth ?" asked a famous Englishwoman of
one of the post-war Premiers of France who was sitting
by her 9de at lunch. . .

" Jamais," said the statesman with acynical shruq._|

M. Caillaux turned that " never" into " now." He
told the French people what was the nature of their
dissese and he prescribed the medicine they had to
take,' It was very unpleasant medicine—all the more
unpleasant because it had been so long delayed. It
was S0 unpleasant that the %?Ie still ref to take
it, and M. Caillaux, having thrown up by one con-
vulsion, was thrown down by another. But the credit
of being the first statesman to tell his countrymen the
truth iS undeniably his, %% though he fell "'when he
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uggested that France should pa%/ her debts,  his fall
was not inglorious, and it was nof out of kegping with
his variegated career. ,

His life has been as rich in melodrama as a film play.
His exits and entrances have been many and tumultu-
ous, and thunder and li fqhtr)ln are his unfailing accom-

animent. |f he is nof being hissed as he conles on to
he sage he is being hooted as he goes off, and even when
he is behind the wings there is a rumble of speculation
as to what he is doing out of sight. He has been Prime
Minister and he has narrowly escaped being shot as a
" traitor,” He has sat in the'Cabinet with Clemenceau,
and he en banished as a public criminal by his
formidable chief. He has been a hero in the trenches
at the moment that he wasfleeing for his life from the
moh in the street, and there can hardly have been a day
in hislife for years when he did not think that the fate
of Jaures or of Calmette might be his before nlg_htfall.
There is not an infamy, public or private, of which he
hes not been accused,"or at least held capable of com-
mitting, and an atmosphere of scandd, real or invented,
hangs about him like a garment.  If his enemies are to
be believed, there was never such a scoundrel. If he
is atto' t%e believed, there wes never a more disinterested
patriot.

.1 do not accept either view, though there is something
in both. There was probably an dement of truth in
the venomous vendetta with which Gaston Calmette
pursued him in the Figaro. Many of the dlegations
were grotesque.  Calmefte told, for éxample, how, when
Primé Minister, M. Caillaux had promised to restore
the great Prieu edtate, which was in the hands of the
French Government, to the heirswho claimed it on the
understanding that 80 per cent, of the value was paid
into the party funds. This shocki 2? story, which has a
family resemblance to things thafl’ have hagppened in
countries nearer home, and similar taes fell to pieces
in derision, but they were followed punctually by others.
" A demain" weasthe favourite ending of the Camette
articles. " To-morrow " there would be something still
more startling about this political brigand. Camette
was moving to some grand climax.

What was it ? What dil%lMadane Caillaux think it
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was when she set out for the Figaro with her loaded
Browning on that March day of 1914 ? Did she think
it was the Fabre document which was found in the dead
Calmette's pocket ?  Put ﬂwte,bluntly, the suggestion
of that document wasthat M. Caillaux had beeninvolved
in the Rochette scandal and that it was his influence
in 1911 that delayed the proceedings and enabled the
adventurer to excgde to Mexico.  Rochette was a young
man in a hurry to get rich with other people's money,
and he built up_such a fabric of doubtful companies—
financi n%one with the money of another, and so on—
that the Government in 1908 decided to deal with him.
Rochette was convicted ; appeded ; lost his appeal;
again gppeded. In wasin connection with this
goef)eal in 1911, when M. Caillaux wasin office, that the
ay that enabled Rochette to aﬁ)e weas engineered ;
and "the Fabre document pointed directly to Caillaux
as the medium. _

The story of that document takes us into the under-
world of French politics. M. Briand, who had been a
Radical colleague of Caillaux in the past, became
possessd of it 'when he joined M. Poincare's Cabinet
In 1912, Hedid not publishit; but when hewent out
of office he passed it on to M. Barthou, who, on hisfall
from the Premiership, took the precaution of keepin
it. Then its exigence began to be WhlsPe,red abroad,
and Camette became the instrument for firing it off at
the critical moment_and blowing Caillaux to bits with
it. " To-morrow." But to-morrow Calmette was dead,
slain by Medame Caillaux. o

Itisan ugly story, and where the truth liesis hard to
tell. M. Monis, who was Prime Minister when the
Rochette appeal was on, denied the truth of Fabre's
alegation.  So did the President of the Court. But
why did Madame Caillaux fear the publication of alie,
if lie it was? On the other hand, the history of the
document was as suspicious as that of the Dreyfus
" bordereau." Whether true or fasg, it was to be Used
as a political wegpon for making an end of a man who
was hated and feared by his opponents more than any
man in French public life.

And that fact brings us out of the sewers of French
politics on to the plane 1%1‘2 idess. For whether M.
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Caillaux is the scoundrel that his foes picture him or an
honest man, it is not his moral character that makes
him the best hated man of his generation. |f moral
probity were a sine qua non in French politics, the
mortality among French statesmen would be high.
Without putting an excessve vauation upon M.
Caillaux's moral standards, | am digposed to think they
are not below the average of hisdass. Y ou would take
him for a very astute man of busness, but you would
not take him for a rogue. There is something of the
dilettante in this dapper little man, with his polished
bald crown, his bright aert eyes, his neat, well-groomed
figure, and hisspirited talk and bearing. Nor, accepting
the philosophy of the " Northern Farmer "—

Tisn' them as 'as munny that breseks i nto 'ouses and deedls
Them as 'as cooats to their baecks and teskes their regular
ms_

has M. Caillaux had any temptation to join the criminal
dases  He comes of a progperous stock, had an excd-
lent introduction to life, began his career as a teacher
of political economy, spesks English—thanks to an
English governess—better than any French politician
except Franklin-Bouillon, and if he had not entered
politics could have mede any fortune he pleesed in
finance.

In saying this | am not suggesting that he is any
better than he ought to be. He may be worse than he
ought to be. He may even be as wicked as the BarrSs
and the Daudets would have us believe. My point is
that if he had been as virtuous as the Archangel Gabriel
he would not have excgped calumny. For the real
crime of M. Caillaux is not his mora behaviour, but
his political opinions. And if, putting asde all the
scandamongering and suspicions, we judge him by his
loyalty to those opinions, the judgment will place him
not below the standard of French statesmanship, but
aove it. What he bdieves he stands to. What he
is fighting for to-day, he fought for thirty years ago.
And the things he has fought for are not the things that
make a man popular. If he had been a mere adventurer
he would have adopted another cause, or he would have
desarted lus own cause when the opportunity offered.
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For the two things for which he stands before every-
thing d== in the mind of France are taxation by the
English method and pesce with the historic enemy. " To
tax and be popular,” said Burke, " is as hard as to love
and bewise” And nowhere is taxation lessloved than
in France. As a former Chancdlor of the Exchequer
observed to me during the war, " the French will give
their blood for their country, but they will not give their
treasure. They will only lend it." Against that national
characteristic, M. Caillaux has waged war ever since,
as a man of thirty-six or so, he entered the Cabinet of
that great statesman, Waldeck-Rousseau, in 1899. He
loathed the pettifogging expedients of indirect taxation
and Protection, and the tricks and subterfuges by which
uccessve statesmen had made the French budget a
Chinese puzzle that no one could decipher and no one
was intended to decipher. He saw his country getting
degper and deeper in the mire of illimitable borrowings,
and he nailed his colours to the mast of the Income Tax
and fought under that ensgn in and out of office with
the courage and tenacity that never fail him.

That was his first offence. His second was no less
heinous. He was a pacifist. He opposed the Three
Years Service law, he was openly and candidly for an
accommodation with Germany, and it was his brief
tenure of the Premiership, in 1911, that prevented the
Agadir episode anticipating the catastrophe that came
three yearslater. He was accused of making termswith
Germany, in 1911, behind the back of his Foreign
Minister, and the accusation may be true. And it is
certainly true that in 1917 he was in favour of a pesce
by negotiation, and took risksinthat respect that might
have cost him hislife, and did lead to his expulsion from
Paris and hisisolation as apolitical and socia leper.

But the infamy of these proceedings is much less
indisputable in the light of what the knock-out blow
policy has cost theworld. Itissaid that he wastreacher-
ous to France in wanting to establish livable relations
with Germany, but at the end of seven years of the
" peece with a vengeance " the establishment of those
relations is seen to be the key to European restoration
and the only true guarantee of French security. It was
said that his pro-German attitude implied hostility to
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this country, but | have ssen no evidence put forward
to support that view, and there is no sensible Englishman
to-day who would not rgjoiceif the age-long feud between
Gaul and Teuton could be reconciled, and no intelligent
person who would deny that such a reconciliation, in
lifting the shedow of war from Europe, would lift the
shadow of depresson from us aso.

On the two capital issues—finance and peace—with
which his career is associated, therefore, the verdict
of timeis with him, and it is not improbable that the
future will s in the outcast of 1917-1925 the wisedt,
as it will certainly sse the most courageous mind in
French politics. He may be all that his enemies paint
him. | do not know, but | suspect that his enemies
hate him not for his sins but for his virtues. And the
greatest of those virtuesis that he has had the courage to
tell France the unpaatable truth, and torisk yet another
fall in standing for it. And if that is not patriotism,
I do not know what test to apply.
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IT is probable that when the time in which we liveis
seen in perspective, it will not be the Great War which
will be regarded as the mogt gs(t;nlflcant thing that
heppened in'it. Even the greastest wars are only_epi-
sodes,Caesar shook the waorld; but it wes not Caesxr
who shaped the world.the thing that dictated the
history of two thousand years was something that
happened in an obscure province of the Roman Empire,
something that ssemed so negligible at the time that
it was not'until a century or two had passed that solemn
historians_began to %lve it a casud and contemptuous
reference, The last of the greet religious wars devastated
Europe for thirty years, but that tremendous event
xd like a cloud, leaving nothing but a memory
ehind, while the thought of a solitary scholar on the
Vistula changed. the conception of the universe and the
hlstorg_of mankind. )

And it may be that in the mind of the future the two
most momentous hap wgs in the period which we
regard as the period of the Great War were theinvention
of wirdess and the invention of the film. These two
things have this in common, that they make the whole
world one. They obliterate Space and bring all mankind
from Chinato Peru withinthe orbit of the sameintima-
des of ~and action. The astonishing vogue of
Charlie Chaplin is an expresson of this new miracle
of universal communion, the ultimate results of which are
incalculable. Heisnot ajoke; heisaportent. Heis
the forerunner of enormouS potentialities that will still
be shaping the future of civilisation when the war is
as vague a legend as the Thirty Years War. He is
important less for what he is than for what he fore-
shadows. He is the first man who has redised for us
the magnitude of the agency that hes projected his
personality over theﬁlobe. o

It is not merdy that Cq%%lm is the most celebrated
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man in the world using " celebrity " to imply one
who is personaly familiar and personaly interestin
to others: he is the most celebrated man the worl
hes ever known. If you go intothe Strand any after—
noon or evening you ‘will “se the pavement lined with
queues of people’waiting to s his latest film. Those
crowds are typical of what may be seen all the world
over, regadiess of race or goéech, on the plains of
Nebraska and on the steppes of Russia, in Tokio and
Capetown, in Berlin and in the idands of the Pecific.
Everywhere, all round the earth, people — white, black,
or yellow — ae standln%; in (?%mes to se Chalie
Chaplin. It has been caculated that his daily audience
is twelve millions, and it would not surprise meto learn
that more than half of the inhabitants of the world's
surface are as familiar with his grotesque figure and his
uaint antics as | am. He was born in London, but
that has nothing to do with the quality of his apped
to those queues in the Strand. He'is as intelligible to
the Chinee coolie or the Russan pessant as he is to
the city clerk, the Lancashire weaver, or the university
don. Heis as universal as laughter and as commglL-aa

tears

T would be idle and foolish to depreciate such a
phenomenon.  No doubt Chaplin is the creation of his
medium. If there had been no film he would probably
have lived and died relatively unknown. It may be 3
but I am not sure; for so individual a genius would
conceivably have found some expression for itself. But
in the dimensions of his success he is of course the
creation, of his medium. No film, no Charlie. But
that being conceded, the fact remans that among all
the exploiters of the film, he is not merely first : héis a
hierarchy apart. He is so much the King of the film,
that he no rival and no visible successor,  He has
done what no other experimenter has yet done. He
has created an atmogphere.  He has projéected on to the
flat surface of the film a three-dimensiona personality
that lives and moves and has its being as vividly and
intensely as if it moved on the sage or in the Street.
He is as real and intimate as Harry Lauder. If you
pricked him he would bleed and if you tickled him he
would laugh. &7
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_ This extraordinary illusion of reality is due to his
intuitive sne of the medium and the ddicacy with
which he adapts himsdf to its requirements. His
effects are broad, but they are achieved by an infinity
of touches, s0 subtle, so appropriate, SO deefly considered
and yet 0 d%parently negligent that they convey the
sne of sudden improvisation that belongsto life” He
holds the attention by the fecundity of hisinvention and
S0 creates in the mind of the audience the impression of
movement, spax:eh amosphere. He understands that
the language of the film is not that of words, but of
esture. That, of course, is acommonplace which every
IIm artist knows. But his contemporaries conceve
%fh gedure ats the a:%:omp?r’]\l mhent oft_the srf)oken worc(lj.I
cannot excgpe from the hypnotism of speech an
the%/actlonlsthe_ action of theysrt) e. Chaplin redised
that another medium required ancther technique. He
has created an independent cJoh_llosophy of gesture which
upersedes speech.  His boay is talking all the timein
an idiom of his own, swift; sengtive, doquent, and as
mtel !cl gible to the Egyptian fdlaheen as to the eyes of
ar.

But thistechnical genius, whileitislargely the secret
of theillusion of realism, does not explain the unrivalled
lace which Chaplin holds in the film world. It endbles
im to make his personality live, but it is the apped of
that personality that counts, and it is his credtive
faculty that is the source of his power. If heis com-
pareble with anybody, it iswith Dickens. Itis certainly
of that great man that he reminds us, bothin hisart and
his outfook. Their origins were not dissimilar. Like
Dickens, Chaplin was barn in poor circumstances, and
lived his most impressonable years in London in
surroundings not unlike those which Dickens has im-
mortalised In " David Copperfidd." He was an actor
at ten—he is still only thirty-six—and such formal
education as he had was acquired here, there, and
everywhere, at Kennington, a Manchester and dse-
whefe, in the intervals of a wandering career. _
But he had that sendtiveness to impressions of life
that for the artist—as in the case of Wells or Dickens—is
so much more important than anything that the schools
have to offer. He took thOfSeé mpressions with the same
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mixture of the comic spirit and the sentimentalism of
Pltythat Dickens had, and it isthat early saturation in
he humanities of London that colours his feding and
outlook. In the articles which he wraote describing his
triumphal visit to London in 1921, it is not the public
enthusiasm and the meetings with the celebrities that
occupy him so much as his wanderings in the haunts of
his boyhood in Kennington, and the human documents
t?aé_réﬁ rediscovers.  Héreis a passage quitein the spirit
of Dickens:

Whoisthat old derelict there against the cart ?  Another
landmark. | look at him closelﬁl. He is the same—only
more so. Well do | remember—the old tomato man. | was
about twelvewhen | first saw him, and hewasstill hereinthe
same old spot plying the same old trade, while |—— )

I can picture himas he first appeared to me standing beside
his cart hegped with tomatoes. His greasy clothes shiny in
their unkemptness, the rather glassy single eye that stared
from one side of hisface, staring at nothing in particular, but
givingyouthefeelingthat it wasseeing all . , .

| remember how | Used to stand around and wait for him to
shout his wares. His method never varied. There was a
sudden twitching convulsion, and he leaned to one side, trying
to straighten out the other as he did s0, and then, takinginto
his one good lung all the air it would stand, he would let Torth
aclatter n%]ﬁ guagl ing, asthmatic, high pitched wheeze, a series
of sounds that defied interpretation. ' Somewhere in the ex-
plosion there could be detected " ripe tomatoes.” Any
other part of his message was | ost. )

And hewasstill there. Through summer suns and winter
snows he had, stood and was standing. Only a bit more
decrepit, a bit older, dyspeptic, his clothes’ greasier, his
shouldersrounder, hisoneeyerather filmy and not'so al-seeing
asitoncewas. And | waited, but he did not shout hiswares
any more.

And heisvulgar, asDickenswas, lovingthe" juic¥l"
vernacular of things and the warm contacts with the
raw life of the mean dreets. But it is a vulgarity
touched with a childish innocence that makes even the
mean streets full of poetry and wonder. He comesinto,
thec?reat, big bullying world like a visitor out of fairy-
land, a smdll, shuffling figure, %rotaque yet wistful,”a
man yet a child, asimpleton who outwits the cunning,
moving through an amogphere of the wildest farce yet
touching everything with ijs% that suggestion of emotion
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and seriousness that keeps the bdance true. Heisin
theworld but not of it, and the sense of hisdoofness and
londliness is emphadsed by the queer automatic actions
that sugges a sprite-like int ll%;mce informing a
mechanical doll. Heisadwaysalitilesad, and hislarge
wondering eyes and faunlike face bespesk a hdplessness
that asks Tor mercy from arough world. He preserves
an daborate gravily in the most preposterous situations,
and only the'ghost of a smile revealsthat there isfedling
behind the motions. o

It is the contrast between that static innocence and
the demoniaca swiftness and efficiency of the motions
that perplexes and ddlights the mind.” Indeed, his art
is the art of contradiction. His clothes are bana and
hideous, and would be unthinkable on anybody if he
had not bewitched them. They are pnI%/the_ accidenta
reminiscence of his first advenfures in the film world,
and would long have been discarded if his audience
would alow him to discard them. But hideous though
they are, they add that quantity of bizarre contradiction
to the essarttid delicacy and refinement of the little
chivalrous gentleman inSde them. To se the elaborate
courtesy with which he lifts his Derby hat to some
outwitted intruder, or the solemnity with which he
hitches gtp his trousers in some dreadful emergency
isto beleft wondering that dignity of manner can redeem
vulgarity of episode and issue in such delighted and
innocent “mirth. _ _ _

The key to his dramais as old as dramaitself. His
theme is the triumph of the humble and mesk over the
embattled tyrannies of the world. His innocence is
matched agdingt the overbearing vanity of power, and
he is most successful when he fights thehulking villain
who represents the fatness and iniquities of Sfe. In
" The Gold Rush " he has desarted this motif and made
friends with the fat man. That and the "
ending,” whichisnot worthy of him, are the root wegk-
neses of afilm whichin other respects shows his genius
and invention at their highest.” There should never
be a conventiona happy ending to a" Charlie" film.
He should aways be saen shuffling dong alonely road,
fading away info the darkness, a grotesque and solitar
knight-errant, a little milga(r)mhoy like the immort
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Don, having slain the dragon and borne aloft the flag
of innocence and virtue in a naughty world, but having
achieved nothing for himself, and destined to resppesr
once more upon the horizon for fresh heroisms, still
glpnqusly absurd, still magnificently triumphant, still
ringing” gdes of laughter with him, but still a little
sorrowful, afigureinwhich the comedy of lifeistouched
with a hint of the abiding pathos of life.

Itisno smal claim to the gratitude of theworld to
have brought more innocent merriment into the whole
company of mankind than any other man who lives or
has lived, and that claim iS Charlie Chaplin's. He
would not pretend that he has exploited the highest
possibilities of the silent drama. In certain respects,
In a sombre power of suggestion and beauty of setting,
the German film producers are moving that drama on
to aplane undreamed of at Hollywood. But Chaplin's
contribution to the development of this enormous
potentiality is still the ﬂreateﬂ persond  achievement
asociated withit, and in the realm of comedy as applied
to the film he'is done. | doubt whether he will explore
farther. | doubt whether he ought to explore
farther. | think | would have him static, like Father
Christmas or Mr. Pickwick, never growing older, never
being different, but just gathering the world around
himand tellingit amerry fale with asad face.
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28. MISS MAUDE ROYDEN

THE pulpit is the last stronghold of sex exclusiveness.
It is still Inviolate from the touch of feminism, still the
preserve of man as the only channel of spiritual com-
munication. The last few "years have been loud Wi
the crash of the falling barriers of sex predominance.
"The Monstrous Regiment of Women," to adapt John
Knox's phrase, has broken through the sacred enclosure
of masculine privilege, and in the secular world the sex
discrimination hes éntirely vanished. In the political,
the socid, and the professiona pheres alike woman has
established her right to a place in the sun beyond
chalenge. Thereis no career, no recreation, no freédom
that man enjoa/_s which woman does not enjoy in equa
measure according to her c_apacnP_/. She has not only
won the vote, but she sits in_Parfiament, and hes even
made her gppearance on the Government bench.

No such revolution in socid relationships hes ever
taken place in human society in so brief a space of time.
The whole structure has been shifted from the basis
of sex to the bads of citizenship, and the marvel is that
S0 vast atransition has produced so little visible dis-
location in the machine of life. Those who feared that
the emancipation of women would be the end of all
things, and those who believed that it would instantl
usher in an earthly paradise have been alike disillusioned.
We are hardly more sensible that anything has happened
than we aeé when spring merges intd summer, or
summer into autumn.  The world ssams to wag much
as it did before, and though we cannot doubt that the
ultimate consequences of therevolutionwill be great and
far-reaching, the superficia results are almost negllgébl e
Our dams have subdded and our hopes have
moderated, and if the Duchess of Atholl succesded Mr.
Baldwin as Consarvetive Prime Minister, the only dis-
cusson that would be aroused by the change would

12
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relate to her intellectual fitness for the office. The
fact that she was a woman would not arise. So far
have we travelled, amost unconscioudy, from the
traditions of the past. .

But in the spiritual sphere the woman still lies under
the ancient stigma of inferiority. " All equa arewithin
the Church's gate," said good Herbert; butitis

robable that when he said it the'logica corollary of
he utterance—the admission of women to the priest-
hood—was so unthinkable to him that it did not occur
to him. And the thought of the Church on this subject
hés not advanced appreciably dnce the seventeénth
century. Inafew communities, like that of the Society
of Friends, the spiritual aswell as the temporal equality
of the sxes has long been recognised, but aike in the
ghurgg of England and the Church of Rome woman is
anned.

She has no aocess to the mysteries.  Sheisinexorably
excluded from the priestly function. She may be as
saintly as Theresa, as herdic as Joan of Arc, asintel-
lectudlly powerful as Elizabeth, but not through her
can flow the stream pf_gra:e. She may be Queen of
England, or Prime Minister of England, but she cannot
be Bishop of London or Pope of Rome, or even a parish

riest or acountry curate. Thefaith that was delivered
0 the saints in"that Upper Room a Jerusdem was
delivered into the hands of men only, and in the hands of
men only it must remain, Thetidal wave that has swept
away the secular inequaljties of the sexes bresks against
the spiritual rock in vain. The world may do justice
to woman, but the Church will not. She may worship
from the pew, but she must not ascend the pulpit, She
may receive the sacraments, but she must not administer

em

_ And againg this excluson Miss Maude Royden has
issued the most formal and sustained chalenge that has
Yet been made. The chdlenge is implicit ‘even more
han explicit. Itis expr in her life and character
more than in her actions and words. |f it can be said
of any that they are born to the priestly function, that
they have received the commisson to ‘minister to the

iritual needs of men from a source more authentic
than any ecclesadtica or%gance, it may be sad of
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Miss Royden. Putting aside the question of sex as an
irrelevance, it would not be denied by anyone who hes
followed her career that she is sin%ularly equipped
with the gifts of the preacher and teacher.

When at the invitation of Dr. Fort Newton she went
as assstant minister at the City Temple, in 1917, Lord
Beaverbrook's new: dubbed her a crank, but there
are few people to whom that derisive term could be less
truly applied. There is an admirable baance and
equipoise in her activities and bearing. Intellect and
feeling are in harmonious relation. She is neither a
blue stocking nor a fanatic. Her fedling is strong, and
sheisnot afraid to give it free expresson ; butitisunder
the control of an excellent intelligence and an educated
outlook. She comes of a stock that represents the best
eementin Englishlife. The name of Royden is aname
thatringstruein Liverpudlian ears. Itisthe nameof a
family which has aways been prominent in public-
spirited causss, and hes dways stood for the best stand-
ards of commercia integrity. Her father, Sir Thomas
Royden, wes chairman of the Cunard line, a position
which her brother occupies to-day. She hersdf, after
her educational career at Cheltenham and Oxford,
engggd in sociad work in the dums of Liverpool, and
ul uently in parish work in acountry district. Then
for a period she was an Oxford Extension lecturer in
English literature, and later editor of the Common
Cause.

But she was born for the pulpit and the spiritual life,
and she was not the kind of person to be denied her
vocation by the obstinate traditions of the past. " Elle
alavoix de caihidvale" was said of her when, the first
woman to occupy Calvin's pulpit, she presched at
Geneva. It is resonant and musical, and is the vehicle
of amind that is fresh and vigorous, and of an emotion
that is dncere and never extravagant. Johnson's
famous gibe does not appal‘?/. " A woman OPreechi ng,"
he said, " islike a dog walking onits hind legs: itis
not done well, but the wonder Is that it isdoneat all."
Johnson was an honest man, and if his spirit ever wanders
on Sundays in the neighbourhood of Eccleston Square,
it will have to admit that it is " done well." But of
course the gibe never hadlgzy truth. The faculty of
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public gpeech is as common among women as among
men, and.in the impoverished state of the pulpit to-day
the rejection of the resources which women would bring
toits'sarviceislamentable. _

Miss Royden is only the most (;on%lcuous example of
these resources. She 'was born in the Anglican com-
munion, and wished to fulfil her vocation ‘within that
communion, but the flaming sword of sex inequality
hes barred her from the pulpit st " Women have

rophesied, evangdlised, converted,” she says, " from

riscillato St. erine of Sena, and from St. Catherine
to Mrs. ' Genera' Booth. It avails not. The Church
still says ' L et the women keep slence’ Or: 'If they
must be talking, let them talk to one another, and in
any cae don't Call it preaching and don't let it be in a
church, But the spirit of God, like the wind, blows
where it lists, and even the English Church Union can
not prevent the inspiration descending upon awoman.' "
ﬁal nst this antiquated denial that women can be the
vesas of spiritual service, Miss Royden has warred
valiantly, incessantly, but not violently. She has never
tied herslf to the railings at Fulham Paace or in Dean's
Yard, as the political rebels used to lash themsdves to
the door knocker a 10, Downing Street; but she has
nevertheless been a thorn in the Side of the Bishop of
London. He, good, honest, embarrassed man, does not
know what to ‘make of this problem, and in dealing
]yV{ tlhtlt hes presented a somewhat forlorn figure of amiable
utility.

Thgstru ole be?an in 1919 over theinvitation by the
rector of Botolph's, Bishopsgate, to Miss Royden to
preach at the Good Friday serviCe in his church.” This,
after some hesitation, the Bishop " prohibited," where-
upon the rector, Mr. Hudson Shaw, arranged for a
savice in the parish school.  This procedure was
repeated in subsequent years.  But a new phase of the
trouble presented itself Tater.  Shut out of the ministry
in her own Church, Miss Royden had become assigtarit
minister at the City Temple, where her pul pit eoguence
and her socid labours were so successful that when her
colleague, Dr. Fort Newton, returned to America, her
successon to the orate was serlouslx discussed.
Instead, she joined Dr. Percy Dearmer in the establish-
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ment of a spiritual and socia Fellowship movement at
the Kensington Town Hall on Anglican lines. The
enterprise was extraordinarily successful, but the need
of a church became apgrent,, and Dr. Dearmer applied
for permission to use St. Philip's Church, a chapd-of-
eee in Buckingham Pdace Road, which had long been
closed. At first the Bishop ssemed to be disposed to
agree; but subsequently panic sszed him and the
permisson was refused. ~

With the failure of this attempt to carry on her
work within the Anglican Church, Miss Royden and Dr.
Dearmer secured thelesse of the Congregational Church
in Eccleston Square, where, since the retirement of her
colleague, Miss Royden has carried on the work aone.
If it is as the protagonist of women in the claim to
equality " within the Church's _c};ate "—equality not
merely’in_the pew, but in the pul pit—that Miss Royden
acquires ggnificance, heis not without importance as a
Personal influence apart from that fact. It is not on
he ground of sex that she exerdsss that influence.
She fights for the liberty of women not as women, but
as citizens. " Who is the greatest and wisest woman
in England ? " asked Dr. Fort Newton of Jane Addams
on his appointment to the City Temple. " Maude
Royden," she replied ; " for she” wants women to be
recognised as human beings and not as a s&x,~ And
on the strength of that recommendation by the most
famous_ woman in America Miss Royden wes invited
to the City Temple. o _

| should heditate to say that she is either the wisest
or the greatest woman in England, even though the
present generation of Englishwomen is not rich in per-
sondlities of congpicuous gifts. But she holds the most
individual position among the public women of the time.
She has devoted hersdf to religious and socid, rather
than political work, but her activities touch secular
affairs and moral issues.  She represents as effectualy
as anyone the conscience and the moral. snse of the
community, and her piety is charged with a modern
spirit and afreedom from Cant that are always refreshing
and sometimes alittlestartling. o

" | have learned more of religion from scientists
than | have from theologlalréss," she says, and she insists
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on the frank faci ng of facts and the honest following of
truth wherever it may lead. " | have preached in
churches after a service in which the hymns sung had
tunes so sentimental and words o dishonest that | have
felt when | started to preach that the congregation was
debauched. Anartistwill not worship a%od Of ugliness,
nor a scientist a god who lives on lies.  Unfortunately,
thisistoo often the god who is proclaimed from Christian
pulpits.” She would rather " pick oakum than play
whist,” but, like another less reputable character, she
indsts that * there is no reason because we wish to be
virtuous that we should fglve up ckes and de" She
denies that the rejection of the Viirgin birth touches the
question of the divinity of Christ, and in regard to the
smdler conventions of ‘the Churches she is apt to be a
little contemptuous.

Thus, having removed her biretta before preaching on

account of the heat, she explained the fact, adding:
"But | would serioudy ak you: Do you think God
realy cares whether we are with or without a hat in
church ?"  Shehasviewson all questions from women's
dress—" never more admirable than to-day "—to the
legitimate child of what she cdls the " 1llegitimate
parents," and the starved instincts of the superfluous
women who find a baffled rdease in the adulation
lavished on alap-dog or the parson worship of emational
" religion." Her views on marriage, divorce, and sex
are unconventiona, and she holds the opinion that
human beings can rise from mora lapses much more
easily than from " subtler spiritual sins which have so
much more respectable an air."
Pe_rhap§ after all, the Bishop of London may be
forgiven for not wishing to have so outgf)oken a spirit
on his hands. Has he not Dean Inge aready to keep
him awake at night with gpprehension ?
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2. L. C. M. S, AMERY

IF | were asked to name the most influential member
of the Government | should not sdlect the Prime Minister.
Mr. Baldwin driftsamiably about from all point of , ) )
PSSR AaRr eataah winsli n him or any turn of windfo thetide overtakes:

AR
.......

ax Ir. Churchill, in spite of hisrestless
energy and his intrepidity in debate, for Mr. Churchill
is an adventurer without anv_philosohhy of life or
affairsexcept the phi Iosoa%hy of action T should namethe
ffios clour, tne xnogt drab, the least popularly attractive
}‘\l/Pure inthe Cabinet. To the public, Mr. Leopold Charles
aurice Stennett Amery is a name and nothing more,
In private relations he is a man of attractive parts and
manners, but in public life no man hes reached the front
rank with so few of the arts of popular aPped orwithso
Ilttlg SUCoess in impressing his personality on the public
mind.

_pugnacity and persond courage are often a way to
ine genera heart. The plain man loves a first-Class
ghting man. It was his quality of pugnacity that
largely” endeared Joseph Chamberfain to the populace.
It admired him much as it admired a champion boxer
who could aways be relied on to " down " his man and
give the companx good sport. But even Mr. Amery's
pu r]aC|t¥]_and physical courage have not sucoeeded ‘in
making him a popular character. His taste for the
noble art is notorious, and he has brought the practice
of it into the political arena and even on to the floor
of the House. . At one'of his meetings, when-someone
cdledhima" liaf," hepromptly Teaptirom the plaieTorm
and khocKed himdown. And when Mr. Buchanan, the
Eabour=Nrr. tor e Gorbas divisions of Glag;ow‘
resenting Mr. Amery's reference to his " sob-sfuff/
cdled him " a swine and a guttersnipe/' he approached
him as the members Werelggparatmg: " Did you sy




L. C. M. S, Amary

that ?" he asked. " Yes," replied the other. " Well
then, take that," said Mr. Amery, striking him a blow
on the f and but for the infervention of members
there would have been " ploody noses ™ that day on the
floor of the House. But, sOmehow, not even this
eI in making Mr. Amery either famous
or infamous. It left the public curiotsly indifferent
and antipathetic to him. . _

And thereason is not obscure.  His public form, con-
trary to his private manner, ishard, arid, vitriolic. No
humorous legend attaches itself to his name, and no
kindliness of SOsprit or gaiety of expression graces his
acts or _utterance. when he came into the House for
"South Birmingham, in 1911, after a saries of €ectoral
defeats at Wolverhampton and Bow and Bromley, he
becameimmediately conspicuous, not only by hisextreme
Diehardism, but by the insolence of his controversia
methods and the “intensity of his personad animus
towards opponents.  Thus, 0n one occasion, he described
Mr. Asquith as " a worn-out old party hack " and, on
another, Mr. Lloyd George as " The Welsh cheapjack.”
These civilities may pass on a country platform, but
they were new to Parliament, and asthe " guttersnipe "
incident later showed, Mr. Amery can resent them as
vigoroudly as anybody when he isthe object of them.

nd just as he did not hesitate to fling sones at his
enemies, neither did he fear to break the unwritten rules
of public life. He would drag the name of the King
into public controversy, as in a geech at Dewsbury in
themidst of the Ulster rebellionin'1914, inwhich, warn-
mgbthe King against being made a party to the coercion
of Ulster, hesaid :

If that happens Ministers would be disgraced and | hope
they would @so be punished. | daresay the people in their
anger will string some of them up to the lamp posts, but noth-
ingwill takea_wg%/theremorseof hisMajesty if he hasto put
his hand to an instrument of blood guiltiness.

Acerbity of this extravagant sort neds some quality

of wit and good nature or of imaginative flair to make

it palatable éven to the partisan, and as that quality is

absent from Mr. Amery's equipment, his failure to

reach the public mind i$ explained. If he disappeared
19
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from public life to-morrow he would leave no sene of
vacancy behind himevenin hisown ranks.
Nevértheess, | do not think it can be denied that
he is the most influential member of the Government.
It waes he, more than any other single person, who
engineered Mr. Baldwin's plungeinto Protectionin 1923.
It was hewho, when hewasFirst Lord of the Admiralty,
initiated the Singgpore nava-base scheme. It was His
Pertlnacmus industry and quality of will that revived
he scheme after the MacDonald Ministry had fallen
and Mr. Baldwin had returned to power with Mr. Amer
himsdf now in office as Minister for the Colonies. It
was he who was chiefly respongible in the Cabinet for
defeating Mr. Churchill gver the construction of new
ships for the Navy, and it is he to-day who had his
masterful way in the controversy over Mesopotamia
Wherever action is afoot, wherever Diehardismislifting
up its head, wherever the spirit of force, untaught by the
war, isin the ascendant in the affairs of the Government,
itisMr. Amery who isthedriving force.
And while the reason for his persona unp_opulari_tg is
lain, the reason for hisinfluenceisno less intelligible
uart Mill said that one man with aconvictionismore
powerful than ninety-nine who have only interests. Now,
whatever Mr. Amery's deficiencies, no one will deny the
intensity of his conviction and the obstinate, amost
inspired, tenacity with which he pursuesit. He has,
what few men in public life have, and what no one in
the present Government has in anything like the same
measure, a constant philosophy of affairs and an undevi-
ating aim. Thereis about him the fixity of the fanatic
and the force of the fanatic. His gppedrance bears the
signature of this intensity. The square, pugnacious
face, the stiff, challenging Carriage of the head, the taut
Ilttle_bod% and the éxiguous but astonishingly active
I ive the impression of a man of enormous physica
vitality and of inflexible purpose. Y ou would say he was
agood manto gotiger-hunting with. Y ouwould never
need to worr%/habout what he'was doing or whether he

wes pl aymg? e game. Y ou would know he wes after
the tlg;i(er all the fime, and not too concerned about his
own skin.

Theform hisfanaticismgt(%& is that of Imperialism.
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Itiscustomary to compare himwith Milner, and itistrue
that he may be said to be a pocket edition of the Milner
of the Boer War period. But he is a Mjlner without
the large, humane interludes of the original, without
his glimpses into more spacious atmospheres and that
degp sympathy with the socid_problem that underlay
hiscold exterior. Itisof theMilner of the" Damn-the-
consequences ™ that he done reminds us.  Like Milner,
he is a product of Balliol, where he graduated after a
carer & Harrow, where he was a contemporary of
Mr. Churchill. . o
~ Like Milner, too, he has alien blood in his veins. It
isalittlesingular that the two most fanatical Imperialists
of our time should have had this in common. It is
the more singular in Mr. Amery's cee e his
passionate Nationalism has none of the liberal sentiment
and tolerance of other peoples which Milner ,
Hall of natioisachinesewall of national exdusiveness. Y et on
the maternal side heis a product of those larger sanities
of British rule of which he is the bitterest foe, His
mother, married to Chales F. Amery, an officer in the
Indian Forest service—Mr. Amery himself was born in
India in 1873—was a sister of Dr. Gottleib Wilhelm
Leitner, aHungarian. Dr. Leitner wes avery remark-
able man.  Born in Budapest, the son of ‘a Jewish
doctor in Congtantinople, he became distinguished as an
Oriental scholar and a linguist. He spoke twenty-five
languages, and while still [ttle more than aboy was ap-
inted an interpreter to the British forces in the Crimea.

e dfterwards became Principal of the Government
Colle?e a Lahore. Forin those —tis misguided
couniry even usd forelgn _brains Indian service
country even used Toreigh havebeen no  Mr.
Amery at the Colonia Office for it was in the Punjab
that the sister of the Hungarian principal of Lahore
College and Mr. Amery's father met. And it is to his
Jewish-Hungarian ancestor that we must attribute his
remarkable gift of tongues.

With this somewhat cosmaopolitan origin, itis strange
to find in Mr. Am_er}/_ the mogt intense expression Of
nationaism in public life—a Diehard after the heart of
and pattern of the Movning Post. It is as though he
would wipe out theelernmztocif thealienin hisorigin by
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beinlg more English and more patriotic than any mere
Englishman can possibly hope to be. He envisages a
world in which the Brifish Empire, armed to the teeth,
sdf-contained, neither buying nor selling with mere
foreigners, |ooms menacing and tremendous over theworld.
The war and its lessons have passed him by like a rumour
on thewind. Prussanism, destroyed inits birthplace at
infinite cog, lives triumphantly in hisfiery and aggres:
gve spirit.  Hethinksonly in terms of force, and Scorns
the soft-headed and soft-hearted dobberers who prattle
of peace, disarmament, and the substitution of the reign
of law for the reign of gunpowder in a world whéere
?unpowder isKing. Hisphi Qsopeha( isindistinguishable
rom that which ssemed so incredible in the days of
the war when it came to us in the name of Treitschke
and Bernhardi. Was it possble that there could be
men who thought like this™?

Mr. Amery thinks like this. Being an honest man,
he acts likethis. No lip service ffom him to that
nonsense about the Lesgue of Nations. No sham

pless for dissrmament. ™| do not believe that actual
disarmament is anything but a figment of the imagina-
tion," he said at ‘Oxford, in , when he was First
Lord of the Admiralty. " I do not believe that we can

go far towards a reduction of armaments by a mere
mechanical scheme” That was, and is his attitude
toward the "mechanical scheme" of the Washington
Conference towards the League, towards all the chicken-
hearted sentimentalists who want pesce in a world
congtructed as a dage for eternal war. What do we
want with Lesgues? Is not the British Empire
League enough—" no artificial " League, but the red
thing, founded on reeking tube and iron shard ?

And he acts accordingly. He drives through his
mischievous Singgpore folly; Hefights his own Govern-
ment when gleams of &anétg visit them. When the
Geddes inquirty progosed reductions of expenditure in
the Navy he came boldly out with a document aimed
at destroyi n%a\évhat was in fact the policy of his Govern-
ment. He has revived Singapore : he’has over-ridden
Mr. Churchill's crusade for naval economy: he would
commit us to the permanent occupation of Mesopotamia,
not because he hes r@spezct02 for the mandates of the
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League, but because the. on to paint a bit more
of the world red isirresistible to hisinfantile conception
of what condtitutes the grestness of a nation. The
Lﬁuewnl 0 like the shedow it is and like the figment
that it stands for, and leave us masters of a bit more
desart. The StOR’ of Ireland, the storx_ of _Egs%/pt, the
story of South Africa, are lost upon him just as the
story of the war is lost upon him._ The more the crude
Diehardism which endaves him is exposed the more
obstinately he clings to it, for he learns nothing and
forgiets nothing. He broke the Baldwin Government
of 1923 by his'infatuated belief in the nostrum of Pro-
tection: ™ Prote?(t)lgcn Cl:ﬁ the b(())&ly policy wh|chthpa1
ive us a chesp , o S, or anythin

%" he said then—and |tef\3/_'voould be no reckless |%dul g
ence in prophesy to predict that he will break Mr.
Baldwin again on the same derelict isue.

For he has the force as well as the wrong-headedness
of the zedot. " Damn_ the conssouences™ and forge
straight ahead is his maxim, and he has learned that by
theimpetus and driving power of conviction it is possible
to ram any gospd down the throats of colleegues who
have noné. “A_ formidable man, Able,industrious,

Pﬁa\/e, sincere, with the phil osopiyseb epashaiabasbasisn,
e
of a dervish of the desert. '
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30. "JIM" THOMAS

MR. J. H. THOMAS probably knows more people by
their familiar names, Tom, Dick and Harry, than any
man of his time. If you, being, let us say, a person
in high politics, asked himwhether hehad ssen™ Arthur”
lately, he would not say " | beg your pardon." He
would quite understand that you were referring to Lord
Balfour. If he had anything to relate in connection
with his esteemed leader it would be related in the
termsof " Mac" and" Jim." Thiscolleegueis™ Philip"
and that one " Josh," a certain eminent Elder Statesman
is" the Old Man," and a distinguished lady politician
" Nancy." Nor is the companionable spirit confined to
the upper dases or the celebrities among whom he
moves in public life. Thereishardly arailway manin
the land who would not call him " Jimmy," and whom he
\ég)uld not call Jack, or Reub, or Tom, asthe case might

In short, Mr. Thomas is very much at eese in the
world. Some of us are never at eese in it. We are
doubtful about oursalves or doubtful about other people.
We are either too haughty or we are too humble, or we
are both. We share the disguietude of the poet:

In this house with starry dome,
Floored with gem-like Takes and sess,
Shall | never be a home,
Never wholly at my esse ?

There has never been a moment in his life when Mr.
Thomas was not entirely at home and very comfortable
indeed. He comes into the inn of the world with the
breezy assurance of an old habitue’, who has known the
landlord since he was a boy, and is as hail-fellow-well-
met in the best parlour as heis in the taproom. He
beams his broadest smile all round, cracks hisjoke with
the essy liberality of a man who hes plenty of them to
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scatter abroad, thumps this one on the back, and digs
that one in theribs. He will be as confidential with a
duke as with a dustman, and will give either of them the
civility of awink inthe most agreegble manner. He does
not pick and choose He spends himsdlf royally, and
will be as cordial and nice to a prince of the blood as he
will to Tom the engine driver or Dan the signalman.

He has made the discovery that gchegry; way will
carrjr ypu anywhere and that human nature in the best
parlour‘is"much” the same as in the taproom. The rail -
way men love " Jim" because he is obvioudly one of
themsalves, and the socia world delights in him because
he is s0 refreshingly unembarrassed. He neither fears
the yeat nor frowns at them, but just Thakes them fed
a,l iim them the comfortable impression
that they are as good as he is, and that it has never
occurred to him that they are any better.

Mrs. Sidney Webb has suggested that there is artifice
in this, and that his " deliberately persistent dropping
of his'h's,' like the red rouge on a star actresss lips,
is an artistic touch " that gives an unmistakable note
of audacious and uncompromising personality. | am
sure Mrs. Webb means well, and | do not suggest that
Mr. Thomas is not an artist—still less that he is not
artful. No one who can put so much sgnificance into
awink can be quiteinnocent of artfulness.  And indeed
he is artful. | can imagine him, like Joey Bagstock,
glorrfng to himself that" Jimmy T. issly, sir, devilish

v
But it is a mistake to suppose that the liberties he
takes with the parts of goeech are a calculated clever-
ness They are not a defiance of law, but a natural
expression of himsdf. If he wantsan " h" in or out
for emphadis he puts it in or out, as the humour sEzes
him. He is not ashamed that he is not scholarly, but
neither is he proud of the fact. He is content to be
himself, plain Jim Thomas, and you must take him or
leave him at that. There is nothing to be excused or
explained. If you have started your career as an errand
boy at nine, and graduated as a cleaner of engines and
spent the prime of your life as a fireman and engine
driver, there is no need to gpologise for a lapsed aspirate
or asingular verb with aplura noun.
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Mr. Thomass education has been acquired not from
books but from first-hand contact with vast massss of
men, and he has emerged from the experience one of
the most skilful and agile figures on the public stage.
Heis the most representative and powerful trade union-
ist of histime, and his ggggrﬁdmlp_ of the great organ-
isationwithwhich hehas associated hasby common
consent been a triumph of good snse and sagacity.
No trade union official, _Perhaps, ever did so much for
hismen ashe hasdone.  The position of the railwaymen
before the war was a notorious scandd.  One hundred
thousand of them were below the £i a week line, and
the service was seething with discontent. All this has
been changed, and to-day the railwaymen, instead of
belngl;[he underdog in theindustrial world, arein amore
enviable position than almost any other section of the
working-class community, with & decent wage, reason-
able hours, and a sscure employment. _ _
Itisthese practical results of his leadership that give
him so strong ahold on hisfellows. They do not mind
his hob-nobbing with dukes on such terms if he
" delivers the goods" to them. Indeed they rather
likeit. They liketo hear of hlmpattlgg_Prlme inisters
on the back and putting his arm affectionately through
that of the American Presdent, and telling Mg
itself a few plain truths about things. They like it
because in spite of it all he remains soThdubitably their
man. And they like it none the less because he'ls dso
their master. . .
That is the most remarkable thing about the relation-
shi p For thetroublein the labour worldisthe distrust
of the leaders and the insecurity of their position. They
are always under criticism from the firebrands who warit
their office and are ready to bid rentlesdy for it. If
they are honest, they fall; and if they &e dishonest
and timid, they yield and are stampeded into courses
which they know to be mistaken. It is Mr. Thomass
rare distinction that he has kept the confidence and
onaIt%/ of his men without sacrificing his judgment in
order fo do s0. He has the courage t0 throw his career
into the blance—" to win or loseitall.” o
_ There was a remarkable ingtance of this intrepidity,
in 1918, when, in deﬁmcgogf the officid decision, an
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unauthorised strike of grave dimensons broke out
among the railwaymen in South Wales. Mr. Thomas
went down and béattled with the insurgents on the Sﬂot
and when, after four days desperate conflict, he had
tnumphed he ddlivered his mager stroke. He resigned
his leadership of the union. If authority was t6 be
disregarded, then let someone dse be repongble for
the anarchy that would follow. If the spirit of dis-
c.lglme_\t/vas to be restored, the men themsaves must
restore it.

It was an adroit piece of strategy. It was indeed
more than strategy. It was a stroke of statesmanship,
for it compelled the men to face the conditions on which
organised labour could done exist. And the result
justified the wisdom of the chdlenge, for from every
quarter an avalanche of resolutions of confidence in
Mr. Thomas poured in from the branches of the union,
and he resumed the office he had vacated with the new
authority that so decisve a verdict for the constitu-
tionalism in the labour movement had given him.

That is typical of the man. He is capable of bold
decisons and masterful strokes. He has, among other
resemblances, much of the nimbleness of his Tellow-
countryman, Mr. Lloyd George. He can be deef when
he does not want to hear, and smother a point he does
not want to ss& Thus, a the Trade Union Congress
at Portsmouth, a delegae rises with: "A point of
order, Mr. Chairman." “The Chairman listens, and when
the point hes been stated remarks briskly: " That's
your point of order? Right. Now let's get on."
And before the interrupter can recover from the breezy
irrelevance of the chair, the discussion hes passed him by.

Itis this agl;JIlty that has made him one of the most

ul ParTiamentarians that the Labour movement
has produced. There are better speskers among his
colleagues. . He hes fluency, but no snse of form, and
his emphads is over-emphatic. The wesked tonics
he hes for years administered to his railwaymen have
communicaied a certain sensationalism to "his gpes
which s apt to sound forced and flambuoyant in Parlia-
ment. But no one plays the Parliamentary game with
nimbler foot than he %es. and few men are o adroit
in getting out of an aNkv2\6a7rd entanglement in debate.
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He knows the use of red-herrings as well as anyone, and,
when on the Treasury Bench, was as ready to save the
face of a colleague as his own by setting the hounds off
on anew scent. It does not surprise me to be told that
he is among the first-class bridge players of the day, for
he has that combination of quick wits and calculating
judgment which | imagine are the essentids of sucocess
inthat art. In all thisand much dse he isaWelshman.
Mr. Lloyd George knows all his methods and his arts.
When at some conference he was engaged in exploiting
those arts his fellow-countryman observed : " That's all
very well, Thomas, but you must remember that I'm a
Welshman too."

It has been said by a witty member of the Labour
Party that the British working man is about as revolu-
tionary as a Christmas pudding. In this respect, Mr.
Thomeas is as representative of his dass as anyone. |
do not suppose that he has ever read Karl Marx, and
though he pays homage to the jargon of the street
corner, and makes the necessry dlusions to the " pro-
letariat,” he has the Christmas pudding view of things.
It is the conviction that he is only a sheep in wolf's
clothing that makes him so insufferable a torment to
the more austere comrades. They do not believe that
he really wants a revolution, and | think they are right.
They hint darkly—after the manner of that hot-gospeller,
Mr. A. J. Cook—at his riches, openly denounce his
painful familiarity with royalty and aristocracy, sooff
at his Privy Councillorship, and reproach him with the
infamy of having his sons educated at the University.
When they draw a portrait of him, it islike this, from
The Worker :

The crawling, slimy, tearful hypocrite, crooning like a dove
and acting like a noxious reptile, garbed like alamb, but with
the hidden faw%s of a cruel waolf, friend and councillor of
Labour so that he might deliver it to the shambles more easily
—thisisthe Labour leader t)r/’pethat has made British Labour
a by-word and a reproach throughout the world. Does Mr.
J. H. Thomas approximateto the above ?

The answer, from the Clydeside point of view, is
undoubtedly in the affirmative. He does not want a

blood revolution, and he has no bdlief in the cure of
human ills by a surgical operation. He has found the
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world a very tolerable place, and he has no complaint
againg a socid and political system that has enabled
the Newport errand boy to ride with the King in the
train that he used to drive and to become a Minister
of the Crown and a potential Premier. He is not a
doctrinaire, but an empiric and an opportunist, not
forgetful of himself, but genuinely loyal to his dass
doing his best to improve their condition and, so far as
he has a political philosophy, working for an accom-
modation between the opposing interests of society. He
would rather have a pesce by negotiation than by the
knock-out blow, and he is happier in stopping a strike
than in fomenting one. His bark is very loud, but he
bites only under compulsion, and he incurred the un-
dying enmity of the " fight-to-a-finish" advocates by
smashing the Triple Alliance rather than hold the nation
a ransom. He has no passon for dying in the last
ditch or battling for forlorn causes, and though he will
sng the " Red Flag" as heartily as anyone, he has a
warm corner in his affections for the Union Jack. How
long he and Mr. Wheatley will feed out of the same
trough under the humorous fiction of the solidarity of
Labour is not the least engaging problem of politics.
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31. BERNARD SHAW

| AM sorry for Mr. Shaw. Joan at least had to wait
some centuries before she was canonised, but Mr. Shaw
is in peril of being canonised while he still walks the
earth. He s already as respectable as a Minor Canon.
Deans have been known to invite him to their garden
{oartla and Archbishops are not unfavourably dispose
owardshim. The critics, worn out with ye&rs of vain
effort to suppress so pestilent a fellow, "have swuni
round to the view that he must, after all, be aman o
genius. They no longer laugh when they mention him
in connection with epeare.  They” are beginnin
to be apprehensive lest the future should discover tha
they were dunces who did not know a great man when
they saw him and who were incapable of understanding
what he was talking about and what he was dl‘l\_/InP at.
Heisabest sdler inthe book world, and the public flock
to his plays and come out with ashinein their eyes and
discuss his meanings. He has aready become a'dasdc,
and there is adim but unmistakablé gleam of an aura
about his brow. If | do not mistake the sKan;ptom
he is on the way to the cdendar of saints. He

the threshold of his seventieth year, and though the
fiery red beard hes turned white, he still " treads the
linglikeabuck in spring, and lookslikealanceinrest.”
He may quite well become one of his own Ancients and
live to s himsdf in stained glass windows as the St.
Bernard of anew dispensation.

And this would be the most insufferable revenge that
the world he has flouted and scourged and mocked for a
generatrll g{] couldi nfleldct 0r(1j h(lj mf._gé)r Re knowsthat V\Ilhgg
apro is accepted and deified, his message is lost.
Thpe pFr)ophet is only useful so long as heis Soned as a
public annoyance, callmgbus to repentance, disturbing
our comfortable routines, breaking our respectable idals,
shattering our sacred conventions. If Mr. Shaw were a



Bernard Shaw

vain man, of course, he would enjoy being popular,
r&sﬁected, and admired. But he is not a vain, man
although’ he has said more vain things about himself
than any man of his time. "1 am a natural-born
mountebank,” he says, and he hasplg%/ed the trumpeter
to himsdf with the brazenness of a showman at a fair.
" With the single exception of Homer," he once wrote,
" there is no eminent writer, not even Sir Walter Scott,
whom | can despise 0 utterly as | despise Shekepeare
when | messure my mind againg his. The intensity
of my impatience with him occasionally reaches such a

itch that it would positively be arelief to me to dig

im up and throw stones at him.™

That extravagant nonsense—and in the vast output
of the man it ¢an be frequently matched—sounds like
vanity turned to delirium; but’l repeat that Mr. Shaw,
in spite of his public poge and his showman's tricks, is
not merely not vain, but is one of the least sdlf-r ard‘mg
and sdf-absorbed of men. He is, quite frankly, an
imposter who has, for the purposes of advertising his
Wareg;thq[t hl s, his |dgagacar\t/edka car{ﬁaturebcl)_f himsdf,

wi an s, to | e public gapin
and talking, I%‘VI ng for his frlelewec'j%_the c%scove%a‘t)hgt
behind thé absurd grotesque there is a man of rare
swedness of manner and infinite good nature, who does
not care twopence for his own Career, but will go to
endless pains to help you in yours, and who is more free
from the smaller vices of jedousy and envy than any
contemporary of similar” eminence, save” one. His
ﬁenerosty is as unflagging as hiswit, and | have known

im refuse handsome offers that he could have fulfilled
with consummate ease, because he was busy re-writing
a play for a friend, or performing some “equally dis-
interested office.

The atmosphere he exhdes is curiously impersona
and cleansing, and his gay, vivacious talk is as free from
the artifice of the conscious wit as it is from the vul-
ga_rltles of the gossip., It pours out fresh from the mint,

right and scintillating, idea chasing idea, without a
note of malice or atouch of persond Tedling. Heis an
impossible man to quarrel with, as Mr. Henry Arthur
Jones found, for though he may riddle your fancies with
hisirony and his mockery, he disengages you from your
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follies and goes on Ioving% you as afelow mortal. He
does not, therefore, want the deification with which he
is threatened to soothe his v_an_lrt%/, and | am sure that
he fears it as an enemy to his influence. He does not
want to become an etablished reputation—a prophet
who is accepted, worshipped and ignored.  He wantsto
beabattlecg/, abone of contention, atheme for eternal
wrangles at street corners.  For oniy in that way can
his preaching remain vital. .

_That he Is a preacher first, and only the prince of
modem dramatists and a score of othér things by the
way, goes without saying. Whatever medium he adopts,
he” converts it into"a pulpit, and however fantastic
his utterance may be, it is dways a seemon. It is
only a shalow convention that the preacher must be
dull"and decorous. " The great," says Emerson, " will
not condescend to take anything serioudly; all must
be gay as the song of a cena'?/ were it the building oi
cities or the eradication of old and foolish churches!
And though Shaw |s_as?a;f/ asacanary heis as obsesssad
as Bunyan by the plight of the City of Destruction and
as onae a missionary of salvation as Loyola.

he ?o ular idea that he is a mere icondclast, an
ent of destructive pur is a last seen to be mis-
taken. It should have been apparent long ago, for his
religion of life has been implicit'in all his multitudinous
activities. It is not an orthodox religion, athough it
approximatesto it much more nearly thanit is customary
to suppose. It is the religion of the Living Spirit in
man triumphing over the dead letter of prescription.
Itisthe religion of the optimist who beieves that the
best is yet to be, and that growth, Creative Evolution,
isthelaw of our being. But to nourish that growth the
vital flame must not be quenched by custom and con-
vention. It must be eternally renewed, and the lam
{nust be unceasingly deansed’ of all the accretions o
ime.
~He would not have the dead Joan canonised, but the
fierce spirit of Joan working'm the living hearts of men.
If he throws stones at Shakespeare, it is not because he
is so foolish as not to appreciate the greatness of Sheke-
speare, but because he bdlieves Bardolatry is as deadening
as any other idol worshg2 and becare the creative
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er that kindles us to life must express itself in new
ormsand new terms. " Sponge out the past,” he sys—
not becausethe past ha*ftotftingto teach, but becausewe
mittst re-write its faded script ourselves. Let iis press

&ftf "to "the new vision and the new’ adventure, and
exgpe fromthe tyranny of the past to wider horizons
and free untrammelled thought. Every generation
should have its own fresh, fedrless expresson, " All
this academic art is far worse than the trade in sham
antique," he says The cake of custom rests like a.
blight on the living spirit of men. The crudties of
society are crueties practised by kind people who have
Ceemen to fed and w understanding is sterilised by
radition.

And filled with this fug he launched his shafts of
satire and mockery at the structure of society, turning
the theatre that had become the temple of a dae,
unprofitable drama of " situations” on the sex theme,
into a forum where idess wrestled and tumbled each
other in an amosphere of boisterous fun, and where
effete mamaé;e laws, and empty creeds, and outworn
Polltlcal gydems, and swedting in the factories, and
he cruelties of vivisection, and the ways of doctors,
and the meaning of prostitution, and a score of other
_aﬁgect_s of the socia and spiritual malaise that was the
inheritance from an unchallenged and obsolete tradition
were brought under the scapd of hiscriticism.

Inthisprodigal outpouring of hiscomments on society,
he has incidentally changed the whole function of the
drama, dismissed” the sentimentalisms and romantic
fadties on which it rested, and made it the vivacious
vehicle of the urgencies and realities of life. But the
reform of the theatre and the re-kindling of the flame of
idess in the drama were only the by-products of his
larger purpose. His theme wias not art but life. It is
nof'surprisin thatsochallenglré? and uncompromising an
attack on all the accepted sanciities of custom filledthe
timid and the comfortable with alarm and disquiet.
Nothing is so sacred as arut, and no one more annoying
than he who jolts usout of it. _ o

And Shaw took no painsto make his medicine pleasant.
He laughed at us, gibed at us, insulted us. He brought
" Britannicus " on the stage as a gorgeous guy to pillory
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our hypocrisies and sentimentalsms.  And weretaliated
by seemgfln him only a desperate anarch, filled with the
hatred of our holy t_hlngs_‘_ Sﬂashl,r&g our imeges, and
defiling our sanctUaries.” The fadtidious asceticiam of
his lifé was too notorious to make him suspect on the
Pr0$e_r plane of things, but hismockery of our moralities
eft him, nevertheleSs, the most undeniable lieutenant of
the Prince of Darkness. o

And then, with " Androcles and the Lion," with its
brilliant preface on the Christianity of Christ and the
Christianity of the churches, the 'sky began to clear
about the activities of this extraordinary man. And
with" St. Joan," the sun of Shaw shone full and clear.
We began to s that his aim weas not destructive but
restoraflve and that he sought only to ridicule us out of
our bad habits and our obsOlete mordities in order that
theflameof life might be trimmed afresh to burn more
purely and brightly. His religion became dear in its
appeg to theindividual conscience He has shed
something of his faith in democracy and, as Mr. J. S.
Collisshowsin hisilluminating study," Shaw," hetouches
Toryism on the one hand and Bolshevism on the other
in hisviews of government. Democracy, he says, must
decide the thing to be done; but democracy doing
;[he_ thing is like leaving the passengers to run the

rain.

But if confidence in the collective wisdom is weakening,
thefaith in theindividual conscience isundimmed. His
Puritanism is nearer to the " inner light" of George
Fox than it is to the harsh determinism of John Calvin.
Thedivinity that shapes our endsworkswithin usaswg.1
a5 without, and conscience can make cowards or heroes
of usall. When Blanco Posnet is asked what he means.
by a noble action, he replies that if you do the wron%
thing you have " arotten feel,” and it you do therigh
thing you " lose the rotten feel." It is not the Fox
vernacular; but it contains the core of Fox's teaching,
and of Shaw's, too. . .

In gpite of his many virtues you are conscious that
there is some deficiency in him that leaves him alittle
unhuman, rather like one of those " Robots" in the

lay, an astonlshmfgly perfect and acconljlollshed mechirite,
ut bloodless, tearfess, Iwg{l{erless! e is not one of
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us as greater men_have been of us, as Shakepeare was
of us. “He s outsgde the cosy family of men, a bleak,
comBanlonIe& spirit who pities us, &0offs at us, derides
us but does not understand us, be& Stse-something is
missing. He has given us a clue to the mystery. He
does not play games.  He not only does not play them,
heis puzzled a the folly of people who do play them.
Still more at the folly of the people who go to e them
. He was born into a playless world. He sits
aghagt at the dlliness of all sport. It is meaningless
to him. "1 cannot endure the boredom of sport,”
he gs Least of all, apparently, can he endure the
boredom of cricket. He went one day to witness the
" Baseball madness” and though he was | eft wondering
at the end which was the biggef fool, the man who pl a%/s
it or the man who goes to $e it played, and though he
frankly confessed that he did not know what it was about,
he wrote an article to prove that it was a better
than cricket, which " in downess and stupidity iswithout
parallel or rival." S
_ But with all his extravagances and limitations, he
is the brightest spirit in the world to-day, and thereis
no one Wi passng would so edipse the gaiety of
nations or so Impoverish the spiritual exchequer of
mankind. He once told methat Tolstoi complained to
him, apropos of " Blanco Posnet," that he seemed to
be treating life asif it were ajoke, and that he replied
that if it was ajoke, he wanted to make it a good joke.
He has worked glorioudly in that enterprise, and we are
all his debtors. “"He has whipped us for our sins, but he
has made us merry in spite of our stri and we cannot
help loving him Becausg, in his translunar way, he loves
us. Hence the halo that begins to gather about his
brows. It will be a great nuince to him, but he will
have to weer it. And there are compensations.  Just
as in his red-beard days he was an excellent Mephisto-
pheles, so in his white-beard eld he will be a most
resentable saint.  Ear why should-a saint not have a
winklein hiseyeand ajest Upon hislios?
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32. SYBIL THORNDIKE

| SUGGESTED that we should go to the Empire. My
visitor, a decorous and no longer youthful lady from
the provinces, made a gesture of surprise, touched with
just a suspicion of having heard something scandalous.
' The Empire ! "shesaid:” ..." InLecester Sgquare ! "
she said. " Yes the Empire in Leicester Square" |
sad, ruthlessI%/. "But—" "Yes | know. Youae
thinking of the 'nineties and Mrs. Ormiston. Chant.
But the former things have d away. To-night we
will go to the Empire to s Sybil Thorndike in "Henry
VIII.,™" The surprise remainied, but the horror was
transfigured. If | had suggesed going to St Paul's
to hear the Archhishop of Canterbury 1 could not have
made a proposd more comme il faut, as the ladies of
Troy Town would say. For it is not the least of Sybil
Thorndike's claims on our respectful attention that
her name has become a standard around which the
earliest of Victorians may safely foregather, and when,
like St. Joan, she advanced her” bannérs into the midst
of the naughtiness of Leicester Square, she brought with
her all her ever-widening circle of admirers trooping to
her cal with the bright-eyed enthusiasm of crusaders.

The interest she aouses’is unlike that awakened by
any other contemporary personality of the dage. There
may be room to quedtion her supremacy of the dage,
merely asan artist.  When, on the occason of the Man-
chester University conferring on her the degree of
Doctor of Laws, Dr. Alexander, in his eulogy of her at
the Free Trade Hall, compared her with Duse, she shook
her head deprecatingly. 1f politeness forbids us to sheke
our heads with her, we may at least hold them in us-
pene. She is certainly a very condderable actress,
with a remarkable range of glfts; but it is too soon to
allot her a place among the Sars of the first magnitude.
We have not yet ssen thez{gll orbit of her powers, for
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sheisstill young, and she is still learning with astonishing
industry and intelligence, and there is about all she
does the promise of unexplored possibilities.

But there is a sn== in which Sybil Thorndike is more
important than she would be even if her rank among
the stars of the first magnitude were aready assured.
She exhdes an influence that transcends the sage,
that relates the stage to life and the things of the mind
and the spirit that is quite new and individual. There
isnothing more narrowing than the professiond training.
It is exclusve and excluding. It exalts its own fetish
and ses all outside the communion as the Jew of old
saw the Gentile rabble. The more skilful the pro-
fessona man isin his calling the more limited the range
of his genera sympathies is apt to be. There wes
wisdom as well as experience in Bathsheba Everdene,
in " Far from the Madding Crowd," when, wanting a
sensble opinion on a plain matter of conduct, she
went, not to her lawyer or her doctor, but to Farmer
Oak, who had no professiond limitations to conform to.

This absorption of the profession in itself is nowhere
more marked and more limiting than in the case of the
stage. The professona actor is subdued to what he
works in. He becomes saturated with the atmosphere
of the theatre. He lives in a world of artifice and
shadows, on a plane which is not life, but a phantom
projection of life. Hereversesthetruth of things. His
artifice is the reality, and the world of action outside is
sen through the veil of his artificee. The more
successul he is the more remote he is from the actual
current of things. Irving was as much an actor off the
dage as on, and Sarah Bernhardt smacked the face of her
manager just as histrionically as she died her thousand
deaths on the ssage.  Beerbohm Tree was an amazingly
astute man of the world; but, then, he was not an actor.
It is true that Garrick lived on terms of equality with
the most brilliant company of his time; but even he,
if we are to bdieve Goldsmith, did not exegpe the
penalty, and was most an actor when he was off the stage.

Now, Sybil Thorndikeis free from this tyrannous sub-
jection to the medium she works in. Sheis an actress
with a personality that escgpes the histrionic atmosphere.
Her intelligence is not exclusively ol the stage. Her

217



Certain People of Importance

life does not begin with the footlights and end with the
painted scenery. Her art is not”a sdf-contained and
excluding interest, sufficient to itsdlf, intolerant of
any competing passon. It is not an end in itsdf,
but a medium for the expresson of something grester
than itself. Bernhardt without the emations and
glltter of the sage would have been unthinkable;

ut Sybil Thorndike's persondlity is independent of the
footlights. | You can imagine hér in any other calling
without doing aga/ violence to the impression she gives.
If she had devoted hersdf to the piano—as in her child-
hood ssemed probable, for she was something of an
infant musical’ prodigy—she would still have the
Sybil Thorndike we Know. _

This unprofessiona habit of mind would ssem to be
a handicap in a caling that demands the complete
surrender of personality to the emotion. The actress
must be a reed shaken by the wind. Passon must be
uncontrolled, and the fewer the normal restraints it
hes to suffer the wider and freer isits flight. 1t may be
that those restraints will prevent Sybil Thorndike ever
reaching quite the altitude of the fixed stars. But in
another” sne her individuality is the secret of her
peculiar appeal. e hitches the drama to the generd
activities of life, It is not a thing apart without a
conscience or an aim.  Itisan instrument for enriching
theguallty of life, and.it is this sense that, behind the
artist, thefe is the spirit of a crusader fighting less for a

sond triumph than for an ideal of the stage that is
he source of the interest she awakens in multitudes of
minds ordinarily indifferent to the acted drama. It is
as the St. Joan’of the British dage that she leads her
battalions to Leicester Square. .

_Butinlaying emphessonthisr of Sibyl Thorn-
dike's career, we must not immolate the actréss on the
atar of the reformer.  She has a gospd, a very noble
%ospel, but it is a gogpd that derives its impulse from

er own geniusfor her art.  Although we may withhold
our asent to Dr. Alexander's cOmparison of Sybil
Thorndike with Duse, we shall do so without regardin
it as mere flatter%. If there is anyone on the Engli
sta%ﬁz who may be mentioned in such a connection
without disrespect or irony, it is Miss Thorndike. |If
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she is not the equa of the greatest sheis of their com-
pany. She belqn%s to the great tradition of the tragic
muse with as high an authority as any English actress
since Mrs. Sddons. )

Nature and art alike have equipped her for the réle
She hes not the august profile that Gainsborough and
Reynolds have us familiar with in the Cae of
Siddons, but the broad brow, blue, candid, direct eyes,
and angularlt}/_ of feature are not unfitted for the tragic
theme.” Her Tigure is tall, straight and challenging,
and her carriage has a sweep and imperiousness that give
asneof er. |nthe court cenein™ Henry V1"
and in " The Medea" she communicates to the mind
that feding of physical extension that she hes told us
she experiences hersdf in intense moments. " | felt
ten feet high that da%I she said, speaking of her per-
formance of " Lady Macbeth" in Paris;” " and it is
per a remarkabdle fact that under great emotional
dress | aways fed enormoudy tall. “It is a strange
feeling; | s88m to be on a higher plane, looking down
on the audience from a vast height.”

This spiritual exaltation is under the governance of a
stern and instructed discipline. She has said of Duse
that " she knew all the tricks and used none," and the
remark illustrates the acute intelligence she brings to
her art. On the stage, as in writing or in_painting,
what isleft out is asimportant as, often more important
than, what is left in. Stendhal's axiom that the ad-
{ectlve is the enemy of the noun has its counterpart in
he supefluous gedures, over-emphass and. facile
tricks of the actor. Nothing remains more vividly in
the mind in regard to Coquelin, probably the gredtest
comedy actor of all time, than the economy of his
method. = There was no word, or gesture or niovement
that wasidle or irrelevant. Asin Austen'sincom-

able portrait of Mrs. Norris, every stroke told, and
he impression |eft was of afindity, arepose, a flawless
unity that dwellsin the mind like asonnet of Keats.

Sybil Thorndike does not reach thishigh level. Her
voice at times shows a tendency to " go over the top "
—less than it used, for, as | have sad, she is aways
]earnmlg. It is not a voice of exceptional bea_ﬁ%, but
it is extraordinarily efﬂueglt,gand is managed with such
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skill that her whisper will reach to the back of the pit
when the ordinary tones of mogt of her fellows sound as
if they were muffled in wool. Much of her effect is due
to this faculty of " getting home," and her attention
to her " r's" “should make Mr. St. John Ervine purr
Wlluh dehghtk f Sybil Thorndik edy
en o il Thorndike as atr
and it |sSF|xr)1 that character that shefrndagthe (%ruest
expresson of her genius.  Shehastold usthat asachild
—for she began her acting career in the nursery of the
home of her father, Canon Thorndike of R er—
her ambition was to play Hecuba and St And
when et last her ambition was fulfilled, and she had added
Joan to Hecuba, she declared that she did not care if
she ended in the workhouse. = She has much to do that
we shall demand of her before that fina tragedy |s
accomplished, and it will be increasingly in the tr
vein, for she done among living actréses has broug
back the fine flower of that culture to the Engllsh dage.
We have yet to s her in and now
that she fias shown that she can fill the most famous
temple of folly i |n London nightly with grave audiences
that hang uRon her lips, we may asune that she has
entered on the royal progress of Rer career.
But though she is the acknowledged tragedy queen
of the Englrsh stage it |s not in tragedy done that e
won fame. She has explored the
Who e gamut of her art snce the days when she tried
her 'prentice hand under the inspifing lead of Mrss
Horniman a Manchester, from wi e pased to
the Old Vic. preparatory to storming the West End and
planting her flag on t e turrets o Leicester Square.
And in“this journey Iay a light-hearted
rdle from the Fool in ' to " A vertising April."
In this long apprentrceshrp ghe had the good fortune to
have ahusband, Mr T. Casson, who is a colleague
in her art. There are aII the brains behind my fame.”
shesay% mtrngtohrm " Ijustdowhatl amtold."
one of the happlest artnershrps of the
stage but I do not think " atherine" is quite
negligible off the sage asthat. She has a prac ica
mtelllgence not often associated with such ICUOUS
emotional gifts, and a %rzs(r)nterested passion for her
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professon which should do much to transform the

Sage.
aﬁe hesnoillusions about us. She thinksthe English,
as a nation, do not care for the theatre. They ae
interested in plays rather than in good acting.
In so far as there is a genuine passion for the sriols
drama it is found, not in the twelve-shilling seets, but
in thefive-and-ninepenny, and it is to the increase of
the five-and-ninepenny public that she looks for a new
impulse to the drama. But straddling across this
rospect isthe Apollyon of high theatrerenfswhichlimit
he wecome to those whose enthusiasm for the fine
things of the stage would rekindle its glories and inspire
its actors. Those a?_lones have been” dimmed by the
long run and specidisation.  Actors and actresses have
the spirit of their caling desdened within them by a
damnable iteration—the same play for an infinity” of
nights until the spark in the bosom, if there ever” wes
ong is dead. Againgt this intolerable stagnation Joan
rases her banner. Her aim has been to march to the
conguest of the Philistine West End to the brave music
of the Old Vic. Therethe splendours of the drama chase
each other across the stage, and the actors souls are
kept alive by ever-changing stimulus. When she hes a
theatre of her own, shé has said, she will have three
playsawesk running. Her raid on Leicester Square, we
“hope, is the sdgnal of the accomplishment of her
ambition. It would be a I.astmg shame to London if
sofinean actress and so vivid an stlmulatln?_apasson
for the high things of the drama could not find a per-
manent home in the heart of our civilisation.
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I MEAN no affront by and offer no apology for the title
of this article. When a man has achieved a national
nickname he has achieved much more than a Garter,
or abaronetcy, or apeerage. A man may have a Garter
and be unknown to the world ; but to win a soubriquet
by which everyone from Land's End to John o' Groats
knows you is'to be famous. A pesrage may have no
more sgnificance than that you have brewed good de
or have askilful toady.” It may be conferred by a
hungry party organiser for a handsome chegue to the
party funds” But a nickname is the tribute of the
public. Itisthe voice of democracy acclaiming one of
Its chief jesters or one of its favourite actors.” It is a
recognition of a certain quality of mind and character,
a certain breeziness and gaiety, oddness or fancifulness
or even foolishness, something that sto the humour
of men rather than the gravity of men. It is incon-
ceivable that anyone ever caled Milton " Jack." It
would have sounded almost like sacrilege.  But Shekes
ewas " Will" to all his friends. "A nickname for
urke would have sounded asimproper as aribald joke,
but " Pam" and " Dizzy" fitted their wearers like a
glove, and therewas once d popular King who wasknown
as" Turn-Turn." And the moreyou sad” Turn-Turn"
the moreyou liked him, and the more Popul ar he became.
Andsowith" Jix." Who invented that happy vocable

| do not know; but he was certainly a public bene-
factor. It comes so trippingly from the tongue, has
such an engaging air of irrespongible levity thal merely
to say it gives you the feding of a good joke. It has the
flavour of the Mad Hatter.™ It takes you through the
Looking Glass into Alice's Wonderland, where perhaps
¥ou may meet Humpty-Dumpty and Tweedledum and
weedledee and, with éxceptionad good luck, the Walrus
and the Carpenter walklzng hand-in-hand. It hes a
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delicate aroma of Jinks—high-Jinks—but it is better
than Jinks. Inall the history of nicknames it ssamnsto
me quite the most triumphant. It would not, of course,
be triumphant if it were not apposite. -Y ou could not
think of Mr. Amery as " Jix." The mind reds at the
thought of Mr. Chamberlain as " Jix." Even Mr.
Badwin could not " get away with it." He is Alice
in Wonderland hersdf, or perhgps Mr. Toots, for nothlng
isrealy of anY consequence,” No consequence whatever.

But Sir William Joynson-Hicks wears the name as if
he were born to it, exuded it from his soul, exhaed it
on the ambient air. He comes into your midst, dapper,
frock-coated, debonair, cheerfully sdf-complacent, as
if all the riddles of life were smple things that he could
unloose, " familiar as his garter." Things have got
into a dreadful tangle, he ssams to say pleasantly.  Of
course they oughtn't to have got into a tangle.” They
wouldn't have got into atangle if | had been caled in
earlier. But there they are. "And now, if you will sit
quite still, we will put everything nice anhd tidy and
comfy again. And he bustles about, purring to himself
with"theé happy fedling that at |ast this foolish world
hes got into competent hiands and that all its perplexities
ae ﬂomg to be smoothed out. " It is all so simple”
as they say in the advertisements. You do this, and
that and the other.  And—well—thereyou are. And it
is becaue he is 0 likeable and well-meaning, and has
such asimple and touching faith in himsdf, that, how-
ever angry he may make us a times, we all have a
sneaking liking for him, and find his quaint name fall
Pleasan y on our ears. His naivet6 disarms us, and
hough he often spesks daggers he leaves us unafraid,
for the more serious he becdmes the less serious we fedl.

He said not long ago, in addressing a gathering of
Imperial Advertising ddegates, that ™ | still wear the
reactionary frock coat of thé Victorian Tories." | doubt
whether that sepulchra garment was ever the peculiar
togaof Toryism. Ifit was then | fear Sr William did
not weer itin his )K/oluth _for when hefirst appeared upon
the stage, asplainMr. Hicks—the Joynson isan accretion
from his marriage—he ssams to have had painful ten-
dencies of a Radical order and_sat in the Highbury
Parliament, which met atztzhe? Highbury Athenaeum in
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North London, as Radical member for Peterborough.
I do not drag this disreputable fact out of its native
darkness to discredit him. We all have skdetons in
our youthful cupboard. | have one of my own. | too
sat in one of those local parliaments so popular in the
early 'eighties, and | sat as a Tory for Plymouth. |
mention this obscure fact only to assure Sir William that
heis not done in having had awild and giddy youth.

And | refer to his own youth, too, because it throws
light on a certain " streskiness " which is apparent in
Sir William's Toryism. He is not really of the true
cult. Thepurityif hisrobeis spotted with reminiscences
of aPuritan origin. He camefirst into prominence as a
crusading Evangelical, one of the band of stern warriors
who gathered under the banner of Lady Wimborne to
rout out the Romanizers in the Church of England, and
the embers of that remote and forgotten crusade still
glow in hissoul. The Scarlet Woman still disturbs his
dumbers, and periodically he awekes and thunders at
the gates of recumbent bishops, bidding them to be up
and doing. And then he is a teetotaller of the old
ardent type who saw alcohol as " the devil in solution "
and fought him as the Prince of Darkness. An anti-
gambler, too, and a foe even of King Alcohol's sinister
consort, My Lady Nicotine. He feds so strongly about
that enchantress that he once appeared on the platform
at the Queen's Hall, with Mrs. Bramwell Booth, to
denounce the practice of smoking among women, and
conjured up with degp emotion the spectacle of mothers
blowing tobacco fumes into the innocent faces of their
offspring.

I do not gpesk disrespectfully of these loyalties ; but
they make Sir William's Toryism equivocal and they
perhaps explain the shrillness of hisnote. Being some-
thing of a Puritan in anon-Puritan camp, it is necessary
to be alittle more die-hard then the born Die-hard where
Puritanism is not involved. And so we se the two
currents bravely battling for expresson. Now the
Puritan note of chalenge rings out clearly asin the old
Highbury days, only to be muffled by a stentorian
affirmation of the Die-hard creed. He is subdued to
what he worksin, and hismoral fervours are asphyxiated
in the amosphere he bresthes. When he went to the
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Home Office he went with soul aflame to deanse the
socid sewers.  Drink, gambling, night clubs, all the
brood of darkness should know that at last a real St.
George was doroad in Merry England.  But no blew fell.
On éch adventure he wés quietly and ﬁanl%sly dis
armed, and he learned, what someé of us had cted,
that Puritanism is not astron(tglé/ marked characteristic
of Toryism, and that it does not do to quarrel with one's
bread and butter. Drink, after all, is the Gibraltar of
Toryism, and even night clubs have their friends in the
innér shrine of the party. And so Sir William went to
anight club in the purity of his heart, gave it an irre-

Proachable certificate more of that. So with
he other socid ailments. He looked them straight in
the face—and pessed on.

_Butif onthe moral sde heisalittle out of stepwith
his party, and hes to restrain his ardours, he more than
redresses the baance by his political orthodoxy. Here
he is dways well ahead of the band, dways waving the
Union Jack with an ing gesture” of dauntless
hardihood, dways defying the hogs of Midian that
envelop the %allant little land for which hewill give the
last drop of his blood. Hisrdleis that of the protector
of this realm, this happy ide sat m_the_slver_segl this
England, and the Jehovah he WOI‘ShIﬁS is atribal god

somewhat in his own image. He has no passon
for the League of Nations, for in a League of Nations
what room is there for a chosen % The League
may do some good if it does not too active,”
he'sys " but it is not going to olve the difficulties of
the world," In aword, lef us dear our minds of cant.
Let us follow the smple rule—

The good old plan
That they shall take who have the power
And they shall kesp who can.

_ And so with the subject peoples who have had the
inestimable privilege of falling under our protection.
Do not let it be Supposed that it is for their benefit
]ghat Providence in its wisdom has extended to them this
avour.

" We did not conquer India for the benefit of the
Indians," heonce said. " 2Izlénow itissad at missionary
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meetings that we conquered India to raise the level of
the Indians. That is cant. We conquered India as
the outlet for the goods of Great Britain. We conquered
India by the sword and by the sword we should hold
it. (" Shame") Cal shameif you like, | am stating
facts. | am interested in missonary work in India,
and have done much work of that kind, but | am not
such ahypocrite asto say we hold Indi afor the Indians.
Weholdit asthefinest outlet for British goodsin generd,
and for Lancashire cotton goods in particular.” =

It may be said in extenuation of this incredible
utterancé that he was spesking in Lancashire for Protec-
tion, and was anxious to asure the cotton trade that
Tariff Reform would have no evil repercussonin India.
But thelevity of such apicture of our relation to India
explainswhy Sir Williamis as great athorn in the Sde
of 'his own party as he is vauable to his opponents—
why, inaword, heis" Jix." He overdates every cae
and overacts eveéy situation. The more ddlicaté and
combugtible the dements, the more reckless and incen-
diary his speech, as when speaking at Warrington in the
modt critical phese of the Ulster question, in 1913, he
said, " The people of Ulster have behind them the Union-
ist Party. Behind them is the God of Battles. In
His name and their name | to the Prime Minister
" Let your armies and your batteriesfirel Fireif you
dare|” Fireand bedamned 1'" The soil of his mind
is meagre and his tongue outruns hisjudgment. He has
a thoughtless quenFC}/ of , and "the suppressed
enthusiaams of his Puritan upbrln%[ng find vent in a
caricature of patriotism that makes him the essy prey to
any wave of folly. It is much esder to cut a knot than
to’untie it, and he dways takes the essy way. ' Heis a
Die-hard, not because he is a sanguinary_man, but
because to his childish and romantic vision nd Englishman
ever surrenders, right or wrong, to anything or anybody.

“His mind responds instinctively to the short-sighted
view and the popular expedient. * He thinks, not as a
statesman, but as a talkative man in a suburban train
who hes just read the headlines in his favourite .
Since he cannot round up the brewers, he will round up
the abominable alien, and if the Communists beco
troublesome his mind mczggtlnently legps to Fascian
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as the corrective, and he has to be reminded by the
Prime Minister that this is a constitutional country
that it is the function of the Government and not 0
Black Shirts to protect the community, and that a
Mussolini is not wanted. If he ever should emerg
it will not be Sir William Joynson-Hicks who will il
the part. He does not belong to the serious drama of
affairs, but to the comedy dage, and his r6le has been
allotted to him in the geriial and festive name which the

ublic has, fot without affection as well as derision,

owed upon him.
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34. ROBERT SMILLIE

IN the presence of the crisisin the cod tradeit is natural
to turn our attention to the remarkable man who m
be said to have created the present mood and outloo
of the miners. If there had been no Robert Smillie
there would doubtless have been trouble in the minin
world, for the eements of disruption and disconten
have long been present in the industry, and were bound
to cometo the surface. But it was Robert Smillie
who focussed the discontents, gave them shgpe an
purpose, and inspired them with the spirit of a bold,
uncompromising leadership. With the memorable
strike of 1911, in which he was the dominating power on
the miners gde, the industry entered on a period of
domestic conflict the end of which is not yet in sight.
Until that time, the mild and benevolent sway of
Thomas Burt had not been challenged. That fine and
gracious spirit had for a generation represented the
ams and aspirations of the miners.  Those ams and
aspirations had no revolutionary motive. Thgy might
amost be said to have no political motive. Burt was
a product of the Mid-Victorian movement, with its
flavour of piety, its enthusiasm for knowledge, its
Sunday Schoals Its Popular Educator, its mechanics
ingtitutes and Its mutual improvement societies. |t
aimed at widening the basis of the Constitution, extend-
ing the individual liberties of men, and increading the
fatilities of education for the children and the oppor-
tunities of life for the worker. But it accepted the
economic structure of society, worked within that struc-
ture, and, in so far as it sought the interests of a dass
limited its aim to the improvement of conditions of
Iabg?ur and the removal of practical grievances and
perils. - . . i
Robert Smillie chan%Gd the orientation of the mining
world. He switched t eth%Jght of the movement into
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political channds. He %aye it arevolutionary purpose,
and st before it as an ultimate god the subverson of
the whole economic system.  Other influences and other
men were, of course, ‘a work to effect the change, but it
was Smillie who was the voice of rebellion, and it was
his powerful persondity that gave force and impetus
to the motive.. And even though he is no longer the
nominal leader, it ishisspirit and hisoutlook that prevail.

The secrat of this domination is not obscure It

abidesin acharacter of rare strength, tenacity, simplicity.
"1 am," hesays, " arebel against the present system of
society," It does not sound a very sensationd or
novel declaration. Many men have said the same thing
on the platform, and have meant it, but have foundin
practical life many ressons for compromising, accommo-
datln?, qualifying. Not necessarily sdfish ressons only;
but often wise reasons, the fruit, it may be, of a wider
intelligence, a quicker appreciation of new aspects, a
cleareetry understanding of the complexities of an ancient
society.
Buf Smillieisarebd all thetime. Helooks out on the
Capitalistic society with a steady, relentless hostility
that admits no compromise. Clear the abomination
away: why cumbereth it the ground ? is his attitude.
Wages, conditions, hours of |abour ? What are these
things but means to an end ?  In themsalves they are
good, but they are not the goal. They ae only the
wegpon with which the citadel of Capital can be reduced
and carried by storm. They are only the means by which
the present system can be pardysed and destroyed and
replaced by that sovereignty of the proletariat which
will make all things new and fair. And the miners
are the key to this beneficent revolution. Upon their
activities the whole fabric rests.  Knock away the pit
props and the roof of Capitdism falsin, notin the mining
world only, but over the whole arch of society.

In eff mga'ﬁhls revolution, he is not opposed to the
ue of the Parliamentary weagpon. He himself stood
for Parliament seven times before he was dected for
Morpeth, in 1923, and he says he wants to see Parliament
converted from the club of therich to the meeting-place
of the proletariat  but the processes of Parliament are
too dow, too encumberedzzgy powerful interests and
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checks and balances. Direct action can alone force the
crisisand bri n?the machine of Capitalism to astandstill.
And behind all the controversiesin the coa trade during
the past fifteen years there has been this ultimate motive
of social and economic overthrow. )

It was this motive that inspired the idea of the Triple
Alliance of which he was the engineer-in-chief. Had
that terrific instrument functioned when the crisis came
it might have brought the system with which Mr.
Smillieis at war to the ground ; but it did not function.
It fell asunder, and Labour has ever since been struggling
to find a common term between the revolutionar
%Iospel of Mr. Smillie and the practical opportunism o

r. Thomas. Thereis no such common term, for the
one thinks only of the future goal and the other thinks
on_%of the present objective. o )

ere is no_ Pnce upon his convictions, and neither
personal ambition nor private interest deflects his
Purpose. He wields the power that aways belongs to
he man who wants nothing, asks nothing, and concedes
nothing. What he was forty ¥ears 0, that he is to-day,
and that he will remain to the end. Thereisin him,
asin Keir Hardie, whom he most resembles, an austere
ride in the rejection of what other men clamour for.
n the ﬁ_reat phrase of the Shunamite woman,he dwells
among his own People. He has not risen from his class,
but is'a miner, tirst, last and always, livingin a" but-
and-ben" done-flagged cottage 'in the uplands of
Lanarkshire, where—having migrated from Belfast,
where he was born, and having spent some time in the
shipyards of Glasgow—he began life in the pit, the
memory of which has bitten deep into his mind and his
heart. "He began as a hand pumper in Summerlee
Colliery, Larkhall. Hesays:

The work of kegping the water down was not exhausting,
but astherewere only two boysto attend to the pump during a
continuous twenge—‘four hours, it meant that | was
aone, every day, Saturdaysincluded, for twelve hourswith no
time off for meds which | snaiched as | could. Thispump
was situated a mile away from the pit bottom, and my mate
and | took half an hour éach way, so that our shift was redly
thirteen hours underground. There was no officid recognition
of the fact that walking to and 2%) in the attitude of ahalf-shut
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clasp knife was real;P/ harder than our actual woik. O”'P’
those who have actually made such journeys, day in, day ouf,
under the low dripping roofs of the gadleries, can redise what
this groping one's way to work means. But the most tryin
experience of this part of my early life was the fortnightly vigi
of twenty-four hours which | was doomed to keep. ‘Every
Saturday one of the pumpers went on his shift at six p.m.,_and
remained at his post until the same hour on Sunday. This
was done to alternate from day work to night work’in turn.
Now as the miners spent Sunday above ground, | was, with
the exception of aman in charge of the pumping engineamile
away, for twenty-four hoursevery fortnight aloneinthepit.

It was from such a background of experience that
Robert Smillie emerged on to the public stage, and it is
from that experience that his conclusions about the
diseases and the remedies of society are drawn. |If
he is a rebel, he may claim the warrant from his own
past. He learned his lessons in a bitter school, and
It is always to those personal lessons that he reverts
for the justification of himself and his opinions. Thus,
speaking in the Morpeth division at the by-election at
which he was elected in 1923, he answered his own
question as to why he is a rebel against the present
system of society. He said :

One of your neighbours, the Duke of Northumberland,
posseses 169,000 acres of land.  In 1913 he took £82,000 in
ro&alty_rentsfromthecoal hewed in that county. The Duke
of Hamilton owns 56,000 acres and draws £113,00 |nro¥lalt
rents. This man's predecessor was Duke of Hamilton when
was twenty-five years of age, worki ngssacoal-cutter. | was
paid lod."a ton"and m¥ master at the palace of Hamilton
claimed as much asthat Tor royalty rent. | got 33.4d. for four
tons and the Duke got 33. 4d. from my four tons. He had
£120,000.in royalty Tents at that time, and my fellow-hewers
found it impossible to get food and clothing for their little
ones. When | found that the Duke had a minimum wage
running i nto thousands of pounds, | could not believe that any
God or Creator had foreordained an% such state of affairs.
| found the men themselves were to blame and | have been
arebel against such a system ever since.

It may not be difficult to show that the remedy for
such, flagrant wrongs in the socid system does not
require the Nasmyt hanzn?ﬁr of revolution to accom-
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plish. Even Mr. Smillie would not deny that the labours
of the Burts, the Wilsons, and the Fenwicks, who worked
through public opinion and Parliamentary action, pro-
foundly ameliorated the conditions of the miner, and
that the history of the nineteenth century was an
unceasing record of enlightened reforms, political and
industrial, of which the Hammonds' great history of
the Industrial Revolution is witness.

But it is not difficult either to understand the power
of appeal of a man who draws so directly, so freshly,
and so simply upon his own funds of experience and
tranglates his will into action so formidably. His gifts
of gpeech are great. He talks with his heart, without
tricks and without rhetoric. Heis no demagogue. He
does nothing for effect, but achieves it by the cold
passion and Intensity of his feeling and the hard, clear
gnB of his argument and his facts. He has something
of Parnell's genius for enveloping himself in an atmos-
phere of detachment, can remain silent while others
talk, firm while others waver, and at the end im
his will by the force of personality. In the cut and
thrust of negotiations, Mr. Thomasis more nimble, more
full of feints and ambuscades; but it is admitted that
the miners have never had aleader so skilful as Smillie
is in stating their case, so resolute in purpose, or SO
capable of crossing swords with the most accomplished
advocates of the employer. They have certainly never
had a leader who in spite of the violence of his ams has
commanded in a higher degree the respect of his oppon-
ents for the qualities of character. He can be brusque
in manner and has a dour disdain that is no respecter
of persons, but hisintimate bearing is kindly and com-
panionable, and behind the harsh, even” wrathful,
exteglor, there is tenderness and a good deal of senti-
ment.

He calls himself aways, a little defiantly, an " agi-
tator," a preacher of " divine discontent,” and though,
after many failures, heisin Parliament for so long as he
cares to stay there, his gifts are neither Parliamentary
nor executive. WhenMr. L1oyd George, ﬂreatlydann ,
offered him the position of Food Controller, he wisely
refused. " For what reason ? " asked the Prime Minis-
ter. " Because" Mr. Smgélze said, " | should demand
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plenary powers to ded in my own way with the food
profiteers. Some | should bé content t0 send to prison
others | should fed obliged to hang." But the real
reason was the snse of his true vocation, and the love
of his own freedom. He is the prophet of unrest, and a
prophet of unrest in office would be as lamentable a
pectacle as an eggle in a cage.  He does well to cling
to hisherbs and hiSlocusts, hiswild honey, and hiseyrie
on the uplands of Lanarkshire.
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35. LORD ROTHERMERE

" MR. PUNCH" once described the late Sir William
Robertson Nicoll as " the most successful Christian
of his time." In the snse that Punch meant, Lord
Rothermere is the most successful journalist not merely
of his own time but of all time. " The sheets that issue
from his pressss morning, noon and night, strew the
land, thick as autumna leaves in Valombrosa. The
primeval forests of Newfoundland turn to Rulp at his
word and become the myriad me&a‘?as of his decress.
Though we flee to the uttermost parts of the land we
cannot excgpe his influence, and even in the desarts of
Sahara or on the golden road to Samarkand, he will
maintain speech with us. Hisrichesoutshinethewealth
of Ormuz and of Ind. Probably no onein these idands
ever accumulated so vast afortunein so short atime as
he has done. o ] o
The King hag, at the inspiration of successve Minis-
ters, showered titles on him, and during the war he was
raised to great office without the formality of serving
an apprenticeship to public life or the necessity of open-
ing his mouth in Parliament. And he is still well on
the sunny side of sixty. If in the Punch s heis
not the most successful’man of histime, | do not know
where we shall look for him. o _
“Nor is his success to be measured by hisrichesand his
dignitiesalone. Itisthe sucoess of power. The brewer
or the contractor or the iron master may hegp up as
reat a fortune without achieving power. But Lord
othermere has,gcfotentlallty more commanding than
that of any subject of the King. He can saturate the
mind of the public with any idea that possesses him.
He controls the raw material of public opinion. Hecan
make millions of people read what he wishes them to
read. He can suppress what he does not wish them to
read. It is udes to denﬁhls power. | have heard



Lord Rothemere

men as disti nguished as Lord Oxford deny i t; yet the
career of Lord Oxford himsdlf is conclusive withess to
the fact. It was not the circumstances of the war that
dethroned him, but the ceesdess refrain of " Wait and
S " kept up in the Harms worth Press that finaly
undermined his position. He did not cultivate the
press and others did, and he paid the penalty.
And for another example, turn to the story of the
ost-war years. Why has it taken eight years for
urope to begin to gét out of the morass'in which the
war engulfed”it ? The main reason is the dominion
which France and M. Poincar6 established for so long
over the policy of the Allies. During four years suc-
cessve British Governments, headed In turn by Mr.
Llo¥d George, Mr. Bonar Law, and Mr. Baldwin, broke
on the implacable rock of Pomcarism and revenge.
Ac};_am and again they sought to turn the tide of Allied
gcef Ie%lt? ed|nto peaceful’ channds and aways they were
They were defested because the most powerful instru-
ment Tor forming public olg(l)inlon in England was
wolentle/, ferocioudy, pro-Poincare”, It was more
French than the Frt(ajnch. _Througegk h(IjS mulgtusclijmdous
organs, morning and evening, week-day an ¢
Lg_ndon and prgov|n0|al, I__o?d Rother%ere mobllls%/d
Briti sh public opinion against the British Government,
month after month, year after year, in the interests of the
now miserably defunct policy of French Imperialism.
Hedid more. Through his Paris organ he infected France
and the Continent with the conviction that the British
le were not behind the British Government and
hat Poincare’ had only to stand fast in order to bring this
country to its kness” His daily invocation to France
was to'go into the Ruhr and to adopt " drastic methods
such as Germany employed in France and Belgium
during the war.” " Hafs off to Francel" was his
triumphant” halelujah " when at last Poincaré' plunged
into the Ruhr and so bedeviled Europe for three years
more. Next to Poincare, Lord Rothermere was the
chief architect of the most catastrophic episode since
the war. Indeed, but for his activities in London and
in Paris, it is probable that there would not have been
any Ruhr adventure at all.
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| repest, therefore, that it is usdess to deny the power
of Lord Rothermere. It is blind, blundefing power;
but it has operated in the past, and, given those con-
ditions of public excitement in which mob passon
dampedes governments, it will operate again. It is
the power not of a man but of a machine. It is true
thatif we accepted the testimony of the Daily Mail, we
should have to regard Lord Rothermere as a super-man.
" He may be described,” said that organ in one of
its disinterested panegyrics of its proprietor, " as one
of those human dynamos who are content to hum in the
midst of vast eriterprises, setting all their machinery
going, sending their fame out to the uttermost regions,
and content to remain themsdves unheard, so long as
their machines work perfectly.” .

Far be it from me to deny that Lord Rothermere is
"a human dynamo." Indéed, he has something of
the appearance that one would expect a human dynamo
to have—itsmassive bulk and itsimpassivity of counten-
ance. But though dynamos are excellent things for
sarvice, it is not customary to leave them to run them-
sdves. They need to be intelligently inspired if they
are not to run amuck. And it iStheinspiration of the
human dynamo that | distrust, o

Perhaps, as an indication of the measure of his wis-
dom, | may recall his touching faith in that prophet of
the war, Mr. Horatio Bottomley. In those days Mr.
Bottomley was Lord Rothermerés " star ™ turn in the
most popUlar of his Sunday picture papers. Sunday by
Sundaty a Bottomley encyclical fell upon the ears of an
expecfant world. (1t ssamsthat he did not pen hisown
encyclicas; but these illustrious men rarely do; they
supply the signature) Sometimes it proclaimed  a
" non-stop to Berlin," sometimes with hand upon its
heart (arival Sunday having" takentoreligion")
it suddenly announced the reconciliation of Mr. Bottom-
ey and his Creator. But in spite of the fervour of the
prophet, the Government remained obstinately indiffer-
ent to the importance of engaging him to Tinish the
war. Lord Rothermere's patience was at |ast exhausted,
fi?ﬁ 5'[hus he wrote in the Sunday Pictorial of July 25,

236



Lord Rothermere

Although we are not short of leaders of men we do not
sufficiently employ them. Take the case of Mr. Horatio
Bottomley, whose tonicsome utterances in this journal ?\I/IVE
Inspiration and comtort to the mog lugubrious souls. M.
Battomley exerases an enormaus influence with his pen and
voice. Are recruits wanted ? He gets them. Is there a
strike to settle ?  He can pour ojl on troubled waters. |Is
thereacaueto pleed ? He pleadsit successtully. .. . Y
hlscgr_eat talents are most exercised " unofficialy.” Heisa
forcein the Stete.  His sarvices should be utilised more and
more by the Government.

So much for the wisdom of this potentate of public
OPIF]IOI"I in regard to men. Let us glance at an example
of his steadiness of mind in regard to measures.  If there
is one question on which even the humblest of us might
be assumed to have a considered conviction, it is that
of Free Trade and Protection, about which we have
been talking off and on for twenty years. When Mr.
Baldwin made his memorable plunge into Protection
in November, 1923, Lord Rothermere's Evening News,
initslunch edition, announced :

An aticle b¥ Lord Rothermere, " My Pleafor Tariffs," will
appear in next Sunday's Sunday Pictorial.

It was a momentous declaration. It meant that the
whole might of the most powerful press in the land
would be thrown into the election on the side of Mr.
Baldwin. But then somethln(TJ _happened.  Perhaps
Lord Rothermere met his dear friend and rival Lord
Beavcrbrook and talked it over. Perhaps they agreed
that it was more important to teach Mr. Baldwin that
he could not afford to snub those who had been
accustomed to have Prime Ministers feed out of their
hand than it was to have Protection. In any casg in
the 6.30 edition of the Evening News the same day the
notice was altered thus :

An article by Lord Rothermere, " Should Free Trade have
éirg%p% Chance ?" will gopear 1n next Sunday's Sunday

Thus between morning and afternoon Lord Rothermere
reversed the whole argument of his papers on the most
vital and most discussed domestic issue of the time. He
improved on the record of his brother, the late Lord
Northcliffe, who went to Chamberlain's meeting at
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Glasgow, in_1903, breathing fire and daughter againgt the
" Stomach Tax " and wes_so impressed by thé meeting
that he declared for the " Stomach Tax " next morning.
All of which goes to show_ that these human dynamaos
may be trifles Tight as air in that large world of idess
where they wander so forlornly without any guidance
but the momentary impulse.
. But it is not necessary to test Lord Rothermere's
intellectual fitness to be Chief Adviser to the British
ﬁeople by these things. He has been in office We
ave s the human d¥lnamo in action on the grand
stggle Why and how he became Air Ministeris in
itself one of the comedies of the war. It waes at atime
when the Harms worth brothers were at the meridian.
They had the ear of the mob, and if Ministers did not
obe\ﬁ them or make terms with them, they set the mob
at their heds and they had to go. One day the world
was startled by the publication of aletter to the Prime
Minister, Mr.” Lloyd George, from Lord Northclifle
declining, after the manner of Ceesxr, the offer of the
throne a'the Air Ministry. No one was so much startled
as Lord Cowdray, the Air Minister himself, who had
not been informed that his throne was vacant. Of
coursg, it became vacant then, for Lord Cowdray was
not the sort of person to take the affront with Ness
Fortunatelfx]/, .as the hymn sys " the way "
L ord Northcliffe was not the only Harmsworth. Brother
Harold wag%?etting impatient But perhgps the
_se(%uel can bed be told by the following advertisement
in the public press:

Friday, Nov. 2, 1917.

Buy Sunday's issue of the Sunday Pictorial for aremarkable
article in which the writer with great force and clearness
C”tt'ltlcgldly examines our methods of conducting the war,
entitled:

THE TOO LATE GOVERNMENT,;

By James Lumsden, editor of the great North of England
néwspaper, the Leeds Mercury [then dso owned by Tord
Rothermere]. . . . The writér, quoting the memorable
criticism of pur First War Government, applies the fatal words
Too late with e(éually tel,lmﬁ effect to the Government of
which Mr. Lloyd George is the head to-day.
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Nov. 17 (a fortnight later.)

Buy to-morrow's Sunday Pictorial . . ; for a strikin
article in which the writer dedls clearly and outspokenly wit
the political crisis, entitled :

MR. LLOYD GEORGE THE ONLY MAN
By G. H. Lethem, editor of the Daily Record [aso then owned
by Lord Rothermere]. . . . The writer explains in this
powerful article why Mr. Lloyd George is the " Only man to
whom the Allies must look," etc.

Fromthe Times, Nov. 27, 1917 (aweek later).
LORD ROTHERMERE'S APPOINTMENT
It is officially announced that the King has been pleased to

approve the appointment of L ord Rothermere to be President
of the Air Council.

Itisa prett%/ comedy which will rean careful study.
It will help to illuminate not only Lord Rothermere,
but the whole problem that centreS in him, his power
over public opinion and the relation of a certain type of
olitician with the press. It is enough here to say that
is stay at the Air Ministry was brief, and memorable
only for the modest su?geﬂlon that the British Museum
should be disemboweléd to provide an office for him.
When he resigned on the eve of being caled upon to
make his maiden gpeech in the House of Lordsin defence
of his policy, the waters of public life dosed over him
with an indifference that was hardly respectful to a
human dynamo. =
But to do him justice, Lord Rothermere would not
clam to be a stafesman or a journalist, His brother
had a romantic flair for the sensationa side of journal-
ism. He knew better than any newspgper man of his
own or any time how to give the public ginger " hot in
the mouth," and being unencumbered by any philosophy
of government, and charged with an imperious egotism
that took no account of ‘odds, he splashed through life
with a resounding tread. But Lord Rothermere has
nothing of this powerful, if undisciplined, contact with
affairs.” He is afinancier who applies the Midas touch
to the ponderable things of life.  If it was Northcliffe's
flair for sensationd journalism that mede the Daily
Mail a portent, it was Roggermere's business gifts that
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reaped the harvest of the adventure. He built up the
vast network of sysems that, with its interlockings,
aliances, and subsdiaries has changed the whole face
structure and spirit of modern journalism. It was he
who made the momentous discovery that the public
like a paper with " pictures stuck in anyhow and hardly
any words at all." When Alfred Harms worth started
the Daily Mirror as a woman's daily and found that
women did not want a " daily " devoted to their sex,
Harold Harmsworth took the Mirror to himself and
found that what the world of women and men alike
was hungering for was " pictures.” And from that
centre his financial evolutions radiated out in ever-
widening circles, incorporating the Daily Mail system,
plums from the Hulton system which he bought and
disposed of with profits on a rega scade, and esin
the Beaverbrook system.

The whole structure of finance recalls the House that
Jack Built. The Daily Mirror controls the Sunday
Pictorial ; together they control the Daily Mail Trust;
the Daily Mail Trust owns 51J per cent, of the deferred
shares of the Associated Newspapers, Ltd., which owns
the Daily Mail, Evening News, Weekly Despatch, Over-
seas Dally Mail, and | know not what else.  Then the
Daily Mirror and Sunday Pictorial control the Daily
Sketch and the Sunday Herald and the Empire Paper
Mills. " The only smple part of the story,” as the
financial expert of The Nation observes in unravelling
these mysteries, " is that Lord Rothermere controls the
whole lot by controlling the Daily Mirror. With the
mi nimum of personal risk—merely by owning more than
half the 700,000 £1 ordinary shares in Dally Mirror
Newspapers, Ltd.—L ord Rothermere now controls five
newspaper companies, with a combined share and loan
capital of £7,355437, valued on the Stock Exchange at
£24,000,000. The public put up the big money and Lord
Rothermere kept control.”

Before such an achievement in finance, the only
attitude is one of respectful abasement. Before the
implications of the achievement we may reasonably
entertain other fedings. If these gigantic operations
had related to the manufacture of sogp or railways
or iron and sted or cot2t£)0n goods or even whisky,
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there would be no room for concern, and Lord Rother-
mere s rudimentary enthusiasm for economy, ¢ y
economy _in popular education, his enthusiasm for
Mussolini, and hisardent advocacy of M. Poinca<€ would
leave us indifferent. But his activities are rdlated to
the manufacture of public opinion, and it is in virtue
of that entirely accidental by- roduct of his financial
genius that he’is important.” He is not a personality
of sgnificance, but heis a power of immense ggnificancé.
In himself he is—in spite of many amiable traits of
public benevolence—negligible. AS the master of the
%re_ateﬂ machine of publicity the world hes ever seen,

eis asort of Fourth Estate of the Realm. The possi-
bility of the association of such power with so unschooled
and irresponsible a direction is not the least disquieting
problem of democracy.
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36. SR JAMES BARRIE

| DO not know whether it is customary for pilgrims
from &far, in theii search for the homes and haunts of
famous men, to turn out of the bustle and noise ot the
Strand into the calm of Adelphi Terrace, where the
SBDI rit of Adamstill lingerslikea perfumefrom the past.
Jutitistolerably certain that in future times no curious
visitor to London will fail to go to the quiet little street
with its dozen houses that goes by the name of Robert
Street, where the two modt illustrious playwrights of
this generation lived opposte each other, and where
J. M7 Barrie—the future will happily forget that he
was a baronet—threw plum-stones a "‘Bernard Shaw's
Wi r][dows whenever he saw that hisrival had got adinner
party on. _
denied the plum-stones. He even denied that
he ever had dinner parties.  But | am a poor judge of
posterity if, in such a conflict of testi mo%do& not
Prefer to believe Barri€'s tale rather than 's denial.
t will know the very window from which Barrie took
am, and it will probably go to Chrigties to buy the
plum-stones he threw. The plum-stones will become
ﬁ_ps)tart,of the great Barrie legend which will perplex the
istorian.

For Barrieis not so much a man as a myth, afable,
afairy tale, a midsummer night's dream, a creation of
moonbe a beneficent sprite peering from behind
bushes in Kensington Gardens, and disappearing in the
arch of arainbow. The personaity of his friend and
neighbour across the way is as emphétic asatime-table ;
but Barrie is as shy as'a fawn, as flegting as a vision.
Shaw's name is defiantly blazoned in a brass plate at
No. 10 Adelphi Terrace | but no directory, no telephone
book, will disclose the secret of the dweller on the other
dde of the street.  If you want him you must inquire
for him at Kirriemuir (w2h‘|1§h is pronounced Thrums),
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and Kirriemuir |sanngi way off. And even at Kirrie-
muir you would probably not get on his trail, for he

the scent of his movements with the cunning of a
creature of the woods. ]

And when at last you have run him to earth, he m
still dude you by théimpal pable garment of slence wit
which he énvdaopes himsdlf. When Mr. Frohman went
to_discuss with him the production of " The Little
Minister," hetells usthat * during the two hours | was
there he did not utter more than fwenty sent and
only two of theserelated to’ TheLittleMinister,’” They
were exactly alike and consisted of two words, ' Quite
right. " The stories of such experiences are numberless.
ItTs not a slence of hostility or surliness or scorn. It
certainly does not glve the impression of the slence of
pride, or spiritual doofness It is as though the faculty
of will only respond to a certain touch, anote, a
hint that rdeasss the genia current of the soul. Then
it is that one enjoys as delicate a feast of good talk as
this generation hes to offer. ,

| was the fortunate instrument on one occasion to
strike the rock of his silence with the appropriate wand.
| joined a group of friends in which he was seated, and
made somé remark, | think about cricket, which
interested him, and thenceforth for an hour he held the
company by the demure drolleries of fancy and memory,
related with that rather wistful melancholy that gives
flavour to his fun. He improvises as he talks, with an
uproarious playfulness with fact and possibility that
has a disarming air of truthfulness, guaranteed by the
sd Prawty of the face and the low, dow tones of voice,
as of one seekln(]; to avoid the Sl_JSﬁI cion of exaggeration.
| recall especialy among his cricket stories the descrip-
tion of Mr. Birrell at_the wicket waving his broken bat
and crying aloud, " Send me some more bats,” and a
r.otous fancy about a famous ball that he himselt bowled
which was S0 dow that the batsman hit at it twice before
it reeched him, and was just too late with the third
stroke, which was in progress when the tired ball, with
its last exhausted effort, touched the stumps and re-
moved the bail. When he had gone, one of the company
turned to me and said, " It is ortunateezgou foined uS.
We have had Barrie to lunch and we had sat with him
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half an hour after lunch and until your remark unloosed
his tongue he had not uttered aword."

He has the rare art, both on the sage and off, of
making us sad and merry at the same time, of releasin
the opposite emotions and touching our laughter wit
the pity of things and our sorrow with the fun of things.
Perhaps it is not true to spesk of it as an art. There
isartinit, of course ; perhaps even artifice.  Stevenson,
who was no bad judge of the artifices of art, scented it
from the beginning. " But Barrie is a beauty," he
wrote to Henry James, in 1892, " . . . . Stwff in that

oung man ; but he must s and not be too funny.

enius in him; but there's a journalist ever at his
elbow—there's the risk. What a page is the glove
busness in the ' Window'! Knocks a man flat."
The years have not invalidated the criticism. Barrie's
consimmate mastery over the instrument of human
emotion is never quite free from the sense of the audience.
Hisfancy playswith our fedings alittle conscioudy and
deliberately, ‘and he lacks the great passon of créative
imagination which svegps the mind clear of the realm
of limelight and sentiment. i

But though he has art and perhaps artifice, they are not
fdse to hisnature.  They may strain the emotion, but
they donot violate it. His aftitude to life is that of a

af-sorrowful, half-playful revolt againgt the hard
facts of existence. The child comes into the world
trailing clouds of glory from afar and doomed to se
thaldglory " fade into the light of common day." The
wonder pesses, the rainbow Tosss its magic, the vision
splendid dies away. Most of us e eclipse and
settle down, happily or unhappily, to the realities and
activities of a matter-of-fact’ world. We leave the
Golden Age behind, and are so busy with our buyings
and sdlings, our ambitions and our schemes our loves
and our hates, that we forget that we once dwelt in
Arcady, where dreams were true and beautiful visions
plentiful. But Barrie refuss to forE'et Arcady. He
will not surrender the Golden Age. He moves'on the
journey with reverted eyes, forever trying to recapture
and hold the glow and glory of youth. Like his great
countryman, his song is {o the refrain of " Over the Ses

to Skye
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Give me the s,a give me the sky,
‘Give me the sun that shone ;

Give me the eyes give me the soul,
Give me the lad that is gone.

It is this yearning for the irrevocable, this passon to
keep the glamour and wonder of the child vision fresh
and unsullied amid the coarse contacts of the disillusion-
ing world that is the secret of his pathos and of the
poignancy of his appeal. For in the heart of the most
worldly of us thereis still areminiscence of Arcady, still
a faint echo of the lad that is gone.

This motive runs like a golden thread through all the
web of hiswork. Itisimplicit everywhere, and culmin-
aes in the exquisite fancy of " Peter Pan," which has
made Barrie the Pied Piper to the children of all lands
and of all ages The story of hislifeis woven into that
masterpiece. It was, as he has told us, when a boy at
the Dumfries Academy that he climbed the school
wall and entered the realms of dreams where Peter was
truly born, and it was long after, when fame and success
had come to him, that, walking in that paradise of child-
hood at Kensington Gardens, he made the acquaintance
of afamily of children who revived the impulse to give
his childish fancy alocal habitation and aname. Those
children—the offspring ot Arthur Llewellyn Davies and
his wife, a daughter of du Maurier, the artist—Ilost both
their parents soon afterwards, and Barrie adopted them,
only to lose the der boy in the first year of the war and
the younger in a bathing accident at Oxford.

But Barrie would not have won his unprecedented
empireover theemotions of histimeif hissentimentalism
had not been irradiated by a humour as fresh, sparkling
and inexhaustible as any in our literary annals. He
attributes this glorious and irresponsible levity to the
unruly half of himsdlf, McConnachie by name, who does
thewriting." | , " hesays," am the half that is dour and
practical and canny; heis the fanciful half. My desre
Is to be the family solicitor, standing firm on my hearth
rug among the harsh realities of the affice furniture, while
he prefersto fly about on onewing." Itis McConnachie,
we may assume, who throws the plum-stones at Bernard
Shaw's window in the Adelphi, and kegps up the reves
of childhood, while the melancholy Barrie looks on and
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laments the evanescence of youth. And it was the
indomitable spirit of McConnachie which brought him
through his great adventure, when, atimid youth from
the North, pausing on his way at Nottingham to learn
the craft of journalism, he descended on London. " The
?reateﬂ glory that has ever come to me," he says, " was
0 be swallowed up in London, not knowing a soul,
with no means of subsstence, and the fun of ‘workin
till the stars went out. To have known anyone woul
have spoiltit. | didn't even (wlte know the language.
| rang for my boots and they thought | said a glass of
water, so | drank the water and worked on." _

| am not sure that even yet they might not bring him
water when he asked for” his boots.” And_| am sure
that if they brought it he would drink it. For famous,
betitled—alas '—and beloved as.no writer of our tongue
since Dickens has been beloved, he still remains the
?@/ Doric-speaking, elvish spirit that cameto townfort

d years ago. In the interval he has had a career o
success unparalleled in the records of literature.  From
the day he bought his first to;%ihat and went to se
Frederick Greenwood at the old &. James's Gazette he
hes caught the ear and posessed the heart of the public.
His rewards have been munificent beyond all precedent.
No man in any country in any time who has used the
Pen asameans of |ivelihood hasTound it so rich amedium.
t may be that his fame has outstripped even his high
deserts.  There can hardly be any doubt that it is So
in the case of hisnovds, for who to-day takesdown" The
Little Minister" or reads " Sentimental Tommy " ?
When they appeared they overshadowed, in contempor-
ary Jeudgment, the mederpieces of Hardy, but seen
beside them to-day one marvels that the popular mood
of the moment could make so Igroteﬁque a valuation.

For the plain truth is that Barrie had not the snse
of form or the sustained power of imagination that the
novel demands. His genius is fanciful and episodic.
It nesds the movement, the lighting, the colour, the
swiftness, the illusion of the dage to give it coherence
and momentum, and it is by hiS contributions to the
gtage that his work will live: Even here there will be
much winnowing out by time. But from the mass of
plays with which he has ggléghted his generation, it is
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sdafe to sy that two of his ventures at least will sail the
theatrical sees till they run dry. " Peter Pan " all
the characters of an immortal, and it is not easy to
conceive a time when " The Admirable Crichton " will
not be treasured as one of the deathless things of the
drama. It may be that other fruits of his art will
survive the tooth of time; but in these two plays
assuredly are enshrined arare and beautiful genius that
isimperishable. Heis an enviable man who goes down
to posterity with such gifts of gracious tendérmess and
swveetness, Of laughter and tears.” And we may reoice
that we have been privileged to share posterity's luck,
and to s Barrie play « hide and sssk with the angels!
Long may he live to look sadly on while McConnachic
TAI i Or|1g?sh|olum-ston&s at Bernard” Shaw's windows in the
elphi.
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37. "TIM" HEALY

MORE accurately, of coursg, it should be His Excellen
Timothy Michael Hedly, Governor-Generd of the Iris
Free State; but there are some men too rich in the
guall_tles of plain, unadorned nature to be disguised by
ignit 55 and " Tim" Healy would still be " Tim"
Healy though he were made Mikado of Japan or the
Grand Lama of Thibet. Bottom is still Bottom even
though he be" trandated." And what a" tranglation”
is this which has converted the stormy petrel of the
past into the tenant of the Viceregal Lodge, and the
solemn head of an Irish Kingdom. The Eurg
earthquake which has worked such miracles, placing an
old army pensgoner from Hanover in the seat of the
Kaiser, a hunted refugee from Switzerland in the sest
of the Tsar, and making a blacksmith's son the dictator
of Italy, has done nothing more strange than this, and
few things more gratifying. N
It has been done not without sacrifice.  The House of

Commons will never again be the thrilling place it wes
when the Irish brigade sat a solid phalanx, defiant and
irreconcilable, below the gangway, a grim, resentful
cloud hanging over the Parliaméntary sky, flashing with
sudden lightnings and reverberafing” with ceesdess
thunders. ~ Whaf memorable figuresthere were in that

hadanx—the " Chief,' e, slent, secret, his hat over
his eyes, his arms folded across his breast, a symbol of
impl le revolt; John Redmond, spaci generous,
eloguent; the stately Dillon, the frenzied O'Brien, the
odd, grotesque Biggar, the gay and chivalrous William
Redmond, the trumpet-tongued Devlin, the brilliant
Tom Kettle and many another. All have vanished, save
the genia * Tay Pay," who, as Father of the Hous,
lingerson like areminiscence of an epoch that has become
" one with Nineveh and Tyre."

Andinail that phalanx t2h4%rewas no moredevastating
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ﬁr%noe than that of " Tim" Healy. For a generdtion
e was Venfant terrible of Parliament, the prince of
guerilla warriors, fighting for Ireland, but fighting still
more for his own inscrutable ends ; flashing through
the lists with atongue that smote like a sword, solitary,
defiant, whimsical, incalculable, sad and merry in the
same, breath, a drange haunti n% figure of unfest and
indignation, in which all the pathosand all the comedy
and"al the savageries of Ireland ssemed to find ex-
presson. What memories his name awakens in those
who have been familiar with the House of Commons
snce, little more than alad, picked out b}/ the keen eye
of Parndll, he first entered the Chamber! How oftén
and with what expectation have we ssn him rise from
the corner seat below the gangway, his hands clasped
behind his back, his quaint, peasant flgure SW. |3ng%
forward, his eyes gleaming through the ﬁassss_th
S0 uneasily on his nose gleaming with passon and
mischief and maice and wit, all under the control of an
incomparable serenity. And as he rose every door
opening and the Chamber filling with a magica sudden-
ness, as it only fills when the great artist ison the stage.
And what an artist he was. Not an orator of the
" proud, full sail" of Redmond or the declamator
energy of Devlin. He e quietly, dreamily, as i
communing with himsdf, with atouch of doofness a
certain monkishness as of one who had come from a
monasteg/, bringing with him the amosphere of strangﬁ
and ghostly things. And out of this reverie, in whic
the voice of the prophet and the cadence of the poet
and the dreamer were curioudy mingled, there would
leap some withering phrase that stabbed like death.
Woe to the man who crossed swords with that terrible
blade. There was no tongue so swift and so bitter.
" When the cat's away,"” said Chamberlain, on one
occasion, commenting ‘on the absence of _Glads_tone‘
" the mice will play.” " And therats,” sad " Tim,'
with cold incisiveness, asif he were hel ping the spesker
out of his forgetfulnees " The question iS, who is to
be the master 7" said Parnell in the historic strugglein
Committee Room XV. " The gquestion is, wh0'is to
be the migtress ?" hissed the voice of Tiger Tim. He
was the master of all moods.  The soft, alimost crooning
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accents, had the pathos of incommunicable things,_and
he could melt the House to tears, asin thefamous™ Dark
Rosdeen " gpeech, or awe it to silence as in that sombre
utterance on the Boer War, when, with the daylight
fading in the Chamber, and the Sow sentences falling
on the ear like gtrokes of fate, he, the loneliest figurein
the House, with every man's hand againg him, and his
hand againg every man's, held friend and foe spell-
tt?]ouncé”as if they saw visibly the writing of doom upon
e walls.

His |mpud$ncet f\1l\€l:1t$ rﬁ%)linj[e, enveloped ined?/ ser\i/%s
Nes a gravity, e i comedy. . Who
that hea?d it V)\;I Il forget the to%(r)rge force by which he
turned the whole current of a debate from Uganda to
Ireland. The subject of discusson was a grant for
the Uganda railway. The Irishmen, following their
custom, had sought to turn the theme to the advantage
of their own distressful country. How different was
this generositj' from the parsimony towards Ireland.
" Order, order,” said the Speeker.” " Enough of this
irrelevance” Then " Tim™ rises sadly, Slowly, in his
place, What now ? Ishe going to quéstion the rulln?,
defy it, flout it ? No, he leaves such coase fare o
others.  His art is subtler, more difficult to combat.
"1 rise as a native of Uganda. There will be jo
throughout the length and breadth of that beautifu
country at this grant from England towards her pros-
perity." He gpésks with fluent eese of the conditions
of Uganda, naming this place and that, Bally-this and
Bally-that, with cam matter-of-factness. Members sit
up asSthey s the whole question of Ireland, that inter-
minable, that inexhaustible guestion, being served up to
them again under the disguise of an quda alegory.
They look a the Speeker, but his glence confesses
defeat. They look at the unrevealing face of " Tim,"
ursuing the colossd jest without a hint of levity, and
hen théy give themselves up to the enjoyment of the
fun, and when the joke has been carried through unfalter-
mg[i%/ to its dose, they bresk into cheers for the impish
wit that has outmanoeuvred them. . _

| think of him in association with another figurein
the House, with whom he has superficialy liftle in
common. But it is that %Sness to Lord Hugh Cecil
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which gives usthe key to " Tim" Healﬁl's baffling and
fascinating mind. He and Lord Hugh are the only
Parliamentarians since Gladstone who have brought
the sense of spiritual things on to thefloor of the House
of Commons. They both spoke with the air of menwho
had a commission which was not entirely of this world,
and who came into the House from the sanctuary. One
felt thatif " Tim" had come garbed in a monkish robe
and with a rope round his waist, he would have been
in character. 'You. would not have been surprised to
know that there was a hair shirt under his garments, and
that that forward tilt of the body and that fixed gaze
as he walked were due to the uncomfortable fact that
he had pebbles in his boots. Through all the vicissi-
tudes of his stormy life, the one constant thread is the
religious motive. = He is a frank obscurantist, a four-
teenth-century monk born out of due time, and he assails
the scientists, with their * microbes and monkeys," with
ascorn as unbridled as Mr. Chesterton's, and a naivete
as childlike as W. J. Bryan's. Take arecent h of
hison" Why the Catholic Church is Hated." eaking
of evolution, he says:

Such teaching leads straight to paganism, and it is because
the Catholic Church says 0 and says so boldly, that e is
hated, ; . . . These so-cdled philosophers and scientists are
mere bubble blowers.  There is no greater humbug than the
so-caled stientist of modern times. .. . One fellow at Oxford
lately said he had discovered the beginning of life. They
could not start the hind leg of aflea . .. This monkey
buaness was started becaue it struck deliberatdly at the
exigence of the human soul, And it is because these men
know that these so-called philosophies are part of the devil's
gpparatus that they are 'so continuoudy and assduoud
yropagating them, "and for that reason the Church is con-
inuously _enyln% them, and incurring thereby the hatred
of these philosophical nincompoops, The only thing | can
e that this free thought gives is the right to looseliving
anditoose thinking. They may box the compess of unbdief in
an}r/]'wayt ey pledse, théy may decorate it with the pretences
of human |iberty, but in the end it comes down to nothing dse
'g:)an' thefhcence to defraud ones neighbour or ongs néigh-

ur's wife.

It takes one's breath away; but it is important to
remember that this is not only the authentic " Tim,"
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but that it is dso the authentic Irdland—a country
with a civilisation so different from ours as to be not
merely in a different hemisphere but in another and a
far off century. " Tim's" on for Ireland is for the
Ireland of the saints and the legends. | do not think
it was the political association with England that out-
raged him; but the spiritual association—the feding
that the faith and morals of the country were contamin-
ated by our godesness ]
It was this spiritual motive that mede him the most
implacable and ferocious en of Parnell after that
great man's exposure, Parnell had discovered the
%enlus of the young railway clerk who had come from
antry to Newcastle, had made him his private secretary,
and started him on the career which opened to him the
ath of sucoessin journalism, in Parliament,-and at the
ar. But Parnell was outlawed by the Church, and Mr.
Healy pursued him with the fury of a Crusader or a
Texas " fundamentalist." There was in addition, no
doubt, a certain perverse and impish quality that con-
tributed to the vendetta. He was congenifaly unable
to keep in step with anybody long, atrait that gave
point to his remark in the House one night that" there
aretwo united partiesinthisHouse : | amoneof them."”

He has dways been like that, alonely, unquiet spirit
with an ungovernable tongue that fals on everyone in
turn like awhiplash across the face, He was the most
uncomfortable bedfellow even the Irish Party ever had,
and his quarrds left him at last friendless and isolated.
His cruelty to that great gentleman, John Redmond,
would be Unforgivable if we did not remember that he
is a heart the primitive Pessant of Ireland, and his
savage insults from the platform to " K itty O'Shea” can
only be condoned on the same considerafion. He was
horsewhipped for those insults and repested them the
same night, for, whatever graces of public conduct he
lacks, his courage is dauntless. .

It is said thaf he is dways pained by the discovery
that he has given pain. Thisis not difficult to believe
when one meets this singularly gifted man in private
and fdls under the spell of his Kindly voice and per.
suasve talk. | do not know a more companionable
man, or one who can make égg hoursfly on swifter, wing.
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The play of his mind is warm and childlike, but the
brooding sadness that envelops it gives a depth and
emotion to his talk, a sort of cloistral quietude, that is
curiously aPpeallng. Education in the formal ssnse he
heslittle of. He once told the House that he could not
spell, could not parse a sentence, and did not know the
rule of three. But his understanding is capacious, he
is widely read in French and German literature, the
randge of ‘hisintellectual interests is infinitely various,
and he will put as much fervour into a subject’like %)ell-
ing reform as he used to put into the story of " Dark
Rosaleen,” or into the woes of his client.  His persond
friendships, unlike his political friendships, are many
and unexclusive, and in spite of his monkishness he is
an uncommonly astute business man. He has more
than a sneaking affection for the English, and is not
afraid to laugh at his countrymen. ™" How did the
Engllsh conquer and endave us and es us?' he
sadnotlongago. " By avery smpleplan. They 8?/6
It out that we were a Very clever people and that they
were astupid people.  Now we ar-r-rent and they are”
After his stormy life he has become the tenant of the
Vlcere(T;aJ L odge, ‘and no more representative |rishman
could Till the great office he holds. He has mellowed
with the years, the old savageries are forgotten, and out
in Phcenix Park we may s him, a peasant among a
people, walking with body thrust forward,

hands clasped behind his back, and éeyes fixed ahead as
if he is looking for something he has lost—a pleasant
figure that has strayed out of ‘a passonate tragedy and
is sunning himself ‘beneath the camer skies that over-
soread " Dark Rosdeen” Even the scientists may
forgivehim as they laugh at his mediaeval obscurantism.
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