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DEDI CATI ON
To C F G Msterman, M P
My Dear Charl es,

| originally called this book "Wat is Wong," and it woul d

have satisfied your sardonic tenper to note the nunber of socia

m sunder st andi ngs that arose fromthe use of the title.

Many a mild |lady visitor opened her eyes when | remarked casually,
"I have been doing 'Wiat is Wong' all this norning."

And one mnister of religion nmoved quite sharply in his chair
when | told him (as he understood it) that | had to run upstairs
and do what was wrong, but should be down again in a mnute.
Exactly of what occult vice they silently accused ne

cannot conjecture, but | know of what | accuse myself; and that is,
of having witten a very shapel ess and i nadequate book, and one
quite unworthy to be dedicated to you. As far as literature goes,
this book is what is wong and no m st ake.

It may seem a refinenent of insolence to present so wild

a conposition to one who has recorded two or three of the really

i npressive visions of the noving mllions of England. You are

the only man alive who can nmake the map of England crawl with |ife;
a nost creepy and enviabl e acconplishment. Wy then should I
trouble you with a book which, even if it achieves its object
(which is nmonstrously unlikely) can only be a thundering

gal | op of theory?

Vll, | do it partly because | think you politicians are none
the worse for a few inconvenient ideals; but nore because you
wi Il recognise the many argunents we have had, those argunents
whi ch the nost wonderful ladies in the world can never endure
for very long. And, perhaps, you will agree with ne that

the thread of conradeship and conversation nmust be protected
because it is so frivolous. It rust be held sacred, it mnust
not be snapped, because it is not worth tying together again
It is exactly because argunent is idle that nen (I nean nal es)
must take it seriously; for when (we feel), until the crack

of doom shall we have so delightful a difference again?

But nost of all |I offer it to you because there exists not
only conradeship, but a very different thing, called friendship;
an agreenment under all the argunents and a thread which



pl ease God, will never break.
Yours al ways,

G K. Chesterton.

* *x %

PART ONE

THE HOMELESSNESS OF MAN

* ok %

THE MEDI CAL M STAKE

A book of nodern social inquiry has a shape that is somewhat

sharply defined. It begins as a rule with an analysis, with statistics,
tabl es of popul ation, decrease of crine anmong Congregationali sts,
growm h of hysteria anong policenen, and similar ascertained facts;

it ends with a chapter that is generally called "The Renedy." It is
al nost wholly due to this careful, solid, and scientific nethod

that "The Renedy" is never found. For this schene of nedical question
and answer is a blunder; the first great blunder of sociol ogy.

It is always called stating the di sease before we find the cure.

But it is the whole definition and dignity of man that in socia
matters we nust actually find the cure before we find the disease

The fallacy is one of the fifty fallacies that come fromthe nodern
madness for biological or bodily netaphors. It is convenient

to speak of the Social Organism just as it is convenient to
speak of the British Lion. But Britain is no nore an organi sm
than Britain is a lion. The noment we begin to give a nation
the unity and sinplicity of an animal, we begin to think wldly.
Because every nman is a biped, fifty nen are not a centipede

Thi s has produced, for instance, the gaping absurdity of
perpetual Iy tal ki ng about "young nations" and "dyi ng nations,"

as if a nation had a fixed and physical span of life.

Thus people will say that Spain has entered a final senility;
they might as well say that Spain is losing all her teeth.

O people will say that Canada should soon produce a literature;
which is |ike saying that Canada must soon grow a new noust ache.
Nati ons consi st of people; the first generation may

be decrepit, or the ten thousandth may be vi gorous.

Simlar applications of the fallacy are made by those who see

in the increasing size of national possessions, a sinple

i ncrease in wi sdomand stature, and in favor with God and nan.
These peopl e, indeed, even fall short in subtlety of the parallel
of a human body. They do not even ask whether an enpire is grow ng
taller inits youth, or only growing fatter in its old age.

But of all the instances of error arising fromthis

physi cal fancy, the worst is that we have before us:

the habit of exhaustively describing a social sickness,

and then propoundi ng a social drug.

Now we do talk first about the disease in cases of bodily breakdown;

and that for an excellent reason. Because, though there nay be doubt
about the way in which the body broke down, there is no doubt at al

about the shape in which it should be built up again. No doctor proposes
to produce a new kind of man, with a new arrangenent of eyes or |inbs.



The hospital, by necessity, may send a man hone with one | eg |ess:

but it will not (in a creative rapture) send himhone with one | eg extra.
Medi cal science is content with the normal human body, and only seeks

to restore it.

But social science is by no neans al ways content with the norna
human soul; it has all sorts of fancy souls for sale. Man as a
social idealist will say "I amtired of being a Puritan; | want
to be a Pagan," or "Beyond this dark probation of I|ndividualisml
see the shining paradise of Collectivism"” Nowin bodily ills
there is none of this difference about the ultinmate ideal

The patient may or may not want quinine; but he certainly

wants health No one says "I amtired of this headache;

| want sone toothache,” or "The only thing for this Russian
influenza is a few Gernan neasles,"” or "Through this dark
probation of catarrh | see the shining paradi se of rheumatism"
But exactly the whole difficulty in our public problens

is that some nen are aimng at cures which other nen woul d
regard as worse nal adies; are offering ultimte conditions

as states of health which others woul d unconprom singly

call states of disease. M. Belloc once said that he would

no nore part with the idea of property than with his teeth;

yet to M. Bernard Shaw property is not a tooth, but a toothache.
Lord MIner has sincerely attenpted to introduce German efficiency;
and many of us would as soon wel cone German neasl es.

Dr. Sal eeby would honestly |ike to have Eugenics; but | would

rat her have rheunatics.

This is the arresting and domi nant fact about nodern

soci al discussion; that the quarrel is not nerely about

the difficulties, but about the aim W agree about the evil;

it is about the good that we should tear each other's eyes cut.

We all adnit that a lazy aristocracy is a bad thing.

We shoul d not by any neans all admit that an active aristocracy would
be a good thing. W all feel angry with an irreligious priesthood;
but some of us would go mad with disgust at a really religious one.
Everyone is indignant if our arny is weak, including the people
who woul d be even nore indignant if it were strong.

The social case is exactly the opposite of the nedical case

We do not disagree, |ike doctors, about the precise nature

of the illness, while agreeing about the nature of health.

On the contrary, we all agree that England is unhealthy, but half
of us would not |ook at her in what the other half would call bl oomn ng
health . Public abuses are so prom nent and pestilent that they
sweep all generous people into a sort of fictitious unanimty.

We forget that, while we agree about the abuses of things,

we shoul d differ very much about the uses of them

M. Cadbury and | woul d agree about the bad public house.

It would be precisely in front of the good public-house that our
pai nful personal fracas woul d occur

| maintain, therefore, that the conmon soci ol ogi cal method

is quite useless: that of first dissecting abject poverty

or cataloguing prostitution. W all dislike abject poverty;

but it mght be another business if we began to di scuss independent
and dignified poverty. W all disapprove of prostitution;

but we do not all approve of purity. The only way to discuss

the social evil is to get at once to the social ideal

We can all see the national nadness; but what is national sanity?

| have called this book "What Is Wong with the Wrl d?"



and the upshot of the title can be easily and clearly stated.
What is wong is that we do not ask what is right.

Il
WANTED, AN UNPRACTI CAL MAN

There is a popul ar phil osophical joke intended to typify

t he endl ess and usel ess argunments of phil osophers; | nean

t he joke about which cane first, the chicken or the egg?

I am not sure that properly understood, it is so futile an inquiry
after all. | amnot concerned here to enter on those deep

net aphysi cal and theol ogi cal differences of which the chicken

and egg debate is a frivolous, but a very felicitous, type.

The evolutionary materialists are appropriately enough

represented in the vision of all things conming froman egg,

a dimand nonstrous oval germthat had laid itself by accident.
That ot her supernatural school of thought (to which

personal | y adhere) would be not unworthily typified in the fancy
that this round world of ours is but an egg brooded upon

by a sacred unbegotten bird; the nystic dove of the prophets.

But it is to much hunbler functions that | here call the awfu
power of such a distinction. Wether or no the living bird

is at the beginning of our nental chain, it is absolutely
necessary that it should be at the end of our nental chain.

The bird is the thing to be ainmed at--not with a gun, but a
life-bestowing wand. What is essential to our right thinking is this:
that the egg and the bird nust not be thought of as equal cosnic
occurrences recurring alternatively forever. They nust not becone
a nere egg and bird pattern, like the egg and dart pattern. One is
a neans and the other an end; they are in different nental worlds.
Leaving the conplications of the human breakfast-table out

of account, in an elenental sense, the egg only exists to produce
the chicken. But the chicken does not exist only in order

to produce another egg. He may al so exist to amuse hinself,

to prai se God, and even to suggest ideas to a French dramati st.
Being a conscious life, he is, or may be, valuable in hinself.

Now our nodern politics are full of a noisy forgetful ness;
forgetful ness that the production of this happy and consci ous

life is after all the aimof all conplexities and conproni ses.

We tal k of nothing but useful men and working institutions; that is,
we only think of the chickens as things that will |ay nore eggs.

I nstead of seeking to breed our ideal bird, the eagle

of Zeus or the Swan of Avon, or whatever we happen to want,

we talk entirely in terns of the process and the enbryo.

The process itself, divorced fromits divine object, becones doubtfu
and even norbid; poison enters the enbryo of everything;

and our politics are rotten eggs.

Idealismis only considering everything in its practical essence.

I dealismonly neans that we shoul d consider a poker in reference
to poking before we discuss its suitability for wife-beating;

that we should ask if an egg is good enough for practica
poultry-rearing before we decide that the egg is bad enough

for practical politics. But | know that this primary pursuit

of the theory (which is but pursuit of the aim exposes one

to the cheap charge of fiddling while Rone is burning.

A school, of which Lord Rosebery is representative, has endeavored



to substitute for the noral or social ideals which have hitherto
been the notive of politics a general coherency or conpl eteness

in the social systemwhich has gained the nick-name of "efficiency."
I amnot very certain of the secret doctrine of this sect in the matter.
But, as far as | can make out, "efficiency" neans that we ought

to discover everything about a machi ne except what it is for

There has arisen in our tine a nost singular fancy:

the fancy that when things go very wong we need a practical man

It would be far truer to say, that when things go very wong we
need an unpractical man. Certainly, at |least, we need a theorist.

A practical man nmeans a nman accustoned to nere daily practice,

to the way things comonly work. When things will not work,

you must have the thinker, the nan who has sone doctrine about why
they work at all. It is wong to fiddle while Rome is burning;

but it is quite right to study the theory of hydraulics while

Rone is burning.

It is then necessary to drop one's daily agnosticism

and attenpt rerum cognoscere causas. |f your aeropl ane

has a slight indisposition, a handy nan may nend it.

But, if it is seriously ill, it is all the nore likely that some
absent -m nded ol d professor with wild white hair will have to be

dragged out of a college or |laboratory to analyze the evil.

The nore conplicated the snash, the whiter-haired and nore
absent-nminded will be the theorist who is needed to deal with it;
and in sonme extrene cases, no one but the nman (probably insane)
who invented your flying-ship could possibly say what was

the matter with it.

"Efficiency," of course, is futile for the same reason

that strong nen, will-power and the supernman are futile.

That is, it is futile because it only deals with actions after

t hey have been perforned. It has no phil osophy for incidents

bef ore they happen; therefore it has no power of choice.

An act can only be successful or unsuccessful when it is over

if it isto begin, it nust be, in the abstract, right or wong.
There is no such thing as backing a winner; for he cannot be a

wi nner when he is backed. There is no such thing as fighting on
the winning side; one fights to find out which is the winning side.
If any operation has occurred, that operation was efficient.

If a man is nurdered, the nurder was efficient. A tropica

sun is as efficient in making people |azy as a Lancashire

foreman bully in making themenergetic. Maeterlinck is

as efficient in filling a man with strange spiritual trenors

as Messrs. Crosse and Blackwell are in filling a man with jam

But it all depends on what you want to be filled with.

Lord Rosebery, being a nodern skeptic, probably prefers the
spiritual tremors. |, being an orthodox Christian, prefer the jam
But both are efficient when they have been effected; and inefficient
until they are effected. A nan who thinks nmuch about success nust
be the drowsi est sentinentalist; for he nust be al ways | ooki ng back
If he only likes victory he nust always cone late for the battle.
For the man of action there is nothing but idealism

This definite ideal is a far nore urgent and practical matter in our
exi sting English trouble than any inmedi ate plans or proposals.

For the present chaos is due to a sort of general oblivion

of all that men were originally aiming at. No man demands

what he desires; each man denands what he fancies he can get.

Soon people forget what the man really wanted first; and after



a successful and vigorous political life, he forgets it hinself.

The whol e is an extravagant riot of second bests, a pandenobni um

of pis-aller. Nowthis sort of pliability does not merely prevent any
heroi c consistency, it also prevents any really practical conpronise.
One can only find the m ddl e distance between two points

if the two points will stand still. W nmay nake an arrangenent
between two litigants who cannot both get what they want;
but not if they will not even tell us what they want.

The keeper of a restaurant woul d rmuch prefer that each customer
shoul d give his order smartly, though it were for stewed ibis

or boiled el ephant, rather than that each customer should

sit holding his head in his hands, plunged in arithnetica

cal cul ati ons about how rmuch food there can be on the premni ses.

Most of us have suffered froma certain sort of |adies who, by their
perverse unsel fi shness, give nore trouble than the selfish; who al nost
clanor for the unpopul ar di sh and scranble for the worst seat.

Most of us have known parties or expeditions full of this seething
fuss of self-effacement. From much neaner notives than those of such
admi rabl e worren, our practical politicians keep things in the sane
confusi on through the sane doubt about their real denands.

There is nothing that so nmuch prevents a settlenment as a tangle

of small surrenders. W are bew |l dered on every side by politicians
who are in favor of secular education, but think it hopel ess

to work for it; who desire total prohibition, but are certain

t hey shoul d not denand it; who regret conpul sory education

but resignedly continue it; or who want peasant proprietorship

and therefore vote for something else. It is this dazed and

fl oundering opportunismthat gets in the way of everything.

If our statesmen were visionaries sonething practical mnight be done.
If we ask for sonmething in the abstract we night get sonething

in the concrete. As it is, it is not only inpossible to get

what one wants, but it is inmpossible to get any part of it,

because nobody can mark it out plainly Iike a map. That clear

and even hard quality that there was in the old bargaining has

whol Iy vani shed. W forget that the word "conprom se" contains,
among other things, the rigid and ringing word "promse."

Moderation is not vague; it is as definite as perfection

The niddle point is as fixed as the extrene point.

If I ammade to walk the plank by a pirate, it is vain

for ne to offer, as a common-sense conpromni se, to wal k

al ong the plank for a reasonable distance. It is exactly

about the reasonabl e distance that the pirate and | differ

There is an exquisite mathematical split second at which the plank
tips up. M conmon-sense ends just before that instant;

the pirate's conmon-sense begins just beyond it.

But the point itself is as hard as any geonetrical diagram

as abstract as any theol ogi cal dogmna.

* x %

11
THE NEW HYPOCRI TE

But this new cloudy political cowardice has rendered usel ess

the old English conpromise. People have begun to be

terrified of an inprovenent merely because it is conplete.

They call it utopian and revolutionary that anyone should really
have his own way, or anything be really done, and done with.



Conproni se used to nean that half a | oaf was better than no bread.
Among nodern statesnmen it really seens to nean that half a | oaf
is better than a whol e | oaf.

As an instance to sharpen the argunent, | take the one case

of our everlasting education bills. W have actually contrived
to invent a new kind of hypocrite. The old hypocrite,

Tartuffe or Pecksniff, was a nan whose ains were really worldly
and practical, while he pretended that they were religious.

The new hypocrite is one whose ains are really religious,

whil e he pretends that they are worldly and practi cal

The Rev. Brown, the Wesleyan mnister, sturdily declares

that he cares nothing for creeds, but only for education
meanwhile, in truth, the wildest Wsleyanismis tearing his soul
The Rev. Smth, of the Church of England, explains gracefully,
with the Oxford manner, that the only question for himis

the prosperity and efficiency of the schools; while in truth
all the evil passions of a curate are roaring within him

It is a fight of creeds masqueradi ng as poli cies.

I think these reverend gentlenen do thensel ves wong; | think
they are nore pious than they will admit. Theol ogy is not
(as some suppose) expunged as an error. It is nerely conceal ed,

like a sin. Dr. Cifford really wants a theol ogi cal atnosphere
as much as Lord Halifax; only it is a different one.

If Dr. difford would ask plainly for Puritanismand Lord Halifax
ask plainly for Catholicism sonething m ght be done for them

We are all, one hopes, inmaginative enough to recognize the dignity
and di stinctness of another religion, like Islamor the cult
of Apollo. | amquite ready to respect another man's faith;

but it is too much to ask that | should respect his doubt,

his worldly hesitations and fictions, his political bargain

and nake-believe. Mst Nonconformi sts with an instinct for

English history could see sonething poetic and national about

t he Archbi shop of Canterbury as an Archbi shop of Canterbury. It is
when he does the rational British statesman that they very
justifiably get annoyed. Most Anglicans with an eye for pluck

and sinplicity could admire Dr. Cdifford as a Baptist mnister

It is when he says that he is sinmply a citizen that nobody can
possi bly believe him

But indeed the case is yet nore curious than this.

The one argunent that used to be urged for our creedl ess

vagueness was that at least it saved us from fanaticism

But it does not even do that. On the contrary, it creates

and renews fanaticismwith a force quite peculiar to itself.

This is at once so strange and so true that | will ask the reader's
attention to it with a little nore precision

Sone people do not like the word "dogma." Fortunately they are free,
and there is an alternative for them There are two things,

and two things only, for the human m nd, a dogna and a prejudice.
The M ddl e Ages were a rational epoch, an age of doctrine.

Qur age is, at its best, a poetical epoch, an age of prejudice.
A doctrine is a definite point; a prejudice is a direction

That an ox may be eaten, while a nman should not be eaten

is a doctrine. That as little as possible of anything should be
eaten is a prejudice; which is also sonetines called an ideal
Now a direction is always far nore fantastic than a plan

I would rather have the nost archaic nap of the road to

Brighton than a general recommendation to turn to the left.



Straight lines that are not parallel nust neet at |ast; but curves
may recoil forever. A pair of lovers mght walk along the frontier
of France and Germany, one on the one side and one on the other,

so long as they were not vaguely told to keep away from each ot her
And this is a strictly true parable of the effect of our nodern
vagueness in |losing and separating nen as in a mst.

It is not merely true that a creed unites nen. Nay, a difference

of creed unites nen--so long as it is a clear difference.

A boundary unites. Many a magnani nous Mslem and chival rous Crusader
nmust have been nearer to each other, because they were both dogmati sts,
than any two honel ess agnostics in a pew of M. Canpbell's chapel

"I say God is One," and "I say God is One but also Three,"

that is the beginning of a good quarrel sonme, nmanly friendship.

But our age would turn these creeds into tendencies. It would tel

the Trinitarian to follownultiplicity as such (because it was

his "tenperament”), and he would turn up later with three hundred

and thirty-three persons in the Trinity. Meanwhile, it would

turn the Mosleminto a Minist: a frightful intellectual fall

It would force that previously healthy person not only to admt

that there was one God, but to admt that there was nobody el se.

VWhen each had, for a | ong enough period, followed the gl eam

of his own nose (like the Dong) they woul d appear again;

the Christian a Polytheist, and the Mslem a Panegoi st, both quite nad,
and far nore unfit to understand each other than before.

It is exactly the sane with politics. Qur political vagueness

divides nmen, it does not fuse them Men will walk along the edge of a
chasmin clear weather, but they will edge nmles away fromit in a fog.
So a Tory can walk up to the very edge of Socialism if he knows

what is Socialism But if heis told that Socialismis a spirit,

a subline atnmosphere, a noble, indefinable tendency, why, then he keeps
out of its way; and quite right too. One can neet an assertion

with argunent; but healthy bigotry is the only way in which one can
neet a tendency. | amtold that the Japanese nethod of westling

consi sts not of suddenly pressing, but of suddenly giving way.

This is one of ny many reasons for disliking the Japanese civilization
To use surrender as a weapon is the very worst spirit of the East.

But certainly there is no force so hard to fight as the force which it
is easy to conquer; the force that always yields and then returns.

Such is the force of a great inpersonal prejudice, such as possesses
the nodern world on so many points. Against this there is no weapon

at all except arigid and steely sanity, a resolution not to listen

to fads, and not to be infected by di seases.

In short, the rational human faith nmust arnor itself with prejudice

in an age of prejudices, just as it armoured itself with logic in

an age of logic. But the difference between the two nmental nethods

is marked and unmi stakable. The essential of the difference is this:
that prejudices are divergent, whereas creeds are always in collision
Bel i evers bunp into each other; whereas bigots keep out of each other's
way. A creed is a collective thing, and even its sins are soci able.

A prejudice is a private thing, and even its tolerance is m santhropic.
So it is with our existing divisions. They keep out of each other's way;
the Tory paper and the Radi cal paper do not answer each ot her

they ignore each other. GCenuine controversy, fair cut and thrust

bef ore a conmon audi ence, has become in our special epoch very rare.

For the sincere controversialist is above all things a good listener

The really burning enthusiast never interrupts; he listens to the eneny's
argunents as eagerly as a spy would listen to the eneny's arrangenents.



But if you attenpt an actual argunent with a nodern paper of opposite
politics, you will find that no mediumis adnitted between viol ence

and evasion. You will have no answer except slanging or silence.

A nodern editor rmust not have that eager ear that goes with the

honest tongue. He nay be deaf and silent; and that is called dignity.

O he may be deaf and noisy; and that is called slashing journalism

In neither case is there any controversy; for the whol e object of nodern
party conbatants is to charge out of earshot.

The only logical cure for all this is the assertion of a human ideal
In dealing with this, | will try to be as little transcendental

as is consistent with reason; it is enough to say that unless we
have some doctrine of a divine man, all abuses nay be excused,

since evolution may turn theminto uses. It will be easy for

the scientific plutocrat to maintain that humanity will adapt itself
to any conditions which we now consider evil. The old tyrants

i nvoked the past; the new tyrants will invoke the future evol ution
has produced the snail and the ow ; evolution can produce a worknan
who wants no nore space than a snail, and no nore |light than an ow .
The enpl oyer need not mind sending a Kaffir to work underground;

he will soon becone an underground animal, like a nole.

He need not mind sending a diver to hold his breath in the deep seas;
he will soon be a deep-sea aninmal. Men need not trouble

to alter conditions, conditions will so soon alter nen

The head can be beaten small enough to fit the hat.

Do not knock the fetters off the slave; knock the slave unti

he forgets the fetters. To all this plausible nbdem argument

for oppression, the only adequate answer is, that there is a permanent
human i deal that must not be either confused or destroyed.

The nost inportant nman on earth is the perfect man who is not there.
The Christian religion has specially uttered the ultimte sanity of Man
says Scripture, who shall judge the incarnate and human truth.

Qur lives and |l aws are not judged by divine superiority, but sinply
by human perfection. It is nan, says Aristotle, who is the neasure.
It is the Son of Man, says Scripture, who shall judge the quick

and the dead.

Doctrine, therefore, does not cause di ssensions;

rather a doctrine alone can cure our dissensions.

It is necessary to ask, however, roughly, what abstract and

i deal shape in state or fanmly would fulfil the human hunger
and this apart from whether we can conpletely obtain it or not.
But when we cone to ask what is the need of normal nen,

what is the desire of all nations, what is the ideal house,

or road, or rule, or republic, or king, or priesthood,

then we are confronted with a strange and irritating difficulty
peculiar to the present tinme; and we nust call a tenporary halt
and exani ne that obstacle.

* x %

IV
THE FEAR OF THE PAST

The | ast few decades have been marked by a special cultivation

of the romance of the future. W seemto have made up our m nds

to m sunderstand what has happened; and we turn, with a sort of relief,
to stating what will happen--which is (apparently) nuch easier

The nodern man no | onger presents the nmenoirs of his great grandfather



but is engaged in witing a detailed and authoritative biography

of his great-grandson. Instead of trenbling before the specters

of the dead, we shudder abjectly under the shadow of the babe unborn.
This spirit is apparent everywhere, even to the creation of a form
of futurist romance. Sir Walter Scott stands at the dawn of

the nineteenth century for the novel of the past; M. H G Wlls
stands at the dawn of the twentieth century for the nove

of the future. The old story, we know, was supposed to begin:

"Late on a winter's evening two horsenen ni ght have been seen--."
The new story has to begin: "Late on a winter's evening two aviators
will be seen--." The novenent is not without its elenments of charm
there is something spirited, if eccentric, in the sight of so many
peopl e fighting over again the fights that have not yet happened;

of people still glowing with the menory of tonorrow norning

A man in advance of the age is a famliar phrase enough

An age in advance of the age is really rather odd

But when full allowance has been nade for this harm ess

el ement of poetry and pretty human perversity in the thing,

| shall not hesitate to maintain here that this cult of

the future is not only a weakness but a cowardi ce of the age.

It is the peculiar evil of this epoch that even its pugnacity

is fundanentally frightened; and the Jingo is contenptible

not because he is inpudent, but because he is timd

The reason why nodern armanents do not inflane the inagination
li ke the arms and enbl azonnents of the Crusades is a reason
quite apart fromoptical ugliness or beauty. Some battl eships
are as beautiful as the sea; and many Norman nosepi eces were

as ugly as Norman noses. The atnospheric ugliness that surrounds
our scientific war is an emanation fromthat evil panic which is
at the heart of it. The charge of the Crusades was a charge;

it was charging towards God, the wild consol ation of the braver.
The charge of the nbdern armanents is not a charge at all.

It is arout, aretreat, a flight fromthe devil, who will catch
the hindnost. It is inpossible to inmagine a nediaeval knight

tal king of |longer and | onger French |lances, with precisely

t he quivering enpl oyed about |arger and | arger German ships The
man who call ed the Blue Water School the "Bl ue Funk School "
uttered a psychol ogical truth which that school itself would
scarcely essentially deny. Even the two-power standard,

if it be a necessity, is in a sense a degradi ng necessity.
Not hi ng has nore alienated many magnani nous ninds from | nperia
enterprises than the fact that they are always exhibited as stealthy
or sudden defenses against a world of cold rapacity and fear

The Boer War, for instance, was colored not so nmuch by the creed
that we were doing sonething right, as by the creed that Boers
and Gernmans were probably doi ng somet hing wong; driving us

(as it was said) to the sea. M. Chanberlain, | think

said that the war was a feather in his cap and so it was:

a white feather.

Now this sane primary panic that | feel in our rush towards patriotic
armanents | feel also in our rush towards future visions of society.
The nodern mind is forced towards the future by a certain sense

of fatigue, not unm xed with terror, with which it regards the past.
It is propelled towards the coming tinme; it is, in the exact words

of the popul ar phrase, knocked into the mddl e of next week.

And the goad which drives it on thus eagerly is not an affectation
for futurity Futurity does not exist, because it is still future.
Rather it is a fear of the past; a fear not nerely of



the evil in the past, but of the good in the past also.

The brain breaks down under the unbearable virtue of nankind.

There have been so many flaming faiths that we cannot hol d;

so many harsh heroisns that we cannot imtate; so many

great efforts of nonunental building or of military glory

which seemto us at once sublinme and pathetic. The future

is arefuge fromthe fierce conpetition of our forefathers.

The ol der generation, not the younger, is knocking at our door.

It is agreeable to escape, as Henley said, into the Street

of By-and-Bye, where stands the Hostelry of Never. It is

pl easant to play with children, especially unborn children

The future is a blank wall on which every man can wite his own
nane as large as he likes; the past | find already covered

with illegible scribbles, such as Plato, |saiah, Shakespeare,

M chael Angel o, Napoleon. | can nake the future as narrow as nysel f;
the past is obliged to be as broad and turbul ent as hunanity.

And the upshot of this npdern attitude is really this:

that men invent new i deal s because they dare not attenpt old ideals.
They | ook forward wi th enthusiasm because they are afraid

to | ook back.

Now in history there is no Revolution that is not a Restoration
Among the many things that Leave ne doubtful about the nodern
habit of fixing eyes on the future, none is stronger than this:
that all the men in history who have really done anything

with the future have had their eyes fixed upon the past.

| need not nention the Renai ssance, the very word proves my case.
The originality of Mchael Angel o and Shakespeare began with

the digging up of old vases and manuscripts. The mildness

of poets absolutely arose out of the mldness of antiquaries.

So the great nediaeval revival was a nenory of the Ronman Enpire

So the Reformation | ooked back to the Bible and Bible tinmes.

So the nodern Catholic novenent has | ooked back to patristic tines.
But that nodern novenent which many woul d count the nost

anarchic of all is in this sense the nost conservative of all

Never was the past nore venerated by nen than it was by the

French Revol utionists. They invoked the little republics of
antiquity with the conplete confidence of one who invokes the gods.
The Sans-cul ottes believed (as their name might inply) in a return
to sinplicity. They believed nost piously in a renote past;

sonme might call it a mythical past. For some strange reason

man rust always thus plant his fruit trees in a graveyard.

Man can only find life anmong the dead. Man is a m sshapen nonster
with his feet set forward and his face turned back. He can nake
the future luxuriant and gigantic, so long as he is thinking

about the past. Wen he tries to think about the future itself,
his mnd dinmnishes to a pin point with inbecility, which sone
call Nirvana. To-norrow is the Gorgon; a man nust only see it
mrrored in the shining shield of yesterday. |If he sees it directly
he is turned to stone. This has been the fate of all those who
have really seen fate and futurity as clear and inevitable.

The Calvinists, with their perfect creed of predestination

were turned to stone. The nodern sociol ogical scientists

(with their excruciating Eugenics) are turned to stone.

The only difference is that the Puritans naeke dignified,

and the Eugeni sts sonmewhat amnusing, statues.

But there is one feature in the past which nore than al
the rest defies and depresses the noderns and drives them
towards this featureless future. | nean the presence in



t he past of huge ideals, unfulfilled and sonetinmes abandoned.

The sight of these splendid failures is nelancholy to a restless
and rather norbid generation; and they maintain a strange sil ence
about them-sonetines amounting to an unscrupul ous sil ence.

They keep thementirely out of their newspapers and al nost entirely
out of their history books. For exanple, they will often tell you
(in their praises of the comi ng age) that we are noving on towards
a United States of Europe. But they carefully omit to tel

you that we are noving away froma United States of Europe,

that such a thing existed literally in Roman and essentially in
nedi aeval tinmes. They never admit that the international hatreds
(which they call barbaric) are really very recent, the nere
breakdown of the ideal of the Holy Roman Empire. O again,

they will tell you that there is going to be a social revolution

a great rising of the poor against the rich; but they never rub it
in that France nade that nagnificent attenpt, unaided, and that we
and all the world allowed it to be tranpled out and forgotten

| say decisively that nothing is so marked in nmodern witing

as the prediction of such ideals in the future conbined with the
ignoring of themin the past. Anyone can test this for hinself.
Read any thirty or forty pages of panphlets advocati ng peace

i n Europe and see how nany of them praise the old Popes or Enperors
for keeping the peace in Europe. Read any arnful of essays

and poens in praise of social denocracy, and see how many of them
prai se the ol d Jacobi ns who created denocracy and died for it.
These col ossal ruins are to the nodern only enornbus eyesores.

He | ooks back along the valley of the past and sees a perspective
of splendid but unfinished cities. They are unfinished,

not al ways through enmity or accident, but often through fickl eness,
nental fatigue, and the lust for alien philosophies.

We have not only left undone those things that we ought to have done,
but we have even left undone those things that we wanted to do

It is very currently suggested that the nodern man is the heir of all the
ages, that he has got the good out of these successive human experinents.
I know not what to say in answer to this, except to ask the reader

to look at the nbdern man, as | have just | ooked at the nodern man--

in the looking-glass. Is it really true that you and | are two starry
towers built up of all the npbst towering visions of the past?

Have we really fulfilled all the great historic ideals one after

the other, fromour naked ancestor who was brave enough to til

a mamoth with a stone knife, through the Greek citizen and the
Christian saint to our own grandfather or great-grandfather, who may
have been sabred by the Manchester Yeomanry or shot in the '48?

Are we still strong enough to spear mamot hs, but now tender enough

to spare then? Does the cosnpbs contain any mammoth that we have

ei ther speared or spared? Wen we decline (in a nmarked manner)

to fly the red flag and fire across a barricade |ike our grandfathers,
are we really declining in deference to sociologists--or to soldiers?
Have we indeed outstripped the warrior and passed the ascetical saint?

| fear we only outstrip the warrior in the sense that we should

probably run away fromhim And if we have passed the saint,

| fear we have passed himw t hout bow ng.

This is, first and forenost, what | nmean by the narrowness

of the new ideas, the limting effect of the future.

Qur nodern prophetic idealismis narrow because it has undergone
a persistent process of elinmination. W nust ask for new

t hi ngs because we are not allowed to ask for ol d things.

The whol e position is based on this idea that we have got



all the good that can be got out of the ideas of the past.

But we have not got all the good out of them perhaps at this
nmonent not any of the good out of them And the need here is

a need of conplete freedomfor restoration as well as revolution

We often read nowadays of the val or or audacity wth which sone
rebel attacks a hoary tyranny or an antiquated superstition
There is not really any courage at all in attacking hoary

or antiquated things, any nore than in offering to fight

one's grandnother. The really courageous nman is he who defies
tyranni es young as the norning and superstitions fresh

as the first flowers. The only true free-thinker is he whose
intellect is as nuch free fromthe future as fromthe past.

He cares as little for what will be as for what has been

he cares only for what ought to be. And for nmy present

purpose | specially insist on this abstract independence.

If I amto discuss what is wong, one of the first things

that are wong is this: the deep and silent nbdern assunption
t hat past things have becone inpossible. There is one mnetaphor
of which the noderns are very fond; they are al ways sayi ng,
"You can't put the clock back." The sinple and obvi ous answer
is "You can." A clock, being a piece of human construction
can be restored by the human finger to any figure or hour

In the sane way society, being a piece of human construction
can be reconstructed upon any plan that has ever exi sted.

There is another proverb, "As you have made your bed,

so you nust lie on it"; which again is sinply a lie.

If I have made my bed unconfortable, please God | will make it again.

We could restore the Heptarchy or the stage coaches if we chose.

It mght take sonme tine to do, and it might be very inadvisable to do it;
but certainly it is not inpossible as bringing back |ast Friday

is inmpossible. This is, as | say, the first freedomthat | claim

the freedomto restore. | claima right to propose as a sol ution
the old patriarchal systemof a Highland clan, if that should seem
to elimnate the |argest nunber of evils. It certainly would

elimnate some evils; for instance, the unnatural sense of obeying
cold and harsh strangers, mere bureaucrats and policemnen.

I claimthe right to propose the conpl ete i ndependence of the snal
Greek or Italian towns, a sovereign city of Brixton or Bronpton

if that seens the best way out of our troubles. It would be a way
out of sonme of our troubles; we could not have in a small state,
for instance, those enornous illusions about nmen or neasures which

are nourished by the great national or international newspapers.
You coul d not persuade a city state that M. Beit was an Engli shman,
or M. Dillon a desperado, any nore than you could persuade

a Hanpshire Village that the village drunkard was a teetotaller

or the village idiot a statesman. Nevertheless, | do not as a
fact propose that the Browns and the Smiths should be collected
under separate tartans. Nor do | even propose that O apham shoul d
declare its independence. | mnerely declare ny independence

| merely claimmy choice of all the tools in the universe;

and | shall not admt that any of themare blunted nerely because
t hey have been used.

* k%
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The task of nopdern idealists indeed is made nmuch too easy for them
by the fact that they are always taught that if a thing has been
defeated it has been disproved. Logically, the case is quite
clearly the other way. The | ost causes are exactly those which

m ght have saved the world. |If a man says that the Young Pretender
woul d have made Engl and happy, it is hard to answer him
| f anyone says that the Georges made Engl and happy, | hope we all know

what to answer. That which was prevented is always inpregnabl e;
and the only perfect King of England was he who was snot hered.
Exactly be cause Jacobitismfailed we cannot call it a failure.
Preci sely because the Comune col | apsed as a rebellion we cannot
say that it collapsed as a system But such outbursts were brief

or incidental. Few people realize how many of the |argest efforts,
the facts that will fill history, were frustrated in their ful
desi gn and cone down to us as gigantic cripples. | have only

space to allude to the two | argest facts of nodern history:
the Catholic Church and that nodern growh rooted in
the French Revol ution.

When four knights scattered the blood and brains of St. Thomas

of Canterbury, it was not only a sign of anger but of a sort

of black admiration. They wi shed for his blood, but they w shed
even nore for his brains. Such a bloww Il renmain forever
unintelligible unless we realise what the brains of St. Thomas were
t hi nki ng about just before they were distributed over the floor

They were thinking about the great nedi aeval conception that the church
is the judge of the world. Becket objected to a priest being

tried even by the Lord Chief Justice. And his reason was sinple:
because the Lord Chief Justice was being tried by the priest.

The judiciary was itself sub judice. The kings were thensel ves

in the dock. The idea was to create an invisible kingdom

wi thout armies or prisons, but with conplete freedomto condem
publicly all the kingdonms of the earth. Wether such a suprene
church woul d have cured society we cannot affirmdefinitely;

because the church never was a suprene church. W only know

that in England at any rate the princes conquered the saints.

VWhat the world wanted we see before us; and some of us call it

a failure. But we cannot call what the church wanted a failure,
simply because the church failed. Tracy struck a little too soon
Engl and had not yet made the great Protestant discovery that

the king can do no wong. The king was whipped in the cathedral

a performance which | recommend to those who regret the unpopularity
of church-going. But the discovery was made; and Henry VIII| scattered
Becket's bones as easily as Tracy had scattered his brains.

O course, | nean that Catholicismwas not tried;

plenty of Catholics were tried, and found guilty.

My point is that the world did not tire of the church's ideal
but of its reality. Monasteries were inpugned not for

the chastity of nonks, but for the unchastity of nonks.
Christianity was unpopul ar not because of the humility,

but of the arrogance of Christians. Certainly, if the

church failed it was largely through the churchmen.

But at the sane time hostile elenments had certainly begun

to end it Iong before it could have done its work.

In the nature of things it needed a common schenme of life and
t hought in Europe. Yet the nmedi aeval system began to be broken
to pieces intellectually, long before it showed the slightest
hint of falling to pieces norally. The huge early heresies,



i ke the Al bigenses, had not the faintest excuse in noral superiority.
And it is actually true that the Refornation began to tear Europe
apart before the Catholic Church had had tine to pull it together
The Prussians, for instance, were not converted to Christianity
at all until quite close to the Reformati on. The poor

creatures hardly had tinme to becone Catholics before they

were told to becone Protestants. This explains a great deal

of their subsequent conduct. But | have only taken this

as the first and nost evident case of the general truth:

that the great ideals of the past failed not by being outlived
(whi ch rmust nean over-lived), but by not being |ived enough
Manki nd has not passed through the M ddle Ages. Rather mankind
has retreated fromthe Mddle Ages in reaction and rout.

The Christian ideal has not been tried and found wanti ng.

It has been found difficult; and left untried.

It is, of course, the sanme in the case of the French Revol ution

A great part of our present perplexity arises fromthe fact

that the French Revol ution has half succeeded and half fail ed.

In one sense, Valny was the decisive battle of the West,

and in another Trafalgar. W have, indeed, destroyed the |argest
territorial tyrannies, and created a free peasantry in al nost al
Christian countries except England; of which we shall say nore anon.
But representative governnent, the one universal relic,

is a very poor fragnent of the full republican idea.

The theory of the French Revol ution presupposed two things

in government, things which it achieved at the tinme, but which it
has certainly not bequeathed to its imtators in England, Gernany,
and Anerica. The first of these was the idea of honorable poverty;
that a statesman nust be sonmething of a stoic; the second was

the idea of extreme publicity. Many inaginative English witers,
including Carlyle, seemquite unable to i nagine how it was

that men |i ke Robespierre and Marat were ardently admired.

The best answer is that they were adnired for being poor--

poor when they might have been rich

No one will pretend that this ideal exists at all in the haute
politique of this country. Qur national claimto politica
incorruptibility is actually based on exactly the opposite argunent;
it is based on the theory that wealthy nen in assured

positions will have no tenptation to financial trickery.

VWet her the history of the English aristocracy, fromthe spoliation
of the nonasteries to the annexation of the mines, entirely supports
this theory I amnot now inquiring; but certainly it is our theory,
that wealth will be a protection against political corruption

The English statesnan is bribed not to be bribed.

He is born with a silver spoon in his mouth, so that he may

never afterwards be found with the silver spoons in his pocket.

So strong is our faith in this protection by plutocracy,

that we are nore and nore trusting our enpire in the hands of
famlies which inherit wealth w thout either blood or nanners.

Sone of our political houses are parvenue by pedigree;

they hand on vulgarity like a coat of-arns. In the case of

many a nodern statesman to say that he is born with a silver

spoon in his nmouth, is at once i nadequate and excessi ve.

He is born with a silver knife in his mouth. But all this

only illustrates the English theory that poverty is perilous

for a politician.

It will be the sane if we conpare the conditions that have



cone about with the Revolution | egend touching publicity.

The ol d denocratic doctrine was that the nore Iight that was |et
into all departnents of State, the easier it was for a righteous

i ndignation to nove pronptly against wong. |n other words,
nonarchs were to live in glass houses, that nobs m ght throw stones.
Again, no admirer of existing English politics (if there is

any admirer of existing English politics) will really pretend

that this ideal of publicity is exhausted, or even attenpted.
Qoviously public life grows nore private every day.

The French have, indeed, continued the tradition of revealing
secrets and naki ng scandals; hence they are nore flagrant

and pal pable than we, not in sin but in the confession of sin.

The first trial of Dreyfus mght have happened in Engl and;

it is exactly the second trial that would have been

legally inpossible. But, indeed, if we wish to realise

how far we fall short of the original republican outline,

the sharpest way to test it is to note how far we fal

short even of the republican elenent in the ol der regine.

Not only are we | ess denocratic than Danton and Condorcet,

but we are in many ways | ess denocratic than Choi seu

and Marie Antoinette. The richest nobles before the revolt

were needy m ddl e-cl ass peopl e conpared with our Rothschilds

and Roseberys. And in the matter of publicity the old French nonarchy
was infinitely nore denocratic than any of the nonarchies of today.
Practically anybody who chose could wal k into the pal ace and see
the king playing with his children, or paring his nails.

The peopl e possessed the nonarch,, as the peopl e possess Prinrose Hill;
that is, they cannot nove it, but they can spraw all over it.

The ol d French nonarchy was founded on the excellent principle

that a cat may | ook at a king. But nowadays a cat nay not | ook

at a king; unless it is a very tane cat. Even where the press

is free for criticismit is only used for adulation

The substantial difference cones to sonet hing uncomonly |ike this:
Ei ghteenth century tyranny neant that you could say "The K _

of Br_rdis a profligate.” Twentieth century liberty really
neans that you are allowed to say "The King of Brentford is

a nodel famly man."

But we have del ayed the main argunent too |ong for the parenthetica
pur pose of showing that the great denocratic dream |ike the great
nedi aeval dream has in a strict and practical sense been

a dreamunfulfilled. Watever is the matter with nodern Engl and

it is not that we have carried out too literally, or achieved

wi t h di sappoi nting conpl eteness, either the Catholicismof Becket

or the equality of Marat. Now | have taken these two cases nerely
because they are typical of ten thousand other cases; the world

is full of these unfulfilled ideas, these unconpleted tenples.

Hi story does not consist of conpleted and crunbling ruins; rather it
consists of half-built villas abandoned by a bankrupt-builder. This
world is nore |ike an unfinished suburb than a deserted cenetery.

Vi
THE ENEM ES OF PROPERTY

But it is for this especial reason that such an explanation
is necessary on the very threshold of the definition of ideals.



For owing to that historic fallacy with which |I have just dealt,
nunbers of readers will expect me, when | propound an ideal, to propound

a new ideal. Now | have no notion at all of propounding a new ideal
There is no new i deal inaginable by the nadness of nodern sophists,
which will be anything like so startling as fulfilling any one

of the old ones. On the day that any copybook maximis carried

out there will be sonmething |ike an earthquake on the earth.

There is only one thing new that can be done under the sun;

and that is to look at the sun. If you attenpt it on a blue day

in June, you will know why nmen do not | ook straight at their ideals.
There is only one really startling thing to be done with the ideal
and that is to doit. It is to face the flam ng |ogical fact,

and its frightful consequences. Christ knew that it would be

a nore stunning thunderbolt to fulfil the law than to destroy it.

It is true of both the cases | have quoted, and of every case.

The pagans had al ways adored purity: Athena, Artenmis, Vesta. It was
when the virgin martyrs began defiantly to practice purity that they
rent themwith wild beasts, and rolled themon red-hot coals.

The worl d had al ways | oved the notion of the poor man uppernost;

it can be proved by every legend fromCinderella to Wittington

by every poem fromthe Magnificat to the Marseillaise. The kings
went mad agai nst France not because she idealized this ideal

but because she realized it. Joseph of Austria and Catherine

of Russia quite agreed that the people should rule; what horrified
them was that the people did. The French Revol ution, therefore,

is the type of all true revolutions, because its ideal is as old

as the dd Adam but its fulfilment alnbst as fresh, as mracul ous,
and as new as the New Jerusal em

But in the nodern world we are primarily confronted with the
extraordi nary spectacle of people turning to new ideals because they
have not tried the old. Men have not got tired of Christianity;

t hey have never found enough Christianity to get tired of.

Men have never wearied of political justice; they have wearied

of waiting for it.

Now, for the purpose of this book, | propose to take only one

of these old ideals; but one that is perhaps the ol dest.

| take the principle of donesticity: the ideal house;

the happy famly, the holy famly of history. For the nonent

it is only necessary to renmark that it is |like the church

and |like the republic, now chiefly assailed by those who have
never known it, or by those who have failed to fulfil it.
Nunber| ess nbdern wonmen have rebel |l ed agai nst domesticity in theory
because they have never known it in practice. Hosts of the poor
are driven to the workhouse w thout ever having known the house.
CGeneral ly speaking, the cultured class is shrieking to be let
out of the decent home, just as the working class is shouting
to be let intoit.

Now i f we take this house or honme as a test, we may very

generally lay the sinple spiritual foundations or the idea.

CGod is that which can make sonething out of nothing. Mn (it may
truly be said) is that which can nake sonethi ng out of anything.

In other words, while the joy of God be unlimted creation

the special joy of man is limted creation, the conbination

of creation with linmts. Mn's pleasure, therefore, is to

possess conditions, but also to be partly possessed by them

to be half-controlled by the flute he plays or by the field he digs.
The excitenment is to get the utnost out of given conditions;



the conditions will stretch, but not indefinitely. A nan can wite an
i mortal sonnet on an ol d envel ope, or hack a hero out of a lunp of rock
But hacking a sonnet out of a rock would be a | aborious business,

and making a hero out of an envelope is al nost out of the sphere

of practical politics. This fruitful strife with linitations

when it concerns sone airy entertai nnent of an educated cl ass,

goes by the nane of Art. But the nmass of nen have neither tine

nor aptitude for the invention of invisible or abstract beauty.

For the nass of nen the idea of artistic creation can only be expressed
by an idea unpopular in present discussions--the idea of property.

The average man cannot cut clay into the shape of a nman

but he can cut earth into the shape of a garden; and though

he arranges it with red geraniuns and blue potatoes in alternate
straight lines, he is still an artist; because he has chosen

The average man cannot paint the sunset whose col ors be adnires;

but he can paint his own house with what col or he chooses, and though
he paints it pea green with pink spots, he is still an artist;

because that is his choice. Property is nerely the art of the denocracy.
It neans that every man shoul d have sonet hing that he can shape

in his own inmage, as he is shaped in the i nage of heaven

But because he is not God, but only a graven i mage of God,

his sel f-expression nmust deal with limts; properly with limts

that are strict and even snall

I amwell aware that the word "property" has been defied in our
time by the corruption of the great capitalists. One would think
to hear people talk, that the Rothchilds and the Rockefellers

were on the side of property. But obviously they are the enem es
of property; because they are enenies of their own linitations.
They do not want their own | and; but other people's. Wen they
renove their neighbor's |landnark, they al so renmove their own.

A man who loves a little triangular field ought to love it

because it is triangular; anyone who destroys the shape,

by giving himnore land, is a thief who has stolen a triangle.

A man with the true poetry of possession wi shes to see the wall
where his garden neets Snith's garden; the hedge where his farm
touches Brown's. He cannot see the shape of his own | and unl ess

he sees the edges of his neighbor's. It is the negation of property
that the Duke of Sutherland should have all the farns in one estate;
just as it would be the negation of narriage if he had all our

wi ves in one harem

* ok %

VI |
THE FREE FAM LY

As | have said, | propose to take only one central instance;

I will take the institution called the private house or hone;
the shell and organ of the fanmily. W will consider cosmc

and political tendencies sinply as they strike that ancient and
uni que roof. Very few words will suffice for all | have to say
about the famly itself. | |eave alone the specul ations about
its animal origin and the details of its social reconstruction
I am concerned only with its pal pabl e omi presence.

It is a necessity far mankind; it is (if you like to put it so)
atrap for mankind. Only by the hypocritical ignoring of a huge
fact can any one contrive to talk of "free love"; as if |ove
were an episode like lighting a cigarette, or whistling a tune.



Suppose whenever a nan lit a cigarette, a towering genie arose from
the rings of snoke and foll owed hi meverywhere as a huge sl ave.
Suppose whenever a man whistled a tune he "drew an angel down"

and had to wal k about forever with a seraph on a string.

These catastrophic images are but faint parallels to the earthquake
consequences that Nature has attached to sex; and it is perfectly
plain at the beginning that a man cannot be a free | over

he is either a traitor or a tied man. The second el enent that creates
the famly is that its consequences, though col ossal, are gradual

the cigarette produces a baby giant, the song only an infant seraph
Thence arises the necessity for sone prol onged system of co-operation
and thence arises the fanmily in its full educational sense.

It may be said that this institution of the home is the one
anarchist institution. That is to say, it is older than |aw,
and stands outside the State. By its nature it is refreshed

or corrupted by indefinable forces of custom or kinship.

This is not to be understood as neaning that the State has no
authority over fanmilies; that State authority is invoked and ought
to be invoked in many abnormal cases. But in nobst nornal cases
of famly joys and sorrows, the State has no node of entry.

It is not so nmuch that the |law should not interfere, as that

the I aw cannot. Just as there are fields too far off for |aw,
so there are fields too near; as a man may see the North Pol e
bef ore he sees his own backbone. Snall and near matters

escape control at |east as much as vast and renpte ones;

and the real pains and pleasures of the fanmily forma strong

i nstance of this. |If a baby cries for the noon, the policeman
cannot procure the noon--but neither can he stop the baby.
Creatures so close to each other as husband and wife,

or a nother and children, have powers of naking each other

happy or miserable with which no public coercion can deal

If a marriage could be dissolved every norning it would not give
back his night's rest to a man kept awake by a curtain | ecture;
and what is the good of giving a man a | ot of power where

he only wants a little peace? The child nust depend on the nost
i mperfect nmother; the nother may be devoted to the nost

unworthy children; in such relations |egal revenges are vain
Even in the abnormal cases where the |law nay operate, this difficulty
is constantly found; as many a bew | dered nmgi strate knows.

He has to save children fromstarvation by taki ng away

their breadw nner. And he often has to break a wife's

heart because her husband has al ready broken her head.

The State has no tool delicate enough to deracinate the rooted
habits and tangled affections of the fanmily; the two sexes,

whet her happy or unhappy, are glued together too tightly

for us to get the blade of a | egal penknife in between them

The man and the wonan are one fl esh--yes, even when they are

not one spirit. Man is a quadruped. Upon this ancient and
anarchic intinacy, types of government have little or no effect;
it is happy or unhappy, by its own sexual whol esoneness and
geni al habit, under the republic of Switzerland or the despotism
of Siam Even a republic in Siamwould not have done nuch
towards freeing the Sianese Tw ns.

The problemis not in marriage, but in sex; and would be felt

under the freest concubi nage. Neverthel ess, the overwhel m ng mass

of manki nd has not believed in freedomin this matter, but rather
inanore or less lasting tie. Tribes and civilizations differ about
t he occasi ons on which we may | oosen the bond, but they all agree



that there is a bond to be | oosened, not a nmere universal detachnent.
For the purposes of this book I am not concerned to discuss

that nystical view of marriage in which I nyself believe:

the great European tradition which has made marri age a sacranent.

It is enough to say here that heathen and Christian alike have
regarded nmarriage as a tie; a thing not normally to be sundered.
Briefly, this human belief in a sexual bond rests on a principle

of which the nodern mind has made a very inadequate study.

It is, perhaps, nost nearly paralleled by the principle of the second
wi nd in wal ki ng.

The principle is this: that in everything worth having,

even in every pleasure, there is a point of pain or tediumthat

nmust be survived, so that the pleasure nay revive and endure.

The joy of battle cones after the first fear of death;

the joy of reading Virgil comes after the bore of learning him

the gl ow of the sea-bather cones after the icy shock of the sea bath;
and the success of the marriage conmes after the failure

of the honeyrmoon. All human vows, |aws, and contracts are

so many ways of surviving with success this breaking point,

this instant of potential surrender

In everything on this earth that is worth doing, there is a

stage when no one would do it, except for necessity or honor.

It is then that the Institution upholds a nan and hel ps him

on to the firner ground ahead. Whether this solid fact of human
nature is sufficient to justify the subline dedication of Christian
marriage is quite an other matter, it is anply sufficient to
justify the general human feeling of marriage as a fixed thing,

di ssolution of which is a fault or, at |east, an ignoniny.

The essential elenment is not so nuch duration as security.

Two people must be tied together in order to do thenselves justice;
for twenty minutes at a dance, or for twenty years in a marriage

In both cases the point is, that if a man is bored in the first
five minutes he nust go on and force hinmself to be happy.

Coercion is a kind of encouragenent; and anarchy (or what

some call liberty) is essentially oppressive, because it is
essentially discouraging. If we all floated in the air |ike bubbles,
free to drift anywhere at any instant, the practical result would
be that no one would have the courage to begin a conversation

It would be so enbarrassing to start a sentence in a friendly whisper
and then have to shout the last half of it because the other

party was floating away into the free and form ess ether

The two nust hold each other to do justice to each other

I f Americans can be divorced for "inconpatibility of tenper"

| cannot conceive why they are not all divorced.

| have known many happy marriages, but never a conpatible one.

The whole aimof marriage is to fight through and survive

the instant when inconpatibility becones unquestionabl e.

For a man and a worman, as such, are inconpatible.

* ok ok
VI

THE W LDNESS OF DOMESTI CI TY

In the course of this crude study we shall have to touch on what is

call ed the problem of poverty, especially the dehunmani zed poverty
of nodern industrialism But in this primary natter of the idea



the difficulty is not the problemof poverty, but the problem of wealth.
It is the special psychology of |leisure and luxury that falsifies life.
Sone experience of nodern nmovenents of the sort called "advanced" has
led me to the conviction that they generally repose upon some experience
peculiar to the rich. It is so with that fallacy of free |ove of which I
have al ready spoken; the idea of sexuality as a string of episodes.

That inplies a long holiday in which to get tired of one wonan,

and a notor car in which to wander |ooking for others; it also inplies
noney for mai ntenances. An omibus conductor has hardly tinme

to love his owmn wife, let alone other people's. And the success with

whi ch nuptial estrangenents are depicted in nodern "problem pl ays”

is due to the fact that there is only one thing that a dranma

cannot depict--that is a hard day's work. | could give many ot her

i nstances of this plutocratic assunption behind progressive fads.

For instance, there is a plutocratic assunption behind the phrase

"Why shoul d wonman be economical ly dependent upon nman?"

The answer is that anong poor and practical people she isn't;

except in the sense in which he is dependent upon her.

A hunter has to tear his clothes; there nust be sonebody to nmend them

A fisher has to catch fish; there nust be sonebody to cook them

It is surely quite clear that this nodern notion that wonan is a nere
"pretty clinging parasite,” "a plaything," etc., arose through the somber
contenpl ati on of sone rich banking famly, in which the banker, at |east,
went to the city and pretended to do sonething, while the banker's

wife went to the Park and did not pretend to do anything at all

A poor man and his wife are a business partnership. |If one partner

ina firmof publishers interviews the authors while the other

interviews the clerks, is one of them economcally dependent?

Was Hodder a pretty parasite clinging to Stoughton? Ws Marshal

a nere plaything for Snel grove?

But of all the nodern notions generated by nmere wealth the worst is this:
the notion that donesticity is dull and tane. |Inside the home (they say)
is dead decorum and routine; outside is adventure and variety.

This is indeed a rich man's opinion. The rich man knows that his own
house noves on vast and soundl ess wheels of wealth, is run by reginents
of servants, by a swift and silent ritual. On the other hand, every sort
of vagabondage of romance is open to himin the streets outside.

He has plenty of noney and can afford to be a tranp.

His wildest adventure will end in a restaurant, while the yokel's

tamest adventure may end in a police-court. If he snashes a w ndow

he can pay for it; if he smashes a man he can pension him He can

(like the millionaire in the story) buy an hotel to get a glass of gin.
And because he, the luxurious man, dictates the tone of nearly
al |l "advanced" and "progressive" thought, we have al nbost forgotten

what a hone really nmeans to the overwhelmng nillions of mankind.

For the truth is, that to the noderately poor the hone is the only
pl ace of liberty. Nay, it is the only place of anarchy.

It is the only spot on the earth where a man can alter
arrangenents suddenly, nmake an experinent or indulge in a whim
Everywhere el se he goes he nust accept the strict rules

of the shop, inn, club, or nuseumthat he happens to enter

He can eat his nmeals on the floor in his own house if he Iikes.

| often do it nyself; it gives a curious, childish, poetic,
picnic feeling. There would be considerable trouble if | tried
to do it in an A B.C. tea-shop. A nan can wear a dressing gown
and slippers in his house; while | amsure that this would not be
permtted at the Savoy, though | never actually tested the point.
If you go to a restaurant you nust drink some of the wi nes on



the wine list, all of themif you insist, but certainly some of them
But if you have a house and garden you can try to nmake hol | yhock

tea or convolvulus wine if you like. For a plain, hard-working man
the hone is not the one tane place in the world of adventure.

It is the one wild place in the world of rules and set tasks.

The hone is the one place where he can put the carpet

on the ceiling or the slates on the floor if he wants to.

VWen a man spends every night staggering frombar to bar or from

nmusi c-hall to nusic-hall, we say that he is living an irregular life.
But he is not; he is living a highly regular life,
under the dull, and often oppressive, |laws of such places.

Sone tines he is not allowed even to sit down in the bars;

and frequently he is not allowed to sing in the nusic-halls.
Hotel s may be defined as places where you are forced to dress;
and theaters nay be defined as places where you are forbidden
to snoke. A man can only picnic at hone.

Now | take, as | have said, this small human omi pot ence,

this possession of a definite cell or chanber of |iberty,

as the working nodel for the present inquiry.

Whet her we can give every English nman a free hone of his own

or not, at |least we should desire it; and he desires it.

For the noment we speak of what he wants, not of what he

expects to get. He wants, far instance, a separate house;

he does not want a sem -detached house. He nay be forced

in the conmercial race to share one wall w th another man.
Sinmlarly he nmight be forced in a three-legged race to share

one leg with another man; but it is not so that he pictures
hinself in his dreans of elegance and liberty. Again, he does

not desire a flat. He can eat and sleep and praise God in a flat;
he can eat and sleep and praise God in a railway train.

But a railway train is not a house, because it is a house on wheels.
And a flat is not a house, because it is a house on stilts.

An idea of earthy contact and foundation, as well as an

i dea of separation and i ndependence, is a part of this

i nstructive hunan picture.

| take, then, this one institution as a test. As every

normal man desires a woman, and children born of a wonan

every normal nan desires a house of his own to put theminto.

He does not nerely want a roof above himand a chair

bel ow hinp he wants an objective and visi bl e ki ngdom

a fire at which he can cook what food he |ikes, a door

he can open to what friends he chooses. This is the nornal
appetite of men; | do not say there are not exceptions.

There may be saints above the need and philanthropists belowit.
Opal stein, now he is a duke, may have got used to nore than this;
and when he was a convict may have got used to |ess.

But the nornality of the thing is enormous. To give nearly
everybody ordinary houses woul d pl ease nearly everybody;

that is what | assert w thout apology. Now in nodern Engl and
(as you eagerly point out) it is very difficult to give nearly
everybody houses. Quite so; | nmerely set up the desideratum
and ask the reader to |l eave it standing there while he turns
with me to a consideration of what really happens in the social
wars of our tine.



H STORY OF HUDGE AND GUDGE

There is, let us say, a certain filthy rookery in Hoxton

dri pping with di sease and honeyconbed with crine and prom scuity.
There are, let us say, two nobl e and courageous young nen,

of pure intentions and (if you prefer it) noble birth; let us cal

t hem Hudge and Gudge. Hudge, let us say, is of a bustling sort;
he points out that the people nust at all costs be got out

of this den; he subscribes and collects nmoney, but he finds
(despite the large financial interests of the Hudges) that the thing
wi Il have to be done on the cheap if it is to be done on the spot.
Her therefore, runs up a row of tall bare tenements |ike beehives;
and soon has all the poor people bundled into their little

brick cells, which are certainly better than their old quarters,
in so far as they are weat her proof, well ventilated and supplied
with clean water. But Gudge has a nore delicate nature.

He feels a nanel ess sonething lacking in the little brick boxes;
he rai ses nunberl ess objections; he even assails the cel ebrated
Hudge Report, with the Gudge Mnority Report; and by the end

of a year or so has conme to telling Hudge heatedly that the people
were much happi er where they were before. As the people preserve
in both places precisely the same air of dazed ami ability,

it is very difficult to find out which is right. But at |east

one mght safely say that no people ever |iked stench or starvation
as such, but only sone peculiar pleasures en tangled with them

Not so feels the sensitive Gudge. Long before the final quarre
(Hudge v. (Gudge and Anot her), Gudge has succeeded in persuading
hinsel f that sluns and stinks are really very nice things;

that the habit of sleeping fourteen in a roomis what has nmade

our England great; and that the snell of open drains is absolutely
essential to the rearing of a viking breed.

But, neanwhil e, has there been no degeneration in Hudge? Al as, | fear
there has. Those naniacally ugly buildings which he originally

put up as unpretentious sheds barely to shelter human life,

grow every day nore and nore lovely to his deluded eye.

Thi ngs he woul d never have dreanmed of defending, except as crude
necessities, things |ike comobn kitchens or infanmpous asbestos stoves,
begin to shine quite sacredly before him nerely because they reflect
the wath of Gudge. He maintains, with the aid of eager little books
by Socialists, that man is really happier in a hive than in a house.
The practical difficulty of keeping total strangers out of your

bedr oom he descri bes as Brot herhood; and the necessity for

clinbing twenty-three flights of cold stone stairs, | dare say he
calls Effort. The net result of their philanthropic adventure is this:
t hat one has cone to defending i ndefensible slums and still nore

i ndef ensi bl e sl um |l andl ords, while the other has come to treating
as divine the sheds and pi pes which he only neant as desperate.
Gudge is now a corrupt and apoplectic old Tory in the Carlton C ub;
if you mention poverty to himhe roars at you in a thick

hoarse voi ce sonething that is conjectured to be "Do 'em good!"

Nor is Hudge nore happy; for he is a |l ean vegetarian with a gray,
poi nted beard and an unnaturally easy snmle, who goes about telling
everybody that at last we shall all sleep in one universal bedroom
and he lives in a Garden City, |like one forgotten of Cod.

Such is the lamentable history of Hudge and Gudge; which | nerely
i ntroduce as a type of an endl ess and exasperating mni sunderstandi ng
which is always occurring in nodern England. To get nen out of a rookery



nmen are put into a tenement; and at the beginning the healthy hunan

soul | oathes themboth. A man's first desire is to get away as far

as possible fromthe rookery, even should his nad course | ead him

to a nodel dwelling. The second desire is, naturally, to get away from
the nodel dwelling, even if it should | ead a nman back to the rookery.
But | amneither a Hudgi an nor a Qudgian; and | think the m stakes

of these two fanpus and fascinating persons arose fromone sinple fact.
They arose fromthe fact that neither Hudge nor Gudge had ever thought
for an instant what sort of house a man night probably like for hinself.
In short, they did not begin with the ideal; and, therefore, were

not practical politicians.

We may now return to the purpose of our awkward parenthesis

about the praise of the future and the failures of the past.

A house of his own being the obvious ideal for every man, we may now ask
(taking this need as typical of all such needs) why he hasn't got it;

and whether it is in any phil osophical sense his own fault.

Now, | think that in some phil osophical sense it is his own fault, | think
in a yet nmore philosophical sense it is the fault of his phil osophy.

And this is what | have now to attenpt to expl ain.

Burke, a fine rhetorician, who rarely faced realities,

said, | think, that an Englishman's house is his castle.

This is honestly entertaining; for as it happens the Englishman
is alnpst the only nan in Europe whose house is not his castle.
Nearly everywhere el se exists the assunption of peasant proprietorship
that a poor man may be a |l andlord, though he is only lord

of his own |land. Making the |landlord and the tenant the same
person has certain trivial advantages, as that the tenant

pays no rent, while the landlord does a little work.

But | amnot concerned with the defense of snall proprietorshinp,
but nmerely with the fact that it exists al nost everywhere except
in England. It is also true, however, that this estate of snal
possession is attacked everywhere today; it has never existed
anmong ourselves, and it nay be destroyed anong our nei ghbors.

We have, therefore, to ask ourselves what it is in human
affairs generally, and in this donestic ideal in particular

that has really ruined the natural hunan creation

especially in this country.

Man has always |lost his way. He has been a tranp ever since Eden
but he always knew, or thought he knew, what he was | ooking for.
Every man has a house somewhere in the el aborate cosnos;

his house waits for himwaist deep in slow Norfolk rivers

or sunning itself upon Sussex downs. Man has al ways been

| ooking for that hone which is the subject matter of this book
But in the bleak and blinding hail of skepticismto which he has
been now so | ong subjected, he has begun for the first tine

to be chilled, not nerely in his hopes, but in his desires.

For the first tine in history he begins really to doubt the object
of his wanderings on the earth. He has always |ost his way;

but now he has | ost his address.

Under the pressure of certain upper-class phil osophies

(or in other words, under the pressure of Hudge and Gudge)

the average nman has really beconme bew | dered about the goal of

his efforts; and his efforts, therefore, grow feebler and feebler

Hi s sinmple notion of having a home of his own is derided as bourgeois,
as sentinmental, or as despicably Christian. Under various

verbal forns he is recommended to go on to the streets--



which is called Individualism or to the work-house--which is
called Collectivism W shall consider this process sonewhat
nore carefully in a nmonent. But it nay be said here that Hudge
and Gudge, or the governing class generally, will never fail for
| ack of sonme nodern phrase to cover their ancient predoni nance.
The great lords will refuse the English peasant his three acres
and a cow on advanced grounds, if they cannot refuse it |onger
on reactionary grounds. They will deny himthe three acres

on grounds of State Omnership. They will forbid himthe cow

on grounds of hunanitariani sm

And this brings us to the ultimte analysis of this singular influence
that has prevented doctrinal demands by the English people. There are,

| believe, some who still deny that England is governed by an oligarchy.
It is quite enough for nme to know that a man m ght have gone to sl eep
sonme thirty years ago over the day's newspaper and woke up | ast week over
the | ater newspaper, and fancied he was readi ng about the same people

In one paper he would have found a Lord Robert Cecil, a M. d adstone,
a M. Lyttleton, a Churchill, a Chanberlain, a Trevelyan, an Acl and.
In the other paper he would find a Lord Robert Cecil, a M. d adstone,
a M. Lyttleton, a Churchill, a Chanberlain, a Trevelyan, an Acl and.

If this is not being governed by families | cannot imagine what it is.
| suppose it is being governed by extraordinary denocratic coinci dences.

* *x %

X
OPPRESSI ON BY OPTI M SM

But we are not here concerned with the nature and exi stence

of the aristocracy, but with the origin of its peculiar power,

why is it the last of the true oligarchies of Europe; and why does
there seemno very i medi ate prospect of our seeing the end of it?
The explanation is sinple though it remains strangely unnoticed.
The friends of aristocracy often praise it for preserving

anci ent and gracious traditions. The enenies of aristocracy

often blame it for clinging to cruel or antiquated customns.

Both its enemies and its friends are wong. GCenerally speaking
the aristocracy does not preserve either good or bad traditions;

it does not preserve anything except gane. Who would dream

of | ooking anmong aristocrats anywhere for an old custon?

One mght as well look for an old costunme! The god of the aristocrats
is not tradition, but fashion, which is the opposite of tradition
If you wanted to find an ol d-world Norwegi an head-dress, would you
ook for it in the Scandi navian Smart Set? No; the aristocrats
never have custons; at the best they have habits, |ike the animals.
Only the nmob has custons.

The real power of the English aristocrats has lain in exactly

the opposite of tradition. The sinple key to the power of our upper
classes is this: that they have always kept carefully on the side

of what is called Progress. They have al ways been up to date,

and this comes quite easy to an aristocracy. For the aristocracy are
the suprene instances of that franme of mnd of which we spoke just now.
Novelty is to thema luxury verging on a necessity. They, above all
are so bored with the past and with the present, that they gape,

with a horrible hunger, for the future.

But whatever else the great lords forgot they never forgot that it



was their business to stand for the new things, for whatever was
bei ng nost tal ked about anbng university dons or fussy financiers.
Thus they were on the side of the Reformation agai nst the Church
of the \Wigs against the Stuarts, of the Baconian science

agai nst the ol d phil osophy, of the manufacturing system

agai nst the operatives, and (to-day) of the increased power

of the State against the ol d-fashioned individualists.

In short, the rich are always nodern; it is their business.

But the inmrediate effect of this fact upon the question we

are studying is sonewhat singular.

In each of the separate holes or quandaries in which the ordinary
Engl i shman has been pl aced, he has been told that his

situation is, for sonme particular reason, all for the best.

He woke up one fine norning and discovered that the public things,
whi ch for eight hundred years he had used at once as inns

and sanctuaries, had all been suddenly and savagely aboli shed,

to increase the private wealth of about six or seven nen.

One woul d think he night have been annoyed at that;

in many places he was, and was put down by the soldiery.

But it was not nerely the arny that kel p himquiet.

He was kept quiet by the sages as well as the soldiers;

the six or seven men who took away the inns of the poor told him
that they were not doing it for thenselves, but for the religion
of the future, the great dawn of Protestanti smand truth.

So whenever a seventeenth century noble was caught pulling

down a peasant's fence and stealing his field, the noble

pointed excitedly at the face of Charles |I or James ||

(which at that noment, perhaps, wore a cross expression)

and thus diverted the sinple peasant's attention. The great Puritan
| ords created the Commonweal th, and destroyed the comon | and.
They saved their poorer countrymen fromthe disgrace of paying
Shi p Money, by taking fromthemthe pl ow noney and spade nobney
whi ch they were doubtless too weak to guard. A fine old English
rhyme has inmortalized this easy aristocratic habit--

You prosecute the man or wonan Who steals the goose from off the comon,
But | eave the larger felon | oose W steals the conmon fromthe goose

But here, as in the case of the nonasteries, we confront the strange
probl em of subnmission. |[If they stole the conmon fromthe goose,
one can only say that he was a great goose to stand it.

The truth is that they reasoned with the goose; they expl ai ned

to himthat all this was needed to get the Stuart fox over seas.
So in the nineteenth century the great nobles who becane

m ne-owners and railway directors earnestly assured everybody

that they did not do this frompreference, but owing to a newy

di scovered Econonic Law. So the prosperous politicians of our own
generation introduce bills to prevent poor nothers from going
about with their own babies; or they calmy forbid their tenants
to drink beer in public inns. But this insolence is not (as you
woul d suppose) howl ed at by everybody as outrageous feudalism

It is gently rebuked as Socialism For an aristocracy

is always progressive; it is a formof going the pace.

Their parties grow later and later at night; for they are trying
to live to-norrow

* ok %

Xl



THE HOMVELESSNESS OF JONES

Thus the Future of which we spoke at the begi nning has

(in England at |east) always been the ally of tyranny.

The ordinary Englishman has been duped out of his old possessions,
such as they were, and always in the name of progress.

The destroyers of the abbeys took away his bread and gave him

a stone, assuring himthat it was a preci ous stone, the white
pebbl e of the Lord's elect. They took away his maypol e and his
original rural life and prom sed himinstead the Gol den Age

of Peace and Commerce inaugurated at the Crystal Palace. And now
they are taking away the little that remains of his dignity

as a househol der and the head of a family, prom sing him

i nstead Ut opias which are called (appropriately enough)

"Anticipations" or "News from Nowhere." W cone back, in fact,
to the main feature which has already been nentioned.
The past is comunal: the future nust be individualist.

In the past are all the evils of denocracy, variety and viol ence
and doubt, but the future is pure despotism for the future

is pure caprice. Yesterday, | know | was a human fool

but to-nmorrow | can easily be the Supernan.

The nodern Englishman, however, is like a man who shoul d

be perpetually kept out, for one reason after another

fromthe house in which he had neant his nmarried life to begin.
This man (Jones let us call him has always desired

the divinely ordinary things; he has nmarried for |ove,

he has chosen or built a small house that fits Iike a coat;

he is ready to be a great grandfather and a | ocal god.

And just as he is noving in, sonething goes wong.

Sone tyranny, personal or political, suddenly debars himfrom

t he hone; and he has to take his nmeals in the front garden

A passing phil osopher (who is also, by a nmere coincidence, the nman
who turned himout) pauses, and | eaning elegantly on the railings,
explains to himthat he is now living that bold |ife upon

the bounty of nature which will be the life of the subline future.
He finds life in the front garden nmore bold than bountiful, and has
to nove into nmean lodgings in the next spring. The phil osopher
(who turned himout), happening to call at these | odgings,

with the probable intention of raising the rent, stops to explain
to himthat he is nowin the real life of nercantile endeavor;

t he econom ¢ struggle between himand the |landlady is the only thing
out of which, in the sublinme future, the wealth of nations can cone.
He is defeated in the economic struggle, and goes to the workhouse.
The phil osopher who turned hi mout (happening at that very nonent
to be inspecting the workhouse) assures himthat he is now at

last in that golden republic which is the goal of mankind;

he is in an equal, scientific, Socialistic commonwealth,

owned by the State and ruled by public officers; in fact,

the comonweal th of the sublime future

Neverthel ess, there are signs that the irrational Jones stil

dreans at night of this old idea of having an ordinary hone.

He asked for so little, and he has been offered so nuch.

He has been offered bribes of worlds and systens; he has been of fered
Eden and U opia and the New Jerusal em and he only wanted a house;
and that has been refused him

Such an apologue is literally no exaggeration of the facts



of English history. The rich did literally turn the poor out

of the old guest house on to the road, briefly telling them

that it was the road of progress. They did literally force them
into factories and the nodern wage-sl avery, assuring them al

the tine that this was the only way to wealth and civilization
Just as they had dragged the rustic fromthe convent food and al e
by saying that the streets of heaven were paved with gold,

so now t hey dragged himfromthe village food and al e by

telling himthat the streets of London were paved with gol d.

As he entered the gloony porch of Puritanism so he entered

t he gl oony porch of Industrialism being told that each of them
was the gate of the future. Hitherto he has only gone from prison
to prison, nay, into darkening prisons, for Calvinismopened

one small wi ndow upon heaven. And now he is asked, in the same
educated and authoritative tones, to enter another dark porch

at which he has to surrender, into unseen hands, his children

his small possessions and all the habits of his fathers.

VWet her this |last opening be in truth any nore inviting than the old
openi ngs of Puritanismand Industrialismcan be discussed |ater.

But there can be little doubt, | think, that if some form

of Collectivismis inmposed upon England it will be inposed,

as everything el se has been, by an instructed political

cl ass upon a people partly apathetic and partly hypnoti zed.

The aristocracy will be as ready to "adm nister"” Collectivismas they
were to administer Puritanismor Manchesterisny in sone ways such

a centralized political power is necessarily attractive to them

It will not be so hard as sone innocent Socialists seemto

suppose to induce the Honorable Tomoddy to take over the mlk
supply as well as the stanp supply--at an increased sal ary.

M. Bernard Shaw has renmarked that rich nmen are better than poor mnen
on parish councils because they are free from"financial timdity."
Now, the English ruling class is quite free fromfinancial timdity.
The Duke of Sussex will be quite ready to be Adm nistrator of Sussex
at the same screw. Sir WIIliamHarcourt, that typical aristocrat,
put it quite correctly. "W" (that is, the aristocracy)

"are all Socialists now "

But this is not the essential note on which | desire to end

My main contention is that, whether necessary or not,

both Industrialismand Collectivismhave been accepted as necessities--
not as naked ideals or desires. Nobody liked the Manchester School
it was endured as the only way of produci ng wealth.

Nobody |ikes the Marxian school; it is endured as the only way

of preventing poverty. Nobody's real heart is in the idea

of preventing a free man fromowning his own farm or an old

worman from cul tivating her own garden, any nore than anybody's

real heart was in the heartless battle of the machines.

The purpose of this chapter is sufficiently served in indicating
that this proposal also is a pis aller, a desperate second best--
like teetotalism | do not propose to prove here that Socialism
is a poison; it is enough if | maintain that it is a nedicine

and not a wi ne.

The idea of private property universal but private, the idea of fanmlies

free but still famlies, of domesticity denocratic but still donmestic,
of one nman one house--this remains the real vision and magnet of nankind.
The world may accept sonething nore official and general, |ess hunan

and intimate. But the world will be like a broken-hearted wonman who nakes
a hundrum narri age because she may not nmke a happy one; Socialism may



be the world's deliverance. but it is not the world' s desire.
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PART TVO

| MPERI ALI SM OR THE M STAKE ABCUT MAN

* ok %

I
THE CHARM OF JI NGO SM

| have cast about widely to find a title for this section; and | confess
that the word "Inperialism is a clunsy version of ny neaning. But no
other word cane nearer; "Mlitarism would have been even nore ni sl eadi ng,
and "The Superman" nmakes nonsense of any di scussion that he enters.

Per haps, upon the whole, the word "Caesarism' woul d have been better

but | desire a popular word; and Inperialism(as the reader will perceive)
does cover for the nost part the nmen and theories that | nean to discuss.

This small confusion is increased, however, by the fact that I

do al so disbelieve in Inperialismin its popul ar sense,

as a node or theory of the patriotic sentinent of this country.

But popular Inperialismin England has very little to do

with the sort of Caesarean InperialismI| w sh to sketch

| differ fromthe Colonial idealismof Rhodes' and Kipling;

but I do not think, as sone of its opponents do, that it

is an insolent creation of English harshness and rapacity.
Imperialism | think, is a fiction created, not by English hardness,
but by English softness; nay, in a sense, even by English kindness.

The reasons for believing in Australia are nostly as sentinenta

as the nost sentinental reasons for believing in heaven

New South Wales is quite literally regarded as a place where the w cked
cease fromtroubling and the weary are at rest; that is, a paradise

for uncles who have turned di shonest and for nephews who are born tired.
British Colunbia is in strict sense a fairyland, it is a world where

a magic and irrational luck is supposed to attend the youngest sons.

This strange optim sm about the ends of the earth is an Engli sh weakness;
but to show that it is not a coldness or a harshness it is quite
sufficient to say that no one shared it nore than that gigantic

English sentinentalist--the great Charles D ckens. The end

of "David Copperfield" is unreal not nmerely because it is an

optimstic ending, but because it is an Inperialistic ending.

The decorous British happi ness planned out for David Copperfield and Agnes
woul d be enmbarrassed by the perpetual presence of the hopel ess tragedy

of Emly, or the nore hopeless farce of Mcawber. Therefore, both Emly
and M cawber are shipped off to a vague col ony where changes

cone over themw th no conceivabl e cause, except the clinmate.

The tragi c woman becones contented and the com ¢ man becones responsi bl e,
solely as the result of a sea voyage and the first sight of a kangaroo.

To Inperialismin the light political sense, therefore, ny only
objection is that it is an illusion of confort; that an Enpire whose
heart is failing should be specially proud of the extrenities,

is tome no nore subline a fact than that an ol d dandy whose

brain is gone should still be proud of his legs. It consoles nen
for the evident ugliness and apathy of England with | egends of fair



yout h and heroi c strenuousness in distant continents and i sl ands.

A man can sit amd the squal or of Seven Dials and feel that

life is innocent and godlike in the bush or on the veldt.

Just so a man might sit in the squalor of Seven Dials and feel that
life was i nnocent and godlike in Brixton and Surbiton. Brixton and
Surbiton are "new'; they are expanding; they are "nearer to nature,"
in the sense that they have eaten up nature mle by nile

The only objection is the objection of fact. The young men of Brixton
are not young giants. The lovers of Surbiton are not all pagan poets,
singing with the sweet energy of the spring. Nor are the people

of the Col oni es when you neet them young giants or pagan poets.

They are nostly Cockneys who have | ost their last nusic of real things
by getting out of the sound of Bow Bells. M. Rudyard Kipling,

a man of real though decadent genius, threw a theoretic gl anmour

over themwhich is already fading. M. Kipling is, in a precise

and rather startling sense, the exception that proves the rule.

For he has immgination, of an oriental and cruel kind, but he has it,
not because he grew up in a new country, but precisely because he grew
up in the oldest country upon earth. He is rooted in a past--

an Asiatic past. He mght never have witten "Kabul R ver"

if he had been born in Ml bourne.

| say frankly, therefore (lest there should be any air of evasion),
that Inperialismin its conmon patriotic pretensions appears to ne both

weak and perilous. It is the attenpt of a European country to create
a kind of sham Europe which it can dom nate, instead of the real Europe,
which it can only share. It is a love of living with one's inferiors.

The notion of restoring the Roman Enpire by oneself and for oneself

is a dreamthat has haunted every Christian nation in a different shape
and in al nost every shape as a snare. The Spanish are a consi stent

and conservative people; therefore they enbodied that attenpt at Enpire
in long and lingering dynasties. The French are a violent people,

and therefore they tw ce conquered that Enpire by violence of arnmns.

The English are above all a poetical and optim stic peopl €;

and therefore their Enpire is sonething vague and yet sympathetic,

sonet hing distant and yet dear. But this dreamof theirs of being
powerful in the utternost places, though a native weakness, is stil

a weakness in them rmuch nore of a weakness than gold was to Spain

or glory to Napoleon. [If ever we were in collision with our rea
brothers and rivals we should | eave all this fancy out of account.

We should no nore dream of pitting Australian arnies against Gernan than
of pitting Tasmani an scul pture agai nst French. | have thus expl ai ned,

| est anyone shoul d accuse nme of concealing an unpopul ar attitude,

why | do not believe in Inperialismas comonly understood.

I think it not nmerely an occasional wong to other peoples,

but a continuous feebleness, a running sore, in nmy own.

But it is also true that | have dwelt on this Inperialismthat is

an am abl e delusion partly in order to show how different it is from

t he deeper, nore sinister and yet nore persuasive thing that | have
been forced to call Inmperialismfor the convenience of this chapter

In order to get to the root of this evil and quite un-English Inperialism
we nust cast back and begin anew with a nore general discussion

of the first needs of human intercourse.

W SDOM AND THE WEATHER



It is admtted, one nay hope, that conmon things are never comonpl ace.
Birth is covered with curtains precisely because it is a staggering
and nonstrous prodigy. Death and first |ove, though they happen

to everybody, can stop one's heart with the very thought of them

But while this is granted, sonething further may be cl ai med.

It is not nerely true that these universal things are strange;

it is noreover true that they are subtle. |In the |ast analysis

nost comon things will be found to be highly conplicated.

Sone nmen of science do indeed get over the difficulty by dealing
only with the easy part of it: thus, they will call first

I ove the instinct of sex, and the awe of death the instinct

of self-preservation. But this is only getting over the difficulty

of descri bing peacock green by calling it blue. There is blue init.
That there is a strong physical elenent in both romance and

the Menento Mori makes themif possible nore baffling than if they

had been wholly intellectual. No man could say exactly how nuch
his sexuality was colored by a clean | ove of beauty, or by the nere
boyi sh itch for irrevocabl e adventures, like running away to sea.

No man coul d say how far his aninmal dread of the end was m xed

up with nystical traditions touching norals and religion

It is exactly because these things are aninal, but not

quite animal, that the dance of all the difficulties begins.

The materialists anal yze the easy part, deny the hard part and go
hone to their tea

It is conplete error to suppose that because a thing is vul gar
therefore it is not refined; that is, subtle and hard to define.

A drawi ng-room song of ny youth which began "In the gl oam ng

O ny darling," was vul gar enough as a song; but the connection

bet ween human passion and the twilight is none the |less an exquisite
and even inscrutable thing. O to take another obvious instance:
the jokes about a nother-in-law are scarcely delicate,

but the problemof a nother-in-lawis extrenely delicate.

A nmother-in-law is subtle because she is a thing like the twlight.
She is a nmystical blend of two inconsistent things--

law and a nmother. The caricatures m srepresent her

but they arise out of a real human enignma. "Comic Cuts"

deals with the difficulty wongly, but it would need

George Meredith at his best to deal with the difficulty rightly.
The nearest statenment of the problem perhaps is this:

it is not that a nother-in-law nust be nasty, but that she nust

be very nice

But it is best perhaps to take in illustration sone daily
custom we have all heard despised as vulgar or trite.

Take, for the sake of argunent, the custom of talking about

the weat her. Stevenson calls it "the very nadir and scoff

of good conversationalists." Now there are very deep reasons

for tal king about the weather, reasons that are delicate as well
as deep; they lie in layer upon |ayer of stratified sagacity.
First of all it is a gesture of prinmeval worship

The sky must be invoked; and to begin everything with the weather
is a sort of pagan way of beginning everything with prayer.

Jones and Brown tal k about the weather: but so do MIlton

and Shelley. Then it is an expression of that elenmentary

idea in politeness--equality. For the very word politeness

is only the Greek for citizenship. The word politeness is akin
to the word policeman: a charm ng thought. Properly understood,
the citizen should be nore polite than the gentl eman; perhaps the
pol i ceman should be the nost courtly and el egant of the three.



But all good manners must obviously begin with the sharing of
sonething in a sinple style. Two nen should share an unbrell a;
if they have not got an unbrella, they should at |east share

the rain, with all its rich potentialities of wit and phil osophy.
"For He maketh His sun to shine...." This is the second el enent
in the weather; its recognition of human equality in that we all have
our hats under the dark bl ue spangled unbrella of the universe.
Arising out of this is the third whol esonme strain in the custom
| mean that it begins with the body and with our inevitable
bodily brotherhood. All true friendliness begins with fire

and food and drink and the recognition of rain or frost.

Those who will not begin at the bodily end of things are already
prigs and may soon be Christian Scientists. Each human soul

has in a sense to enact for itself the gigantic hunmility

of the Incarnation. Every nan nust descend into the flesh

to meet manki nd.

Briefly, in the nere observation "a fine day" there is the whole
great human idea of conradeship. Now, pure conradeship is another
of those broad and yet bewildering things. W all enjoy it;

yet when we cone to talk about it we al nost always tal k nonsense,
chiefly because we suppose it to be a sinpler affair than it is.
It is sinple to conduct; but it is by no means sinple to analyze.
Conr adeship is at the nmost only one half of human life;

the other half is Love, a thing so different that one m ght fancy
it had been nmade for another universe. And | do not mean nere
sex love; any kind of concentrated passion, maternal |ove,

or even the fiercer kinds of friendship are in their nature alien
to pure conradeship. Both sides are essential to life; and both
are known in differing degrees to everybody of every age or sex.
But very broadly speaking it may still be said that wonen stand
for the dignity of love and men for the dignity of conmradeship.

| mean that the institution would hardly be expected if the males
of the tribe did not nount guard over it. The affections

i n which wonen excel have so nuch nore authority and intensity
that pure conradeship would be washed away if it were not rallied
and guarded in clubs, corps, colleges, banquets and regi nments.
Most of us have heard the voice in which the hostess tells her
husband not to sit too long over the cigars. It is the dreadfu
voi ce of Love, seeking to destroy Conradeship.

Al true conradeship has in it those three elenments which I have
remarked in the ordinary exclamation about the weather. First, it has
a sort of broad philosophy |Iike the conmon sky, enphasizing that we
are all under the sane cosnic conditions. W are all in the sanme boat,
the "w nged rock" of M. Herbert Trench. Secondly, it recognizes

this bond as the essential one; for conradeship is sinmply

humanity seen in that one aspect in which nmen are really equal

The old witers were entirely wi se when they tal ked of the equality

of nmen; but they were also very wise in not nmentioni ng wonen.

Worren are al ways authoritarian; they are always above or bel ow

that is why narriage is a sort of poetical see-saw. There are

only three things in the world that wonen do not understand;

and they are Liberty, Equality, and Fraternity. But nen (a cl ass
little understood in the nodern world) find these things the breath

of their nostrils; and our nost learned |adies will not even begin

to understand themuntil they make all owance for this kind of

cool canmaraderie. Lastly, it contains the third quality of the weather,
the insistence upon the body and its indispensable satisfaction

No one has even begun to understand conradeshi p who does not accept



with it a certain hearty eagerness in eating, drinking, or snoking,
an uproarious materialismwhich to nany wonen appears only hoggi sh
You may call the thing an orgy or a sacranent; it is certainly

an essential. It is at root a resistance to the superciliousness

of the individual. Nay, its very swaggering and how i ng are hunbl e.
In the heart of its rowdiness there is a sort of nmad nobdesty; a desire
to nelt the separate soul into the nmass of unpretentious masculinity.
It is a clanorous confession of the weakness of all flesh.

No man rmust be superior to the things that are comon to men.

This sort of equality nust be bodily and gross and comic.

Not only are we all in the sane boat, but we are all seasick

The word conradeship just now promi ses to becone as fatuous as
the word "affinity." There are clubs of a Socialist sort where al
the nenbers, men and women, call each other "Conrade.” | have no
serious enotions, hostile or otherw se, about this particular habit:
at the worst it is conventionality, and at the best flirtation

I am convinced here only to point out a rational principle.

If you choose to lump all flowers together, lilies and dahlias
and tulips and chrysanthemuns and call themall daisies,

you will find that you have spoiled the very fine word dai sy.

If you choose to call every human attachment conradeship,

if you include under that nane the respect of a youth for a
vener abl e prophetess, the interest of a man in a beautiful wonman
who baffles him the pleasure of a philosophical old fogy in a girl
who i s inpudent and innocent, the end of the nmeanest quarrel

or the beginning of the nost mountainous love; if you are going
to call all these conradeship, you will gain nothing, you wll
only lose a word. Daisies are obvious and universal and open

but they are only one kind of flower. Conradeship is obvious

and uni versal and open; but it is only one kind of affection

it has characteristics that would destroy any other kind.

Anyone who has known true conradeship in a club or in a reginent,

knows that it is inpersonal. There is a pedantic phrase used
in debating clubs which is strictly true to the masculine enotion
they call it "speaking to the question." Wrnmen speak to each other

men speak to the subject they are speaking about. Many an honest
man has sat in aring of his five best friends under heaven

and forgotten who was in the roomwhile he expl ained sone system
This is not peculiar to intellectual nen; nen are all theoretical,
whet her they are tal king about God or about golf.

Men are all inpersonal; that is to say, republican. No one
renmenbers after a really good talk who has said the good things.
Every man speaks to a visionary multitude; a nystical cloud,

that is called the club

It is obvious that this cool and careless quality which is essentia

to the collective affection of males involves di sadvantages and dangers.
It leads to spitting; it leads to coarse speech; it nust lead to

these things so long as it is honorable; conradeship nust be in sone
degree ugly. The nonment beauty is nentioned in nmale friendship,

the nostrils are stopped with the snell of abom nabl e things.

Fri endshi p nust be physically dirty if it is to be norally clean

It nust be in its shirt sleeves. The chaos of habits that always goes
with mal es when left entirely to thensel ves has only one honorabl e cure;
and that is the strict discipline of a nmonastery. Anyone who has

seen our unhappy young idealists in East End Settlenents | osing their
collars in the wash and living on tinned salnmon will fully understand
why it was decided by the wisdomof St. Bernard or St. Benedict,

that if men were to live w thout wonen, they nust not live w thout rules.



Sonet hing of the sane sort of artificial exactitude, of course,

is obtained in an arny; and an arny also has to be in nmany ways nonasti c;
only that it has celibacy without chastity. But these things do not
apply to normal married nen. These have a quite sufficient restraint

on their instinctive anarchy in the savage comon-sense of the other sex.
There is only one very timd sort of man that is not afraid of wonen.

* ok %

[11
THE COVWMON VI SI ON

Now this masculine |ove of an open and | evel canaraderie is

the life within all denocracies and attenpts to govern by debate;
without it the republic would be a dead fornula. Even as it is,

of course, the spirit of denocracy frequently differs widely

fromthe letter, and a pothouse is often a better test than

a Parliament. Denocracy in its human sense is not arbitranent

by the majority; it is not even arbitranent by everybody.

It can be nore nearly defined as arbitrament by anybody.

| mean that it rests on that club habit of taking a tota

stranger for granted, of assuming certain things to be inevitably
conmon to yourself and him Only the things that anybody

may be presuned to hold have the full authority of denocracy.

Look out of the wi ndow and notice the first nman who wal ks by.

The Liberals may have swept England with an over-whelnming majority;

but you would not stake a button that the man is a Liberal. The Bible
may be read in all schools and respected in all |aw courts; but you
woul d not bet a straw that he believes in the Bible. But you would bet
your week's wages, let us say, that he believes in wearing clothes.
You woul d bet that he believes that physical courage is a fine thing,
or that parents have authority over children. O course,

he m ght be the mllionth nman who does not believe these things;

if it cones to that, he might be the Bearded Lady dressed up as a nan.
But these prodigies are quite a different thing fromany nere

cal cul ati on of nunbers. People who hold these views are not a ninority,
but a monstrosity. But of these universal dogmas that have ful
denocratic authority the only test is this test of anybody.

What you woul d observe before any newconer in a tavern--that is

the real English law. The first man you see fromthe w ndow,

he is the King of England.

The decay of taverns, which is but a part of the general decay

of denobcracy, has undoubtedly weakened this masculine spirit

of equality. | renenber that a roonful of Socialists literally

| aughed when | told themthat there were no two nobl er words

in all poetry than Public House. They thought it was a joke.

Wiy they should think it a joke, since they want to make all houses
public houses, | cannot inagine. But if anyone w shes to see

the real rowdy egalitarianismwhich is necessary (to males, at |east)
he can find it as well as anywhere in the great old tavern disputes
whi ch come down to us in such books as Boswell's Johnson. It is
worth while to nmention that one nane especially because the nodern
world in its norbidity has done it a strange injustice.

The deneanor of Johnson, it is said, was "harsh and despotic."

It was occasionally harsh, but it was never despotic.

Johnson was not in the | east a despot; Johnson was a demagogue,

he shouted agai nst a shouting crowd. The very fact that he wangl ed
with other people is proof that other people were all owed



to wangle with him Hs very brutality was based on the idea

of an equal scrinmage, like that of football. It is strictly true
that he bawl ed and banged the tabl e because he was a nodest man

He was honestly afraid of being overwhel med or even overl ooked.
Addi son had exqui site manners and was the king of his conpany;

he was polite to everybody; but superior to everybody;

t herefore he has been handed down forever in the imortal

i nsult of Pope--

"Like Cato, give his little Senate |laws And sit attentive
to his own appl ause. "

Johnson, so far from being king of his conpany, was a sort of Irish Menber
in his own Parlianment. Addison was a courteous superior and was hat ed.
Johnson was an insol ent equal and therefore was |oved by all who knew him
and handed down in a marvel | ous book, which is one of the nere

mracl es of |ove.

This doctrine of equality is essential to conversation

so much may be admitted by anyone who knows what conversation is.
Once arguing at a table in a tavern the nost fanpbus nman on

earth would wish to be obscure, so that his brilliant remarks

m ght blaze like the stars on the background of his obscurity.

To anything worth calling a man nothing can be conceived

nore cold or cheerless than to be king of your conpany.

But it may be said that in nmasculine sports and ganmes, other than
the great gane of debate, there is definite enulation and eclipse.
There is indeed emulation, but this is only an ardent sort

of equality. Ganes are conpetitive, because that is the only
way of making themexciting. But if anyone doubts that nen

nmust forever return to the ideal of equality, it is only
necessary to answer that there is such a thing as a handi cap

If nen exulted in nmere superiority, they would seek to see

how far such superiority could go; they would be gl ad

when one strong runner cane in mles ahead of all the rest.

But what nmen like is not the triunph of superiors,

but the struggle of equals; and, therefore, they introduce

even into their conpetitive sports an artificial equality.

It is sad to think how few of those who arrange our sporting
handi caps can be supposed with any probability to realize

that they are abstract and even severe republicans.

No; the real objection to equality and self-rule has nothing to do with
any of these free and festive aspects of mankind; all nen are denocrats
when they are happy. The phil osophi ¢ opponent of denocracy woul d
substantially sumup his position by saying that it "will not work."
Before going further, | will register in passing a protest

agai nst the assunption that working is the one test of humanity.

Heaven does not work; it plays. Men are nost thensel ves when they

are free; and if | find that nen are snobs in their work but denocrats
on their holidays, | shall take the liberty to believe their holidays.
But it is this question of work which really perpl exes the question

of equality; and it is with that that we nust now deal

Perhaps the truth can be put nobst pointedly thus: that denobcracy

has one real eneny, and that is civilization. Those utilitarian
mracl es which science has nade are anti-denocratic, not so nuch

in their perversion, or even in their practical result, as in their
primary shape and purpose. The Frame-Breaking Rioters were right;

not perhaps in thinking that nmachi nes woul d nake fewer nen worknen;

but certainly in thinking that nachi nes woul d make fewer nmen nasters.



More wheel s do nmean fewer handl es; fewer handl es do nean fewer hands.
The nmachi nery of science nust be individualistic and isol ated.

A mob can shout round a pal ace; but a nmob cannot shout down a tel ephone.
The specialist appears and denocracy is half spoiled at a stroke.

* x %

IV
THE | NSANE NECESSI TY

The comon conception anong the dregs of Darw nian culture

is that nen have slowy worked their way out of inequality

into a state of conparative equality. The truth is, | fancy,

al nost exactly the opposite. Al nmen have nornally and naturally
begun with the idea of equality; they have only abandoned it |ate
and reluctantly, and always for sone material reason of detail.
They have never naturally felt that one class of nmen was superior
to anot her; they have al ways been driven to assune it through
certain practical limtations of space and tine.

For exanple, there is one el ement which must always tend

to oligarchy--or rather to despotism | nean the element of hurry.

I f the house has caught fire a man nmust ring up the fire engines;

a comttee cannot ring themup. |If a canp is surprised by night
sonebody nust give the order to fire; there is no tine to vote it.

It is solely a question of the physical linitations of time and space;
not at all of any nmental limtations in the nass of nen conmanded.

If all the people in the house were nmen of destiny it would

still be better that they should not all talk into the tel ephone

at once; nay, it would be better that the silliest man of all should
speak uninterrupted. |f an army actually consisted of nothing

but Hani bal s and Napol eons, it would still be better in the case

of a surprise that they should not all give orders together.

Nay, it would be better if the stupidest of themall gave the orders.
Thus, we see that nerely mlitary subordination, so far fromresting
on the inequality of nen, actually rests on the equality of nen

Di sci pline does not involve the Carlyl ean notion that sonebody

is always right when everybody is wong, and that we nust di scover
and crown that sonebody. On the contrary, discipline neans that

in certain frightfully rapid circunstances, one can trust anybody

so long as he is not everybody. The nmilitary spirit does not nean
(as Carlyle fancied) obeying the strongest and w sest man.

On the contrary, the mlitary spirit means, if anything, obeying the
weakest and stupi dest man, obeying himnerely because he is a nan,
and not a thousand nmen. Subnission to a weak nan is discipline.
Submi ssion to a strong man is only servility.

Now it can be easily shown that the thing we call aristocracy

in Europe is not inits origin and spirit an aristocracy at all

It is not a systemof spiritual degrees and distinctions like,

for exanple, the caste systemof India, or even like the old G eek
di stinction between free men and slaves. It is sinply the remains
of a mlitary organization, franmed partly to sustain the sinking
Roman Enpire, partly to break and avenge the awful onslaught

of Islam The word Duke sinply nmeans Col onel, just as the word
Enmperor sinply means Commander-in-Chief. The whole story is told
inthe single title of Counts of the Holy Roman Enpire, which nerely
nmeans officers in the European arny agai nst the contenporary
Yellow Peril. Now in an arny nobody ever dreans of supposing



that difference of rank represents a difference of noral reality.
Nobody ever says about a reginment, "Your Mijor is very hunorous

and energetic; your Colonel, of course, must be even nore

hunorous and yet nore energetic " No one ever says, in reporting

a ness-room conversation, "Lieutenant Jones was very witty,

but was naturally inferior to Captain Snith." The essence of an arny
is the idea of official inequality, founded on unofficial equality.
The Col onel is not obeyed because he is the best man, but because he is
the Col onel. Such was probably the spirit of the system of dukes

and counts when it first arose out of the mlitary spirit and nmlitary
necessities of Rome. Wth the decline of those necessities it

has gradually ceased to have nmeaning as a nilitary organi zation

and beconme honeyconbed with uncl ean plutocracy. Even now it

is not a spiritual aristocracy--it is not so bad as all that.

It is sinply an arnmy w thout an eneny--billeted upon the people.

Man, therefore, has a specialist as well as conrade-like aspect;

and the case of nilitarismis not the only case of such

speci al i st submi ssion. The tinker and tailor, as well as the soldier
and sailor, require a certainrigidity of rapidity of action

at least, if the tinker is not organized that is largely why he does
not tink on any large scale. The tinker and tailor often represent
the two nomadi c races in Europe: the G psy and the Jew, but the Jew
al one has influence because he al one accepts some sort of discipline.
Man, we say, has two sides, the specialist side where he nust

have subordination, and the social side where he nust have equality.
There is a truth in the saying that ten tailors go to nake a man

but we must renmenber also that ten Poets Laureate or ten Astronomers Roya
go to make a man, too. Ten nmillion tradesnmen go to nake Man hinsel f;
but humanity consists of tradesmen when they are not tal ki ng shop
Now t he peculiar peril of our time, which | call for argument's sake
I mperialismor Caesarism is the conplete eclipse of conradeship

and equality by specialismand dom nation.

There are only two kinds of social structure conceivable--
personal governnent and inpersonal governnent. [If ny

anarchic friends will not have rules--they will have rul ers.
Preferring personal government, with its tact and flexibility,
is called Royalism Preferring inpersonal governnent,

with its dogmas and definitions, is called Republicanism

oj ecting broadm ndedly both to kings and creeds is called Bosh
at least, | know no nore philosophic word for it. You can

be gui ded by the shrewdness or presence of mind of one ruler,

or by the equality and ascertained justice of one rule; but you nust
have one or the other, or you are not a nation, but a nasty ness.
Now nen in their aspect of equality and debate adore the idea
of rules; they develop and conplicate themgreatly to excess.

A man finds far nore regul ations and definitions in his club
where there are rules, than in his honme, where there is a ruler.
A del i berate assenbly, the House of Commobns, for instance,
carries this numery to the point of a nmethodical nmadness.

The whol e systemis stiff with rigid unreason

like the Royal Court in Lewis Carroll. You would think

t he Speaker woul d speak; therefore he is nostly silent.

You would think a nan woul d take off his hat to stop and put

it on to go away; therefore he takes off his hat to wal k out

and puts in on to stop in. Nanes are forbidden, and a man

must call his own father "my right honorable friend the menber
for West Birm ngham" These are, perhaps, fantasies of decay:
but fundanentally they answer a masculine appetite.



Men feel that rules, even if irrational, are universal
nen feel that law is equal, even when it is not equitable.
There is a wild fairness in the thing--as there is in tossing up.

Again, it is gravely unfortunate that when critics do attack
such cases as the Commons it is always on the points

(perhaps the few points) where the Conmons are right.

They denounce the House as the Tal ki ng- Shop, and conplain that it
wastes tine in wordy mazes. Now this is just one respect in

whi ch the Commons are actually |ike the Conmon People. |If they
love leisure and | ong debate, it is be cause all nmen love it;
that they really represent England. There the Parlianment does
approach to the virile virtues of the pothouse.

The real truth is that adunbrated in the introductory section

when we spoke of the sense of home and property, as now we speak

of the sense of counsel and conmunity. Al men do naturally

| ove the idea of leisure, laughter, loud and equal argunent;

but there stands a specter in our hall. W are conscious

of the towering nodern challenge that is called specialism

or cut-throat conpetition--Business. Business wll have nothing

to do with leisure; business will have no truck with conradeshi p;
business will pretend to no patience with all the | ega

fictions and fantastic handi caps by which conradeship protects

its egalitarian ideal. The nodern millionaire, when engaged

in the agreeable and typical task of sacking his own father

will certainly not refer to himas the right honorable clerk from

t he Laburnum Road, Brixton. Therefore there has arisen in nodern
life a literary fashion devoting itself to the romance of business,
to great dem gods of greed and to fairyland of finance.

Thi s popul ar phil osophy is utterly despotic and anti-denocratic;
this fashion is the flower of that Caesarism against which | am
concerned to protest. The ideal mllionaire is strong in the
possession of a brain of steel. The fact that the real mllionaire
is rather nore often strong in the possession of a head of wood,
does not alter the spirit and trend of the idolatry. The essenti al
argunent is "Specialists nmust be despots; men nust be specialists.
You cannot have equality in a soap factory; so you cannot have

it anywhere. You cannot have conradeship in a wheat corner

so you cannot hare it at all. W nust have comrercial civilization
therefore we nust destroy denocracy." | know that plutocrats hare
sel dom sufficient fancy to soar to such exanples as soap or wheat.
They generally confine thenselves, with fine freshness of mnd

to a conparison between the state and a ship. One anti-denocratic
witer remarked that he would not like to sail in a vesse

i n which the cabin-boy had an equal vote with the captain.

It mght easily be urged in answer that many a ship (the Victoria,
for instance) was sunk because an adniral gave an order which a
cabi n-boy could see was wong. But this is a debating reply;

the essential fallacy is both deeper and sinpler. The elenentary fact
is that we were all born in a state; we were not all born on a ship;
i ke some of our great British bankers. A ship still remains

a specialist experinent, like a diving-bell or a flying ship:

in such peculiar perils the need for pronptitude constitutes the need
for autocracy. But we live and die in the vessel of the state;

and i f we cannot find freedom camaraderi e and the popul ar el ement
inthe state, we cannot find it at all. And the nodern doctrine

of commerci al despotismneans that we shall not find it at all

Qur specialist trades in their highly civilized state cannot

(it says) be run without the whole brutal business of bossing



and sacking, "too old at forty" and all the rest of the filth.
And they nust be run, and therefore we call on Caesar. Nobody but
t he Superman coul d descend to do such dirty work.

Now (to reiterate nmy title) this is what is wong. This is the huge
nodern heresy of altering the human soul to fit its conditions,

i nstead of altering human conditions to fit the human soul

If soap boiling is really inconsistent with brotherhood,

so much the worst for soap-boiling, not for brotherhood.

If civilization really cannot get on with denmocracy, so nuch

the worse for civilization, not for denocracy. Certainly, it would
be far better to go back to village comunes, if they really

are communes. Certainly, it would be better to do wi thout soap
rather than to do without society. Certainly, we would sacrifice
all our wires, wheels, systens, specialties, physical science

and frenzied finance for one hal f-hour of happiness such

as has often conme to us with conrades in a comon tavern

| do not say the sacrifice will be necessary; | only say it

will be easy.

* *x %

PART THREE

FEM NI SM OR THE M STAKE ABOUT WOVAN

* ok %

I
THE UNM LI TARY SUFFRAGETTE

It will be better to adopt in this chapter the same process

t hat appeared a piece of nental justice in the |ast.

My general opinions on the fem nine question are such as many
suffragi sts would warmy approve; and it would be easy to state
them wi t hout any open reference to the current controversy.

But just as it seenmed nore decent to say first that | was not
in favor of Inperialismeven in its practical and popul ar sense,
so it seens nore decent to say the sane of Fenml e Suffrage,
inits practical and popular sense. |n other words,

it isonly fair to state, however hurriedly, the superficia
objection to the Suffragettes before we go on to the really
subt| e questions behind the Suffrage.

Well, to get this honest but unpl easant busi ness over, the objection
to the Suffragettes is not that they are MIlitant Suffragettes.

On the contrary, it is that they are not nilitant enough
Arevolutionis amlitary thing; it has all the mlitary virtues;
one of which is that it cones to an end. Two parties fight

wi th deadly weapons, but under certain rules of arbitrary honor
the party that wi ns becomes the government and proceeds to govern.
The aimof civil war, like the aimof all war, is peace.

Now the Suffragettes cannot raise civil war in this

sol dierly and decisive sense; first, because they are wonen;

and, secondly, because they are very few wonen. But they can

rai se sonething el se; which is altogether another pair of shoes.
They do not create revolution; what they do create is anarchy;

and the difference between these is not a question of violence,
but a question of fruitfulness and finality. Revolution of its



nat ure produces governnent; anarchy only produces nore anarchy.
Men nmay have what opi nions they please about the beheading

of King Charles or King Louis, but they cannot deny that Bradshaw
and Crommel | ruled, that Carnot and Napol eon gover ned.

Soneone conquer ed; sonething occurred. You can only knock off
the King's head once. But you can knock off the King's hat any
nunber of times. Destruction is finite, obstruction is infinite:
so long as rebellion takes the formof mere disorder

(instead of an attenpt to enforce a new order) there is no |ogica
end to it; it can feed on itself and renew itself forever

I f Napol eon had not wanted to be a Consul, but only wanted to be
a nui sance, he could, possibly, have prevented any governnent
arising successfully out of the Revolution. But such a proceeding
woul d not have deserved the dignified nane of rebellion

It is exactly this unmlitant quality in the Suffragettes that nakes
their superficial problem The problemis that their action has none

of the advantages of ultimate violence; it does not afford a test.

War is a dreadful thing; but it does prove two points sharply

and unanswer abl y- - nunbers, and an unnatural valor. One does discover

the two urgent natters; how many rebels there are alive, and how nany

are ready to be dead. But a tiny mnority, even an interested nminority,
may maintain nere disorder forever. There is also, of course, in the case
of these women, the further falsity that is introduced by their sex.

It is false to state the matter as a nere brutal question of strength.

If his nuscles give a man a vote, then his horse ought to have two votes
and his el ephant five votes. The truth is nore subtle than that;

it is that bodily outbreak is a man's instinctive weapon, |ike the hoofs
to the horse or the tusks to the elephant. Al riot is a threat

of war; but the woman is brandi shing a weapon she can never use.

There are many weapons that she could and does use. |If (for exanple)

all the wonen nagged for a vote they would get it in a nonth.

But there again, one rmust renmenber, it would be necessary to get al

the wonen to nag. And that brings us to the end of the political surface
of the matter. The working objection to the Suffragette phil osophy

is sinply that overnastering mllions of wonen do not agree with it.

| am aware that some mmintain that wonen ought to have votes whether the
majority wants themor not; but this is surely a strange and childi sh case
of setting up fornmal denocracy to the destruction of actual denocracy.
What shoul d the mass of wonen decide if they do not decide their genera
place in the State? These people practically say that femal es may vote
about everything except about Femal e Suffrage.

But having again cleared ny conscience of ny nmerely politica
and possi bly unpopul ar opinion, I will again cast back and try
to treat the matter in a slower and nore synpathetic style
attenpt to trace the real roots of woman's position in

the western state, and the causes of our existing traditions

or perhaps prejudices upon the point. And for this purpose

it is again necessary to travel far fromthe nodern topic,

the nere Suffragette of today, and to go back to subjects which
t hough nuch nore old, are, | think, considerably nore fresh

Il
THE UNI VERSAL STI CK

Cast your eye round the roomin which you sit, and sel ect sone three



or four things that have been with nman al nbost since his beginning;
which at | east we hear of early in the centuries and often anong

the tribes. Let me suppose that you see a knife on the table,

a stick in the corner, or a fire on the hearth. About each of these
you will notice one speciality; that not one of themis special

Each of these ancestral things is a universal thing;

nmade to supply nmany different needs; and while tottering pedants

nose about to find the cause and origin of some old custom

the truth is that it had fifty causes or a hundred origins.

The knife is nmeant to cut wood, to cut cheese, to cut pencils,

to cut throats; for a nyriad ingenious or innocent human objects.

The stick is meant partly to hold a man up, partly to knock a nman down;
partly to point with like a finger-post, partly to balance with

like a balancing pole, partly to trifle with like a cigarette,

partly to kill with like a club of a giant; it is a crutch and a cudgel
an elongated finger and an extra leg. The case is the sane, of course,
with the fire; about which the strangest nodern views have arisen.

A queer fancy seens to be current that a fire exists to warm peopl e.

It exists to warm people, to light their darkness, to raise

their spirits, to toast their nmuffins, to air their roons,

to cook their chestnuts, to tell stories to their children, to nake
checkered shadows on their walls, to boil their hurried kettles,

and to be the red heart of a man's house and that hearth for which,

as the great heathens said, a nman should die.

Now it is the great mark of our nodernity that people are al ways
proposi ng substitutes for these old things; and these substitutes

al ways answer one purpose where the old thing answered ten. The nodern
man will wave a cigarette instead of a stick; he will cut his penci
with a little screwi ng pencil-sharpener instead of a knife; and he w ||
even boldly offer to be warned by hot water pipes instead of a fire.

| have my doubts about pencil-sharpeners even for sharpeni ng pencils;
and about hot water pipes even for heat. But when we think of al

those other requirenents that these institutions answered, there opens
bef ore us the whol e horrible harl equi nade of our civilization

W see as in a vision a world where a man tries to cut his throat with
a pencil -sharpener; where a man nust learn single-stick with a cigarette
where a man nmust try to toast muffins at electric | anps, and see red
and gol den castles in the surface of hot water pipes.

The principle of which | speak can be seen everywhere in a

conpari son between the anci ent and universal things and the nodern
and specialist things. The object of a theodolite is to lie |evel
the object of a stick is to swing |oose at any angle; to whirl

like the very wheel of liberty. The object of a lancet is to |ance;
when used for slashing, gashing, ripping, |opping off heads and |i nbs,
it is a disappointing instrunent. The object of an electric light is
nmerely to light (a despicable nodesty); and the object of an asbestos
stove . . . | wonder what is the object of an asbestos stove?

If a man found a coil of rope in a desert he could at | east

think of all the things that can be done with a coil of rope;

and sonme of them nmi ght even be practical. He could tow a boat

or lasso a horse. He could play cat's-cradle, or pick oakum

He coul d construct a rope-ladder for an el oping heiress, or cord

her boxes for a travelling nmaiden aunt. He could learn to tie a bow,
or he could hang hinmself. Far otherwise with the unfortunate
travell er who should find a tel ephone in the desert. You can

tel ephone with a tel ephone; you cannot do anything else with it.

And though this is one of the wildest joys of life, it falls by one
degree fromits full deliriumwhen there is nobody to answer you



The contention is, in brief, that you must pull up a hundred roots,

and not one, before you uproot any of these hoary and sinpl e expedients.
It is only with great difficulty that a nodem scientific sociol ogi st

can be got to see that any old nmethod has a leg to stand on.

But al nost every old method has four or five legs to stand on

Alnost all the old institutions are quadrupeds; and sonme of

them are centi pedes.

Consi der these cases, old and new, and you will observe

the operation of a general tendency. Everywhere there was

one big thing that served six purposes; everywhere now there
are six small things; or, rather (and there is the trouble),
there are just five and a half. Nevertheless, we will not

say that this separation and specialismis entirely usel ess

or inexcusable. | have often thanked God for the tel ephone;

| may any day thank God for the lancet; and there is none

of these brilliant and narrow i nventions (except, of course,

t he asbestos stove) which mght not be at some nonent

necessary and lovely. But | do not think the npst austere

uphol der of specialismw |l deny that there is in these old,
many-si ded institutions an elenent of unity and universality
which may well be preserved in its due proportion and pl ace
Spiritually, at least, it will be adnmtted that some all-round
bal ance is needed to equalize the extravagance of experts.

It would not be difficult to carry the parable of the knife

and stick into higher regions. Religion, the imortal nmaiden
has been a maid-of-all-work as well as a servant of nankind

She provided nen at once with the theoretic | aws of an unalterable
cosnos and also with the practical rules of the rapid and
thrilling gane of norality. She taught logic to the student

and told fairy tales to the children; it was her business

to confront the nanel ess gods whose fears are on all flesh,

and also to see the streets were spotted with silver and scarlet,
that there was a day for wearing ribbons or an hour for

ringing bells. The |large uses of religion have been broken

up into | esser specialities, just as the uses of the hearth
have been broken up into hot water pipes and electric bul bs.

The romance of ritual and col ored enbl em has been taken over

by that narrowest of all trades, nbdemart (the sort called art
for art's sake), and nen are in nodern practice inforned that they
may use all synbols so | ong as they nean nothing by them

The romance of consci ence has been dried up into the science

of ethics; which may well be call ed decency for decency's sake,
decency unborn of cosm c energies and barren of artistic flower.
The cry to the dimgods, cut off fromethics and cosnol ogy,

has becone nere Psychical Research. Everything has been
sundered from everything el se, and everything has grown col d.
Soon we shall hear of specialists dividing the tune from

the words of a song, on the ground that they spoil each other
and | did once neet a man who openly advocated the separation

of alnmonds and raisins. This world is all one wild divorce court;
neverthel ess, there are many who still hear in their souls

the thunder of authority of human habit; those whom Man hath
joined l et no nan sunder.

Thi s book must avoid religion, but there must (I say)

be many, religious and irreligious, who will concede

that this power of answering nany purposes was a sort

of strength which should not wholly die out of our lives.

As a part of personal character, even the noderns will agree that



many-si dedness is a nmerit and a nerit that nmay easily be overl ooked.
Thi s bal ance and universality has been the vision of many groups
of men in many ages. It was the Liberal Education of Aristotle;
the jack-of-all-trades artistry of Leonardo da Vinci and his friends;
t he august amateurishness of the Cavalier Person of Quality |ike
Sir WIlliam Tenple or the great Earl of Dorset. It has appeared
inliterature in our time in the nost erratic and opposite shapes,
set to alnpbst inaudible nmusic by Walter Pater and enunci at ed

t hrough a foghorn by Walt Whitman. But the great mass of mnen
have al ways been unable to achieve this literal universality,
because of the nature of their work in the world.

Not, let it be noted, because of the existence of their work.
Leonardo da Vinci rnmust have worked pretty hard; on the other hand,
many a governnent office clerk, village constable or elusive

pl unber nmay do (to all hunman appearance) no work at all

and yet show no signs of the Aristotelian universalism

VWhat makes it difficult for the average man to be a

uni versalist is that the average nan has to be a specialist;

he has not only to learn one trade, but to learn it so wel

as to uphold himin a nore or less ruthless society.

This is generally true of nales fromthe first hunter to the | ast
el ectrical engineer; each has not nerely to act, but to excel

Ni ntod has not only to be a mighty hunter before the Lord,

but also a mighty hunter before the other hunters.

The el ectrical engineer has to be a very electrical engineer

or he is outstripped by engineers yet nore el ectrical

Those very miracles of the human mind on which the nodern

world prides itself, and rightly in the main, would be

i mpossi ble without a certain concentration which disturbs

t he pure bal ance of reason nore than does religious bigotry.

No creed can be so limting as that awful adjuration that

t he cobbl er nust not go beyond his last. So the |argest and

wi | dest shots of our world are but in one direction and with

a defined trajectory: the gunner cannot go beyond his shot,

and his shot so often falls short; the astrononer cannot go
beyond his tel escope and his tel escope goes such a little way.

Al these are |ike men who have stood on the high peak of a nountain
and seen the horizon like a single ring and who then descend down
di fferent paths towards different towns, traveling slow or fast.
It is right; there nmust be people traveling to different towns;
there nust be specialists; but shall no one behold the horizon?
Shall all manki nd be specialist surgeons or peculiar plunbers;
shall all humanity be nmononaniac? Tradition has deci ded

that only half of humanity shall be nononmaniac. |t has decided
that in every hone there shall be a tradesman and a Jack- of
all-trades. But it has al so deci ded, anpbng ot her things,

that the Jack of-all-trades shall be a Gll-of-all-trades. It

has decided, rightly or wongly, that this specialism

and this universalismshall be divided between the sexes.

Cl everness shall be left for nen and wi sdom for wonen.

For cleverness kills wisdom that is one of the few sad

and certain things.

But for wonen this ideal of conprehensive capacity (or combn-sense)
nust | ong ago have been washed away. It nust have nelted

in the frightful furnaces of anbition and eager technicality.

A man nust be partly a one-idead man, because he is a

one-weaponed nman--and he is flung naked into the fight.

The worl d's demand cones to himdirect; to his wife indirectly.

In short, he nust (as the books on Success say) give "his best";



and what a small part of a nan "his best" is! H's second

and third best are often nmuch better. |If he is the first violin
he nmust fiddle for life; he nmust not renmenber that he is
a fine fourth bagpipe, a fair fifteenth billiard-cue, a foil

a fountain pen, a hand at whist, a gun, and an i nage of God

* *x %

11
THE EMANCI PATI ON OF DOVESTI CI TY

And it should be remarked in passing that this force upon a man to devel op
one feature has nothing to do with what is comonly called our conpetitive
system but would equally exist under any rationally conceivabl e kind

of Collectivism Unless the Socialists are frankly ready for a fal

in the standard of violins, tel escopes and electric lights, they mnust
sonmehow create a noral demand on the individual that he shall keep up

his present concentration on these things. It was only by nmen being

in sone degree specialist that there ever were any tel escopes; they nust
certainly be in sone degree specialist in order to keep them going.

It is not by making a man a State wage-earner that you can prevent him

t hi nki ng principally about the very difficult way he earns his wages.
There is only one way to preserve in the world that high levity and that
nore | eisurely outlook which fulfils the old vision of universalism

That is, to pernmit the existence of a partly protected half of hunmanity;

a hal f which the harassing industrial demand troubles indeed, but only
troubles indirectly. |In other words, there nmust be in every center

of humanity one human being upon a | arger plan; one who does not "give

her best," but gives her all.

Qur ol d anal ogy of the fire remains the nost workabl e one.

The fire need not blaze like electricity nor boil like boiling water;
its point is that it blazes nore than water and warns nore than |ight.
The wife is like the fire, or to put things in their proper proportion
the fireis like the wife. Like the fire, the woman i s expected

to cook: not to excel in cooking, but to cook; to cook better

t han her husband who is earning the coke by |ecturing on botany

or breaking stones. Like the fire, the woman is expected to tel

tales to the children, not original and artistic tales, but tales--
better tales than would probably be told by a first-class cook

Like the fire, the womman is expected to illuninate and ventil ate,

not by the nost startling revelations or the wildest w nds of thought,
but better than a man can do it after breaking stones or |ecturing.
But she cannot be expected to endure anything like this universa

duty if she is also to endure the direct cruelty of conpetitive or
bureaucratic toil. Wnan nust be a cook, but not a conpetitive cook
a school mstress, but not a conpetitive school m stress;

a house-decorator but not a conpetitive house-decorator; a dressnaker,
but not a conpetitive dressnmaker. She should have not one trade but
twenty hobbies; she, unlike the nan, may devel op all her second bests.
This is what has been really aimed at fromthe first in what

is called the seclusion, or even the oppression, of wonen.

Worren were not kept at hone in order to keep them narrow,

on the contrary, they were kept at honme in order to keep them broad.
The worl d outside the home was one mass of narrowness,

a maze of cranped paths, a nadhouse of nononani acs.

It was only by partly linmiting and protecting the woman that she

was enabled to play at five or six professions and so cone al nost

as near to God as the child when he plays at a hundred trades.



But the woman's professions, unlike the child' s, were all truly

and alnost terribly fruitful; so tragically real that nothing but

her universality and bal ance prevented t hem bei ng nerely norbid.

This is the substance of the contention | offer about the historic
femal e position. | do not deny that wonmen have been w onged

and even tortured; but | doubt if they were ever tortured so nuch

as they are tortured now by the absurd nodern attenpt to nake

t hem donesti c enpresses and competitive clerks at the sanme tine.

| do not deny that even under the old tradition wonen had

a harder time than nen; that is why we take off our hats.

I do not deny that all these various female functions were exasperating;
but | say that there was sone ai mand nmeaning i n keepi ng them vari ous.
| do not pause even to deny that wonman was a servant; but at | east

she was a general servant.

The shortest way of summarizing the position is to say that wonan
stands for the idea of Sanity; that intellectual hone to which

the mind nust return after every excursion on extravagance.

The nmind that finds its way to wild places is the poet's;

but the mind that never finds its way back is the lunatic's. There nust
in every machine be a part that noves and a part that stands still;
there nust be in everything that changes a part that is unchangeabl e.
And many of the phenomena which nmoderns hastily condemm are really parts
of this position of the woman as the center and pillar of health.

Much of what is called her subservience, and even her pliability,

is merely the subservience and pliability of a universal renedy;

she varies as nmedicines vary, with the disease. She has

to be an optim st to the norbid husband, a salutary pessimni st

to the happy-go-1ucky husband. She has to prevent the Quixote

from bei ng put upon, and the bully from putting upon others.

The French King wote--

"Toujours ferme varie Bien fol qui s'y fie,"

but the truth is that worman always varies, and that is exactly why
we always trust her. To correct every adventure and extravagance
with its antidote in conmon-sense is not (as the noderns

seemto think) to be in the position of a spy or a slave.

It is to be inthe position of Aristotle or (at the | owest)

Herbert Spencer, to be a universal norality, a conplete system

of thought. The slave flatters; the conplete noralist rebukes.

It is, in short, to be a Trimer in the true sense of that honorable term
whi ch for sonme reason or other is always used in a sense exactly
opposite to its owmn. It seens really to be supposed that a Tri nmer
neans a cowardly person who al ways goes over to the stronger side.

It really nmeans a highly chival rous person who al ways goes over

to the weaker side; like one who trins a boat by sitting where there
are few people seated. Wwman is a trinmer; and it is a generous,
dangerous and ronmantic trade.

The final fact which fixes this is a sufficiently plain one
Supposing it to be conceded that hunmanity has acted at | east

not unnaturally in dividing itself into tw hal ves, respectively
typifying the ideals of special talent and of general sanity
(since they are genuinely difficult to conbine conpletely in one
mnd), it is not difficult to see why the |line of cleavage has
followed the Iine of sex, or why the fermal e becane the enbl em

of the universal and the male of the special and superior

Two gigantic facts of nature fixed it thus: first, that the wonan
who frequently fulfilled her functions literally could not be



specially prom nent in experinent and adventure; and second,

that the same natural operation surrounded her with very young children
who require to be taught not so much anything as everything

Babi es need not to be taught a trade, but to be introduced to a world.
To put the matter shortly, wonan is generally shut up in a house
with a hunan being at the tine when he asks all the questions

that there are, and sone that there aren't. It would be odd

if she retained any of the narrowness of a specialist.

Now i f anyone says that this duty of general enlightenment

(even when freed fromnodern rules and hours, and exercised

nore spontaneously by a nore protected person) is in itself

too exacting and oppressive, | can understand the view.

I can only answer that our race has thought it worth while to cast
this burden on wormen in order to keep common-sense in the world.

But when people begin to talk about this donestic duty as not nerely
difficult but trivial and dreary, | sinply give up the question

For | cannot with the utnost energy of inmagination conceive what

t hey nmean. Wen donmesticity, for instance, is called drudgery,

all the difficulty arises froma double nmeaning in the word

I f drudgery only neans dreadfully hard work, | admit the woman
drudges in the hone, as a man m ght drudge at the Cathedral of Am ens
or drudge behind a gun at Trafalgar. But if it means that the hard
work is nmore heavy because it is trifling, colorless and of snal
import to the soul, then as | say, | give it up; | do not know

what the words nean. To be Queen Elizabeth within a definite area,
deci di ng sal es, banquets, l|abors and holidays; to be Witel ey

within a certain area, providing toys, boots, sheets cakes.

and books, to be Aristotle within a certain area, teaching norals,
manners, theol ogy, and hygi ene; | can understand how t his m ght
exhaust the mind, but | cannot inmagine howit could narrowit.

How can it be a large career to tell other people's children about
the Rule of Three, and a snall career to tell one's own children
about the universe? How can it be broad to be the sane thing

to everyone, and narrow to be everything to sonmeone? No; a wonan's
function is | aborious, but because it is gigantic, not because it

is mnute | will pity Ms. Jones for the hugeness of her task

I will never pity her for its snallness.

But though the essential of the woman's task is universality,

this does not, of course, prevent her from having one or two severe

t hough | argely whol esone prejudices. She has, on the whole,

been nore conscious than nman that she is only one half of humanity;

but she has expressed it (if one may say so of a lady) by getting her
teeth into the two or three things which she thinks she stands for

I woul d observe here in parenthesis that nmuch of the recent

of ficial trouble about wonmen has arisen fromthe fact that they
transfer to things of doubt and reason that sacred stubbornness

only proper to the primary things which a woman was set to guard.

One's own children, one's own altar, ought to be a matter of principle--
or if you like, a matter of prejudice. On the other hand,

who wote Junius's Letters ought not to be a principle or a prejudice,
it ought to be a matter of free and alnost indifferent inquiry.

But take an energetic nodern girl secretary to a | eague

to show that George Il wote Junius, and in three nonths she

will believe it, too, out of mere loyalty to her enployers.

Modern woren defend their office with all the fierceness of domesticity.
They fight for desk and typewiter as for hearth and home, and devel op
a sort of wolfish wifehood on behalf of the invisible head of the firm
That is why they do office work so well; and that is why they ought

not to do it.



IV
THE ROMANCE OF THRIFT

The |l arger part of womanki nd, however, have had to fight for things
slightly nore intoxicating to the eye than the desk or the typewiter;
and it cannot be denied that in defending these, wonen have devel oped
the quality called prejudice to a powerful and even nenaci ng degree.
But these prejudices will always be found to fortify the main position
of the woman, that she is to remain a general overseer, an autocrat
within small conpass but on all sides. On the one or two points

on which she really msunderstands the man's position, it is al nbst
entirely in order to preserve her own. The two points on which wonan,
actually and of herself, is npst tenacious may be roughly sunmmari zed
as the ideal of thrift and the ideal of dignity

Unfortunately for this book it is witten by a nale, and these

two qualities, if not hateful to a nan, are at least hateful in a man.
But if we are to settle the sex question at all fairly,

all males nust make an inmginative attenpt to enter into

the attitude of all good wonmen toward these two things.

The difficulty exists especially, perhaps, in the thing called thrift;
we nen have so nmuch encouraged each other in throw ng noney

right and left, that there has cone at last to be a sort

of chivalrous and poetical air about |osing sixpence.

But on a broader and nore candid consideration the case

scarcely stands so.

Thrift is the really romantic thing; econony is nore romantic

t han extravagance. Heaven knows | for one speak disinterestedly
inthe matter; for | cannot clearly remenber saving a hal f-penny ever
since | was born. But the thing is true; econony, properly understood,
is the nore poetic. Thrift is poetic because it is creative;

waste is unpoetic because it is waste. It is prosaic to throw

noney away, because it is prosaic to throw anything away;

it is negative; it is a confession of indifference, that is,

it is a confession of failure. The nobst prosaic thing about

the house is the dustbin, and the one great objection to the new
fastidious and aesthetic homestead is sinply that in such

a noral nenage the dustbin nust be bigger than the house.

If a man coul d undertake to nmake use of all things in his dusthin

he woul d be a broader genius than Shakespeare. Wen science

began to use by-products; when science found that colors could

be made out of coaltar, she nade her greatest and perhaps

her only claimon the real respect of the human soul

Now the ai mof the good wonan is to use the by-products, or

in other words, to rummage in the dustbin.

A man can only fully conprehend it if he thinks of sone sudden joke
or expedient got up with such materials as may be found in a private
house on a rainy day. A nan's definite daily work is generally

run with such rigid conveni ence of nodern science that thrift,

t he picking up of potential helps here and there, has al npst

becorme unnmeaning to him He cones across it nmost (as | say)

when he is playing some gane within four walls; when in charades,

a hearthrug will just do for a fur coat, or a tea-cozy just do

for a cocked hat; when a toy theater needs tinber and cardboard,



and the house has just enough firewood and just enough bandboxes.
This is the man's occasional glinpse and pl easi ng parody of thrift.
But many a good housekeeper plays the same ganme every day

with ends of cheese and scraps of silk, not because she is nean,
but on the contrary, because she is nagnani nous; because she

wi shes her creative nercy to be over all her works, that not one
sardi ne shoul d be destroyed, or cast as rubbish to the void,

when she has nmade the pile conplete.

The nodern world nust sonehow be made to understand

(in theology and other things) that a view may be vast,

broad, universal, liberal and yet cone into conflict with
another view that is vast, broad, universal and liberal also.
There is never a war between two sects, but only between two

uni versal Catholic Churches. The only possible collision

is the collision of one cosnmbs with another. So in a smaller
way it must be first made clear that this femal e econonic idea
is a part of that female variety of outlook and all-round

art of life which we have already attributed to the sex:

thrift is not a small or timd or provincial thing; it is part
of that great idea of the woman watching on all sides out of all
the wi ndows of the soul and being answerabl e for everything

For in the average human house there is one hol e by

whi ch noney cones in and a hundred by which it goes out;

man has to do with the one hole, woman with the hundred.

But though the very stinginess of a woman is a part of her
spiritual breadth, it is none the less true that it brings her
into conflict with the special kind of spiritual breadth that

bel ongs to the nmales of the tribe. 1t brings her into conflict
wi th that shapel ess cataract of Conradeship, of chaotic feasting
and deaf eni ng debate, which we noted in the | ast section

The very touch of the eternal in the two sexual tastes brings
themthe nore into antagonism for one stands for a universal
vigilance and the other for an alnost infinite output.

Partly through the nature of his noral weakness, and partly

t hrough the nature or his physical strength, the male is
normal Iy prone to expand things into a sort of eternity;

he always thinks of a dinner party as lasting all night;

and he always thinks of a night as lasting forever.

When the working wormen in the poor districts cone to the doors
of the public houses and try to get their husbands hone,

simpl e mi nded "social workers" always inmagine that every husband
is atragic drunkard and every wi fe a broken-hearted saint.

It never occurs to themthat the poor wonan is only doi ng under
coarser conventions exactly what every fashionabl e hostess does
when she tries to get the nmen from arguing over the cigars to cone
and gossip over the teacups. These wonen are not exasperated
nerely at the anount of noney that is wasted in beer; they are
exasperated also at the amount of time that is wasted in talk.

It is not nerely what goeth into the nouth but what coneth

out the nmouth that, in their opinion, defileth a man.

They will raise against an argument (like their sisters of all ranks)
the ridicul ous objection that nobody is convinced by it;

as if a man wanted to nmake a body-slave of anybody with whom he had
pl ayed single-stick. But the real fenale prejudice on this point
is not without a basis; the real feeling is this, that the nost
mascul i ne pl easures have a quality of the epheneral. A duchess
may ruin a duke for a di anond neckl ace; but there is the neckl ace.
A coster may ruin his wife for a pot of beer; and where is the beer?
The duchess quarrels with anot her duchess in order to crush her



to produce a result; the coster does not argue wth another
coster in order to convince him but in order to enjoy at once

t he sound of his own voice, the clearness of his own opinions

and the sense of masculine society. There is this el enent

of a fine fruitlessness about the nmal e enjoynents; wine is poured
into a bottonl ess bucket; thought plunges into a bottom ess abyss.
Al this has set woman agai nst the Public House--that is,

agai nst the Parlianent House. She is there to prevent waste;

and the "pub" and the parliament are the very pal aces of waste.
In the upper classes the "pub" is called the club, but that makes
no nore difference to the reason than it does to the rhyne.

H gh and | ow, the woman's objection to the Public House is
perfectly definite and rational, it is that the Public House
wastes the energies that could be used on the private house

As it is about feminine thrift against masculine waste,

so it is about fem nine dignity against nmascul i ne rowdi ness.

The wonman has a fixed and very well-founded idea that if

she does not insist on good manners nobody else will.

Babi es are not al ways strong on the point of dignity,

and grown-up nen are quite unpresentable. It is true that

there are many very polite nmen, but none that | ever heard

of who were not either fascinating women or obeying them

But indeed the female ideal of dignity, like the female idea

of thrift, |ies deeper and nay easily be m sunderstood.

It rests ultimately on a strong idea of spiritual isolation

t he sane that makes wonen religious. They do not |ike being
nelted down; they dislike and avoid the nmob That anonynous
quality we have remarked in the club conversation would be comon
i npertinence in a case of ladies. | renenber an artistic

and eager |ady asking me in her grand green draw ng-room whet her
| believed in conradeship between the sexes, and why not.

I was driven back on offering the obvious and sincere answer
"Because if | were to treat you for two mnutes |like a conrade
you would turn me out of the house."” The only certain rule on
this subject is always to deal with woman and never w th wonen.
"Wren" is a profligate word; | have used it repeatedly in

this chapter; but it always has a blackguard sound. It snells
of oriental cynicismand hedonism Every wonman is a captive queen
But every crowd of woren is only a harem broken | oose

| am not expressing ny own views here, but those of nearly

all the wonen | have known. It is quite unfair to say that

a wonan hates other women individually; but I think it would

be quite true to say that she detests themin a confused heap

And this is not because she despi ses her own sex, but because she
respects it; and respects especially that sanctity and separation
of each itemwhich is represented in manners by the idea of dignity
and in norals by the idea of chastity.

\Y

THE COLDNESS OF CHLOE

We hear nmuch of the human error which accepts what is sham
and what is real. But it is worth while to renenber that with

unfam liar things we often mistake what is real for what is sham
It is true that a very young man may think the wig of an



actress is her hair. But it is equally true that a child

yet younger may call the hair of a negro his wg.

Just because the woolly savage is renote and barbaric he seens

to be unnaturally neat and tidy. Everyone nmust have noticed

the sane thing in the fixed and al nost of fensive col or

of all unfamliar things, tropic birds and tropic bl ossons.

Tropic birds | ook Iike staring toys out of a toy-shop. Tropic flowers
simply look like artificial flowers, like things cut out of wax.
This is a deep matter, and, | think, not unconnected with divinity;
but anyhow it is the truth that when we see things for the first
time we feel instantly that they are fictive creations;

we feel the finger of God. It is only when we are thoroughly used
to themand our five wits are wearied, that we see themas wld
and objectless; like the shapeless tree-tops or the shifting cloud.
It is the design in Nature that strikes us first; the sense

of the crosses and confusions in that design only cones

afterwards through experience and an al nost eeri e nonotony.

If a man saw the stars abruptly by accident he woul d

think themas festive and as artificial as a firework.

We talk of the folly of painting the lily; but if we saw

the Iily without warning we should think that it was painted.

We talk of the devil not being so black as he is painted,

but that very phrase is a testinmony to the kinship between

what is called vivid and what is called artificial

If the nodern sage had only one glinpse of grass and sky,

he woul d say that grass was not as green as it was painted;

that sky was not as blue as it was painted. |If one could see
t he whol e uni verse suddenly, it would I ook Iike a bright-colored toy,
just as the South Anerican hornbill |ooks Iike a bright-colored toy.

And so they are--both of them 1 nean.

But it was not with this aspect of the startling air of

artifice about all strange objects that | nmeant to deal

| mean nerely, as a guide to history, that we should not be surprised
if things wought in fashions renote fromours seemartificial

we shoul d convince ourselves that nine times out of ten

these things are nakedly and al nost indecently honest.

You will hear nmen talk of the frosted classicismof Corneille
or of the powdered ponposities of the eighteenth century,
but all these phrases are very superficial. There never was

an artificial epoch. There never was an age of reason

Men were always nen and wonmen woren: and their two generous appetites
al ways were the expression of passion and the telling of truth.

We can see sonething stiff and quaint in their node of expression

just as our descendants will see sonething stiff and quai nt

in our coarsest slumsketch or our nost naked pathol ogi cal play.

But men have never tal ked about anything but inmportant things;

and the next force in femninity which we have to consider can

be considered best perhaps in sone dusty old volunme of verses

by a person of quality.

The eighteenth century is spoken of as the period of artificiality,

in externals at |east; but, indeed, there may be two words about that.

In nodern speech one uses artificiality as neaning indefinitely a sort

of deceit; and the eighteenth century was far too artificial to deceive.
It cultivated that conpletest art that does not conceal the art.

Its fashions and costunes positively revealed nature by allowing artifice;
as in that obvious instance of a barbering that frosted every head with
the sane silver. 1t would be fantastic to call this a quaint humlity
that conceal ed youth; but, at least, it was not one with the evil pride



that conceals old age. Under the eighteenth century fashi on people
did not so nmuch all pretend to be young, as all agree to be old.
The sane applies to the nost odd and unnatural of their fashions;
they were freakish, but they were not false. A |lady may or may

not be as red as she is painted, but plainly she was not so bl ack
as she was pat ched.

But | only introduce the reader into this atnosphere of the ol der
and franker fictions that he may be induced to have patience for a
nonent with a certain elenent which is very comon in the decoration
and literature of that age and of the two centuries preceding it.

It is necessary to mention it in such a connection because it

is exactly one of those things that |ook as superficial as powder,
and are really as rooted as hair

In all the old flowery and pastoral |ove-songs, those of the

sevent eenth and ei ghteenth centuries especially, you will find

a perpetual reproach against woman in the matter of her col dness;
ceaseless an stale simles that conpare her eyes to northern stars,

her heart to ice, or her bosomto snow. Now nost of us have al ways
supposed these old and iterant phrases to be a nmere pattern of dead words,
athing like a cold wall-paper. Yet | think those old cavalier poets

who wrote about the col dness of Chloe had hold of a psychol ogica

truth mssed in nearly all the realistic novels of today.

Qur psychol ogi cal romancers perpetually represent wives as striking
terror into their husbands by rolling on the floor, gnashing their teeth,
throwi ng about the furniture or poisoning the coffee; all this upon

some strange fixed theory that wonmen are what they call enotional

But in truth the old and frigid formis much nearer to the vital fact.
Most nen if they spoke with any sincerity would agree that the nost
terrible quality in wonen, whether in friendship, courtship or narriage,
was not so nuch being enotional as being unenotional

There is an awful arnor of ice which nmay be the legitinate protection
of a nore delicate organism but whatever be the psychol ogi ca

expl anati on there can surely be no question of the fact.

The instinctive cry of the female in anger is noli ne tangere.

| take this as the nost obvious and at the sane tine the |east
hackneyed i nstance of a fundanental quality in the fenale tradition
whi ch has tended in our tinme to be al nost i mmeasurably m sunder st ood,
both by the cant of noralists and the cant of immoralists.

The proper name for the thing is nodesty; but as we live in an age

of prejudice and nmust not call things by their right names,

we will yield to a nore nodern nonenclature and call it dignity.
VWhat ever else it is, it is the thing which a thousand poets and
amllion |overs have called the coldness of Chloe. It is akin

to the classical, and is at |least the opposite of the grotesque.
And since we are talking here chiefly in types and synbol s,

per haps as good an enbodi nent as any of the idea may

be found in the nere fact of a wonan wearing a skirt.

It is highly typical of the rabid plagiarismwhich now passes
everywhere for emancipation, that a little while ago it was comon
for an "advanced" woman to claimthe right to wear trousers;

a right about as grotesque as the right to wear a fal se nose.
Whet her fermale liberty is nmuch advanced by the act of wearing

a skirt on each leg | do not know, perhaps Turkish wonmen m ght
of fer some information on the point. But if the western woman
wal ks about (as it were) trailing the curtains of the harem
with her, it is quite certain that the woven mansion is neant
for a peranbul ati ng pal ace, not for a peranbul ating prison.



It is quite certain that the skirt rneans fenmale dignity,

not femal e subnission; it can be proved by the sinplest of all tests.
No ruler would deliberately dress up in the recognized fetters

of a slave; no judge woul d appear covered with broad arrows.

But when nmen wish to be safely inpressive, as judges,

priests or kings, they do wear skirts, the long, trailing robes

of female dignity The whole world is under petticoat governnent;

for even nen wear petticoats when they wi sh to govern

Vi
THE PEDANT AND THE SAVACE

We say then that the female holds up with two strong arms these two
pillars of civilization; we say also that she could do neither,
but for her position; her curious position of private omi potence,
universality on a snall scale. The first elenent is thrift;

not the destructive thrift of the miser, but the creative

thrift of the peasant; the second elenent is dignity,

which is but the expression of sacred personality and privacy.
Now | know t he question that will be abruptly and automatically
asked by all that know the dull tricks and turns of the nodern
sexual quarrel. The advanced person will at once begin to argue
about whether these instincts are inherent and inevitable

in wonman or whether they are nmerely prejudi ces produced

by her history and education. Now | do not propose to discuss
whet her woman coul d now be educated out of her habits touching
thrift and dignity; and that for two excellent reasons.

First it is a question which cannot conceivably ever find

any answer: that is why nodern people are so fond of it.

Fromthe nature of the case it is obviously inpossible

to deci de whether any of the peculiarities of civilized

man have been strictly necessary to his civilization

It is not self-evident (for instance), that even the habit

of standing upright was the only path of hunman progress.

There m ght have been a quadrupedal civilization, in which a city
gentl eman put on four boots to go to the city every norning

O there mght have been a reptilian civilization, in which

he rolled up to the office on his stomach; it is inpossible to say
that intelligence night not have devel oped in such creatures.

Al we can say is that nan as he is wal ks upright; and that wonan
i s sonething al nost nore upright than uprightness.

And the second point is this: that upon the whole we rather

prefer wonmen (nay, even nen) to wal k upright; so we do not waste much
of our noble lives in inventing any other way for themto walk.

In short, my second reason for not specul ati ng upon whet her wonan

m ght get rid of these peculiarities, is that | do not want her to
get rid of them nor does she. | wll not exhaust ny intelligence
by inventing ways in which mankind mght unlearn the violin or
forget how to ride horses; and the art of donesticity seens to ne

as special and as valuable as all the ancient arts of our race.

Nor do | propose to enter at all into those form ess and fl oundering
specul ati ons about how worman was or is regarded in the primtive
times that we cannot renenber, or in the savage countries which we
cannot understand. Even if these people segregated their wonen

for low or barbaric reasons it would not nake our reasons barbaric;



and | am haunted with a tenaci ous suspicion that these people's
feelings were really, under other forns, very much the same as ours.
Sone inpatient trader, some superficial mssionary, wal ks across

an island and sees the squaw digging in the fields while the man

is playing a flute; and inmedi ately says that the nan is a nere

lord of creation and the woman a nere serf. He does not renenber
that he might see the sanme thing in half the back gardens in Brixton
nerely because wonen are at once nore conscientious and nore inpatient,
while nen are at once nore qui escent and nore greedy for pleasure.

It may often be in Hawaii sinply as it is in Hoxton. That is,

t he wonman does not work because the man tells her to work and she obeys.
On the contrary, the worman wor ks because she has told the man

to work and he hasn't obeyed. | do not affirmthat this

is the whole truth, but | do affirmthat we have too little
conprehensi on of the souls of savages to know how far it is untrue.

It is the sane with the relations of our hasty and surface science,
with the problem of sexual dignity and nodesty. Professors find al
over the world fragnentary cerenonies in which the bride affects some
sort of reluctance, hides from her husband, or runs away from him
The professor then ponpously proclains that this is a surviva

of Marriage by Capture. | wonder he never says that the vei

thrown over the bride is really a net. | gravely doubt whether

worren ever were married by capture | think they pretended to be;

as they do still.

It is equally obvious that these two necessary sanctities

of thrift and dignity are bound to come into collision

with the wordi ness, the wasteful ness, and the perpetual

pl easur e- seeki ng of mascul i ne conpani onship. Wse wonen all ow
for the thing; foolish wonen try to crush it; but all wonen try
to counteract it, and they do well. In nany a hone all round

us at this nonment, we know that the nursery rhyne is reversed.

The queen is in the counting-house, counting out the noney.

The king is in the parlor, eating bread and honey.

But it rmust be strictly understood that the king has captured

the honey in sone heroic wars. The quarrel can be found

in nmol dering Gothic carvings and in crabbed G eek nmanuscripts.

In every age, in every land, in every tribe and village, has been
waged t he great sexual war between the Private House and the
Public House. | have seen a collection of medi aeval English poens,
di vided into sections such as "Religious Carols," "Drinking Songs,"
and so on; and the section headed, "Poens of Domestic Life"
consisted entirely (literally, entirely) of the conplaints

of husbands who were bullied by their wives. Though the English
was archaic, the words were in nany cases precisely the sane

as those which | have heard in the streets and public houses

of Battersea, protests on behalf of an extension of tine and talk,
protests agai nst the nervous inpatience and the devouring
utilitarianismof the female. Such, | say, is the quarrel

it can never be anything but a quarrel; but the aimof all norals
and all society is to keep it a lovers' quarrel

* *x %
VI |
THE MODERN SURRENDER OF WOVAN

But in this corner called England, at this end of the century,
t here has happened a strange and startling thing. Openly and to al



appearance, this ancestral conflict has silently and abruptly ended;
one of the two sexes has suddenly surrendered to the other

By the beginning of the twentieth century, within the |ast

few years, the woman has in public surrendered to the nan.

She has seriously and officially owed that the man has been

right all along; that the public house (or Parlianent) is really
nore inportant than the private house; that politics are not

(as woman had al ways mai ntai ned) an excuse for pots of beer

but are a sacred solemity to which new femal e worshi pers may kneel
that the talkative patriots in the tavern are not only admrable
but enviable; that talk is not a waste of time, and therefore

(as a consequence, surely) that taverns are not a waste of noney.
Al we nmen had grown used to our wi ves and nothers,

and grandnot hers, and great aunts all pouring a chorus of

cont enpt upon our hobbies of sport, drink and party politics.

And now cones M ss Pankhurst with tears in her eyes,

owning that all the women were wong and all the nmen were right;
hunbly inploring to be adnitted into so nuch as an outer court,
from whi ch she nmay catch a glinpse of those masculine nerits

whi ch her erring sisters had so thoughtl essly scorned.

Now t hi s devel opnent naturally perturbs and even paral yzes us.

Mal es, like females, in the course of that old fight between the public
and private house, had indulged in overstatenment and extravagance,
feeling that they nust keep up their end of the see-saw. W told
our wives that Parliament had sat |ate on nost essential business;
but it never crossed our ninds that our wi ves would believe it.

We said that everyone nmust have a vote in the country; simlarly our
wi ves said that no one nust have a pipe in the drawi ng room

In both cases the idea was the sane. "It does not natter nuch,

but if you et those things slide there is chaos." W said that
Lord Huggins or M. Buggi ns was absolutely necessary to the country.
We knew quite well that nothing is necessary to the country

except that the nen should be nen and the wonen wonen.

We knew this; we thought the wonen knew it even nore clearly;

and we thought the wonen would say it. Suddenly, w thout warning,
t he wonen have begun to say all the nonsense that we ourselves
hardly believed when we said it. The solemity of politics;

the necessity of votes; the necessity of Huggins; the necessity

of Buggins; all these flowin a pellucid streamfromthe |ips

of all the suffragette speakers. | suppose in every fight,

however ol d, one has a vague aspiration to conquer; but we never
wanted to conquer wonen so conpletely as this. W only expected
that they mght leave us a little nore margin for our nonsense;

we never expected that they would accept it seriously as sense.
Therefore | amall at sea about the existing situation

| scarcely know whether to be relieved or enraged by this
substitution of the feeble platformlecture for the forcible
curtain-lecture. | amlost without the trenchant and candid

Ms. Caudle. | really do not know what to do with the prostrate
and penitent M ss Pankhurst. This surrender of the nbdem wonman
has taken us all so much by surprise that it is desirable to pause
a nonent, and collect our wits about what she is really saying.

As | have already renarked, there is one very sinple answer to all this;
t hese are not the nodern wonen, but about one in two thousand

of the nodern wonen. This fact is inmportant to a denocrat;

but it is of very little inportance to the typically nodern m nd

Both the characteristic nodern parties believed in a governnent

by the few, the only difference is whether it is the Conservative



few or Progressive few. |t mght be put, sonewhat coarsely perhaps,

by saying that one believes in any mnority that is rich and the other
inany mnority that is mad. But in this state of things the denocratic
argunent obviously falls out for the nmoment; and we are bound

to take the promnent minority, nerely because it is promnent.

Let us elimnate altogether fromour mnds the thousands of wonmen who
detest this cause, and the nillions of wonen who have hardly heard of it.
Let us concede that the English people itself is not and will not

be for a very long time within the sphere of practical politics.

Let us confine ourselves to saying that these particular women want

a vote and to asking thenselves what a vote is. |If we ask these

| adi es ourselves what a vote is, we shall get a very vague reply.

It is the only question, as a rule, for which they are not prepared.

For the truth is that they go mainly by precedent; by the nere fact

that nmen have votes already. So far from being a nmutinous novenent,

it isreally a very Conservative one; it is in the narrowest rut of

the British Constitution. Let us take a little wi der and freer sweep

of thought and ask ourselves what is the ultimte point and neaning

of this odd business called voting.

* *x %

VI
THE BRAND OF THE FLEUR-DE-LI S

Seenmingly fromthe dawn of man all nations have had governments

and all nations have been ashaned of them Nothing is nore openly
fallacious than to fancy that in ruder or sinpler ages ruling,

j udgi ng and puni shing appeared perfectly innocent and dignified.

These things were always regarded as the penalties of the Fall

as part of the hunmiliation of mankind, as bad in thensel ves.

That the king can do no wong was never anything but a legal fiction
and it is alegal fiction still. The doctrine of Divine R ght was not
a piece of idealism but rather a piece of realism a practical way

of ruling amd the ruin of humanity; a very pragmati st piece of faith.
The religious basis of governnent was not so nuch that people

put their trust in princes, as that they did not put their trust

in any child of man. It was so with all the ugly institutions

whi ch di sfigure human history. Torture and slavery were never talked
of as good things; they were always tal ked of as necessary evils.

A pagan spoke of one man owning ten slaves just as a nodern business
man speaks of one nmerchant sacking ten clerks: "It's very horrible;
but how el se can society be conducted?" A nedi aeval schol astic regarded
the possibility of a nman being burned to death just as a nodern

busi ness man regards the possibility of a man being starved to death:
"It is a shocking torture; but can you organi ze a painl ess worl d?"

It is possible that a future society may find a way of doing w thout

t he question by hunger as we have done wi thout the question by fire.
It is equally possible, for the matter of that, that a future society
may reestablish legal torture with the whol e apparatus of rack and fagot.
The nost nodern of countries, Anerica, has introduced with a vague
savor of science, a nmethod which it calls "the third degree."

This is sinply the extortion of secrets by nervous fatigue;

which is surely uncommonly close to their extortion by bodily pain.
And this is legal and scientific in Anerica. Amateur ordinary Anerica,
of course, sinply burns people alive in broad daylight, as they

did in the Reformati on Wars. But though sone punishnents are nore

i nhuman than others there is no such thing as humane puni shnent.

As long as nineteen nen claimthe right in any sense or shape to take



hold of the twentieth nan and nake himeven nildly unconfortable,

so |l ong the whol e proceeding nust be a huniliating one for all concerned.
And the proof of how poignantly men have always felt this lies in the fact
t hat the headsman and the hangman, the jailors and the torturers,

were al ways regarded not nerely with fear but with contenpt;

while all kinds of careless smters, bankrupt knights and swashbuckl ers
and outlaws, were regarded with indul gence or even adniration. To kill

a man | awl essly was pardoned. To kill a man lawfully was unpardonabl e.
The nost bare-faced duelist mght al nost brandi sh his weapon

But the executioner was al ways nasked.

This is the first essential elenment in governnent, coercion; a necessary
but not a noble elenent. | may remark in passing that when people
say that governnent rests on force they give an admirable instance

of the foggy and nuddl ed cynici smof nodernity. Governnment does

not rest on force. Governnment is force; it rests on consent or a
conception of justice. A king or a community holding a certain thing
to be abnormal, evil, uses the general strength to crush it out;

the strength is his tool, but the belief is his only sanction

You night as well say that glass is the real reason for tel escopes.
But arising fromwhatever reason the act of governnent is coercive
and is burdened with all the coarse and painful qualities of coercion.
And if anyone asks what is the use of insisting on the ugliness

of this task of state violence since all mankind is condemmed

to enploy it, | have a sinple answer to that. It would be

useless to insist onit if all humanity were condenmed to it.

But it is not irrelevant to insist on its ugliness so long as half

of humanity is kept out of it

Al'l governnent then is coercive; we happen to have created

a government which is not only coercive; but collective.

There are only two kinds of governnent, as | have al ready said,

t he despotic and the denocratic. Aristocracy is not a governnent,
it is ariot; that nost effective kind of riot, a riot

of the rich. The nost intelligent apologists of aristocracy,
sophists |ike Burke and Nietzsche, have never clai ned

for aristocracy any virtues but the virtues of a riot,

the accidental virtues, courage, variety and adventure.

There is no case anywhere of aristocracy having established a universa
and applicable order, as despots and denocraci es have often done;
as the last Caesars created the Roman |aw, as the |ast Jacobins
created the Code Napoleon. Wth the first of these elenentary
forms of governnent, that of the king or chieftain, we are not
inthis matter of the sexes imediately concerned. W shall return
toit later when we remark how differently nankind has dealt with
female clainms in the despotic as against the denocratic field.

But for the nmonent the essential point is that in self-governing
countries this coercion of crinmnals is a collective coercion

The abnormal person is theoretically thunped by a mllion

fists and kicked by a million feet. If a man is flogged we

all flogged him if a man is hanged, we all hanged him

That is the only possible neaning of denocracy, which can give
any neaning to the first two syllables and also to the |ast two.
In this sense each citizen has the high responsibility of a rioter
Every statute is a declaration of war, to be backed by arms.

Every tribunal is a revolutionary tribunal. 1In a republic

all punishnent is as sacred and sol emn as |ynchi ng.

* x %



I X
SINCERI TY AND THE GALLOWS

When, therefore, it is said that the tradition against Fenal e Suffrage
keeps wonen out of activity, social influence and citizenship,

let us a little nore soberly and strictly ask ourselves what it
actual ly does keep her out of. It does definitely keep her out

of the collective act of coercion; the act of punishnent by a nob
The human tradition does say that, if twenty nen hang a man from
a tree or |anmp-post, they shall be twenty nen and not wonen.

Now | do not think any reasonable Suffragist will deny

that exclusion fromthis function, to say the least of it,

m ght be mmintained to be a protection as well as a veto.

No candid person will wholly dismss the proposition that the idea
of having a Lord Chancellor but not a Lady Chancell or may at | east
be connected with the idea of having a headsnman but not a headswoman,
a hangman but not a hangworman. Nor will it be adequate to answer
(as is so often answered to this contention) that in nodern
civilization wonen would not really be required to capture,

to sentence, or to slay; that all this is done indirectly,

that specialists kill our crimnals as they kill our cattle

To urge this is not to urge the reality of the vote, but to urge
its unreality. Denocracy was neant to be a nore direct way

of ruling, not a nore indirect way; and if we do not feel that we
are all jailers, so much the worse for us, and for the prisoners.
If it is really an unwomanly thing to | ock up a robber

or atyrant, it ought to be no softening of the situation

that the woman does not feel as if she were doing the thing

that she certainly is doing. It is bad enough that nmen can

only associate on paper who coul d once associate in the street;

it is bad enough that nen have made a vote very nmuch of a fiction
It is nuch worse that a great class should claimthe vote be cause
it is afiction, who would be sickened by it if it were a fact.

If votes for women do not nean nobs for wonen they do not nean
what they were nmeant to nean. A wonan can nake a cross on a

paper as well as a nman; a child could do it as well as a woman;
and a chi npanzee after a few |l essons could do it as well as a child.
But nobody ought to regard it nerely as nmmking a cross on paper
everyone ought to regard it as what it ultimately is, branding the
fleur-de-lis, marking the broad arrow, signing the death warrant.
Bot h nen and wonmen ought to face nore fully the things they

do or cause to be done; face themor |eave off doing them

On that disastrous day when public executions were abolished,
private executions were renewed and ratified, perhaps forever
Things grossly unsuited to the noral sentinent of a society cannot
be safely done in broad daylight; but | see no reason why we
should not still be roasting heretics alive, in a private room

It is very likely (to speak in the manner foolishly called Irish)
that if there were public executions there would be no executions.
The ol d open-air punishnents, the pillory and the gibbet, at |east
fixed responsibility upon the law, and in actual practice they gave
the nob an opportunity of throwing roses as well as rotten eggs;
of crying "Hosannah" as well as "Crucify.” But | do not |ike

t he public executioner being turned into the private executioner

| think it is a crooked oriental, sinister sort of business,

and snells of the harem and the divan rather than of the forum
and the market place. |In nodern tines the official has |ost

all the social honor and dignity of the commobn hangnan.



He is only the bearer of the bowstring.

Here, however, | suggest a plea for a brutal publicity

only in order to enphasize the fact that it is this bruta
publicity and nothing el se fromwhi ch wonen have been excl uded.
| also say it to enphasize the fact that the nmere nodern
veiling of the brutality does not nake the situation different,
unl ess we openly say that we are giving the suffrage, not only
because it is power but because it is not, or in other words,
that wonen are not so nuch to vote as to play voting.

No suffragist, | suppose, will take up that position; and a few
suffragists will wholly deny that this human necessity of pains
and penalties is an ugly, humiliating business, and that good
notives as well as bad may have hel ped to keep wonen out of it.
More than once | have remarked in these pages that fenale
limtations may be the linits of a tenple as well as of

a prison, the disabilities of a priest and not of a pariah.

| noted it, | think, in the case of the pontifical fem nine dress.
In the sane way it is not evidently irrational, if men decided
that a woman, like a priest, nust not be a shedder of bl ood

* *x %

X
THE H GHER ANARCHY

But there is a further fact; forgotten al so because we

noderns forget that there is a female point of view

The wonman's wi sdom stands partly, not only for a whol esone

hesi tation about puni shnent, but even for a whol esone hesitation
about absolute rules. There was sonething fem nine and
perversely true in that phrase of Wlde's, that people should
not be treated as the rule, but all of them as exceptions.

Made by a man the remark was a little effenminate; for Wlde did
| ack the mascul i ne power of dogma and of denocratic cooperation
But if a woman had said it it would have been sinply true;

a wonman does treat each person as a peculiar person

In other words, she stands for Anarchy; a very ancient

and arguabl e phil osophy; not anarchy in the sense of having

no custons in one's life (which is inconceivable), but

anarchy in the sense of having no rules for one's nind.

To her, alnpst certainly, are due all those working traditions
that cannot be found in books, especially those of education

it was she who first gave a child a stuffed stocking for

bei ng good or stood himin the corner for being naughty.

This uncl assified knowl edge is sonmetines called rule of thunb
and sonetines notherwit. The [ ast phrase suggests the whole truth,
for none ever called it fatherwt.

Now anarchy is only tact when it works badly. Tact is only anarchy

when it works well. And we ought to realize that in one half

of the world--the private house--it does work well. W nodern nen

are perpetually forgetting that the case for clear rules and crude
penalties is not self-evident, that there is a great deal to be

said for the benevol ent | awl essness of the autocrat, especially on

a small scale; in short, that government is only one side of life.

The other half is called Society, in which wonen are adnittedl y dom nant.
And they have al ways been ready to nmintain that their kingdomis

better governed than ours, because (in the logical and | egal sense)



it is not governed at all. "Wenever you have a real difficulty,"

they say, "when a boy is bunptious or an aunt is stingy, when a silly
girl will marry sonebody, or a wicked nman won't marry sonebody, all your
| unberi ng Roman Law and British Constitution cone to a standstill

A snub froma duchess or a slanging froma fish-wife are nmuch nore
likely to put things straight." So, at l|least, rang the ancient

femal e chal |l enge down the ages until the recent fermale capitulation

So streamed the red standard of the higher anarchy until M ss Pankhur st
hoi sted the white flag.

It nust be renenbered that the nodern world has done deep treason

to the eternal intellect by believing in the swing of the pendul um

A man nust be dead before he swings. It has substituted an idea

of fatalistic alternation for the nedi aeval freedom of the sou

seeking truth. Al nodern thinkers are reactionaries; for their

t hought is always a reaction fromwhat went before. Wen you neet

a nodern man he is always coming froma place, not going to it.

Thus, mankind has in nearly all places and periods seen that there

is a soul and a body as plainly as that there is a sun and noon.

But because a narrow Protestant sect called Materialists declared

for a short tine that there was no soul, another narrow Protestant sect
called Christian Science is now nmaintaining that there is no body.

Now just in the same way the unreasonabl e negl ect of governnent

by the Manchester School has produced, not a reasonable regard

for government, but an unreasonabl e negl ect of everything el se.

So that to hear people talk to-day one would fancy that every

i mportant human function nust be organi zed and avenged by | aw,

that all education nmust be state education, and all enpl oynent

state enpl oynent; that everybody and everything nust be

brought to the foot of the august and prehistoric gibbet.

But a sonewhat nore |iberal and synpathetic exam nation of manki nd
wi Il convince us that the cross is even ol der than the gibbet,

that voluntary suffering was before and i ndependent of compul sory;

and in short that in nost inportant matters a nan has al ways been

free to ruin hinself if he chose. The huge fundanmental function

upon which all anthropol ogy turns, that of sex and childbirth,

has never been inside the political state, but always outside of it.
The state concerned itself with the trivial question of killing people,
but wisely left alone the whol e business of getting them born.

A Eugeni st m ght indeed plausibly say that the governnent is an
absent - m nded and i nconsi stent person who occupies hinself with
providing for the old age of people who have never been infants.

I will not deal here in any detail with the fact that sone Eugenists
have in our tinme nmade the nmani acal answer that the police ought

to control marriage and birth as they control |abor and death.

Except for this inhuman handful (with whom | regret to say | shal

have to deal with later) all the Eugenists |I know divide thensel ves
into two sections: ingenious people who once nmeant this, and rather
bewi | dered peopl e who swear they never neant it--nor anything el se.

But if it be conceded (by a breezier estinate of nen) that they

do nostly desire nmarriage to remain free fromgovernnent, it does

not followthat they desire it to remain free fromeverything. If man
does not control the marriage market by law, is it controlled at all?
Surely the answer is broadly that man does not control the marriage
mar ket by law, but the wonan does control it by synpathy and prejudice.
There was until lately a law forbidding a man to marry his deceased
wife's sister; yet the thing happened constantly. There was no | aw
forbidding a man to marry his deceased wife's scullery-maid; yet it did
not happen nearly so often. It did not happen because the marri age
market is managed in the spirit and by the authority of wonen;



and wonen are generally conservative where cl asses are concer ned.

It is the sane with that system of exclusiveness by which | adies
have so often contrived (as by a process of elimn nation)

to prevent marriages that they did not want and even sonetines
procure those they did. There is no need of the broad arrow and
the fleur-de lis, the turnkey's chains or the hangman's halter

You need not strangle a man if you can silence him The branded
shoul der is less effective and final than the cold shoul der

and you need not trouble to lock a man in when you can | ock hi mout.

The sane, of course, is true of the colossal architecture which we
call infant education: an architecture reared wholly by wonen.
Not hi ng can ever overcome that one enornpus sex superiority, that even
the male child is born closer to his nother than to his father.

No one, staring at that frightful fenale privilege, can quite
believe in the equality of the sexes. Here and there we read

of a girl brought up like a tomboy; but every boy is brought up
like a tame girl. The flesh and spirit of fem ninity surround
himfromthe first like the four walls of a house; and even

t he vaguest or nobst brutal man has been wonani zed by bei ng born

Man that is born of a woman has short days and full of msery;

but nobody can picture the obscenity and bestial tragedy that woul d
bel ong to such a nonster as man that was born of a man

* *x %

Xl
THE QUEEN AND THE SUFFRAGETTES

But, indeed, with this educational matter | nust of necessity enbroi
nyself later. The fourth section of discussion is supposed to be

about the child, but I think it will be nostly about the nother.

In this place | have systematically insisted on the |arge part

of life that is governed, not by nman with his vote, but by wonman

with her voice, or nore often, with her horrible silence.

Only one thing remains to be added. In a sprawling and explanatory style
has been traced out the idea that government is ultimtely coercion

that coercion nmust nean cold definitions as well as cruel consequences,
and that therefore there is sonething to be said for the old hunan habit
of keeping one-half of humanity out of so harsh and dirty a business.
But the case is stronger still.

Voting is not only coercion, but collective coercion

I think Queen Victoria would have been yet nore popul ar and satisfying
if she had never signed a death warrant. | think Queen Elizabeth

woul d have stood out as nore solid and splendid in history if she

had not earned (anobng those who happen to know her history)

t he ni ckname of Bloody Bess. | think, in short, that the great historic
worran i s nore herself when she is persuasive rather than coercive.

But | feel all mankind behind ne when | say that if a wonman has

this power it should be despotic power--not denpcratic power.

There is a much stronger historic argunent for giving Mss Pankhur st

a throne than for giving her a vote. She night have a crown,

or at least a coronet, like so many of her supporters;

for these old powers are purely personal and therefore fenale.

M ss Pankhurst as a despot might be as virtuous as Queen Victoria,

and she certainly would find it difficult to be as wi cked as Queen Bess,
but the point is that, good or bad, she would be irresponsible--

she woul d not be governed by a rule and by a ruler



There are only two ways of governing: by a rule and by a ruler

And it is seriously true to say of a wonan, in education and donesticity,
that the freedom of the autocrat appears to be necessary to her.

She is never responsible until she is irresponsible.

In case this sounds like an idle contradiction, | confidently

appeal to the cold facts of history. Al nost every despotic

or oligarchic state has admitted wonen to its privileges.

Scarcely one denocratic state has ever adnitted themto its rights

The reason is very sinple: that sonething female is endangered

much nore by the violence of the crowd. In short, one Pankhurst
is an exception, but a thousand Pankhursts are a ni ghtmare,
a Bacchic orgie, a Wtches Sabbath. For in all |egends nmen have

t hought of women as sublinme separately but horrible in a herd.
* k%

Xl

THE MODERN SLAVE

Now | have only taken the test case of Fenal e Suffrage because it
is topical and concrete; it is not of great nonent for ne as a

political proposal. | can quite imagi ne anyone substantially
agreeing with my view of wonman as universalist and autocrat
inalimted area; and still thinking that she would be none

the worse for a ballot paper. The real question is whether this
old ideal of woman as the great amateur is admitted or not.

There are many nodern things which threaten it much nore

than suffragi sm notably the increase of self-supporting wonen,
even in the nost severe or the nost squalid enpl oynents.

If there be sonething against nature in the idea of a horde

of wild wonen governing, there is something truly intolerable

in the idea of a herd of tane wonmen bei ng governed.

And there are el enents in human psychol ogy that make

this situation particularly poignant or ignomn nous.

The ugly exactitudes of business, the bells and cl ocks the fixed
hours and rigid departnents, were all meant for the male:

who, as a rule, can only do one thing and can only with the greatest
difficulty be induced to do that. |If clerks do not try to shirk
their work, our whole great conmmercial system breaks down.

It is breaking down, under the inroad of wonen who are adopting

t he unprecedented and inpossi ble course of taking the system
seriously and doing it well. Their very efficiency is

the definition of their slavery. It is generally a very bad

sign when one is trusted very nuch by one's enpl oyers.

And if the evasive clerks have a | ook of being bl ackguards,

the earnest | adies are often something very |ike bl ackl egs.

But the nore imediate point is that the nbodern working woman bears
a doubl e burden, for she endures both the grinding officialism

of the new office and the distracting scrupul osity of the old hone.
Few nmen under st and what consci entiousness is. They understand duty,
whi ch generally means one duty; but conscientiousness is

the duty of the universalist. It is limted by no work days

or holidays; it is a lawess, limtless, devouring decorum

If wonmen are to be subjected to the dull rule of commerce

we nust find some way of emancipating themfromthe wild

rul e of conscience. But | rather fancy you will find it

easier to | eave the conscience and knock off the comerce.

As it is, the nodern clerk or secretary exhausts herself to put

one thing straight in the | edger and then goes hone to put



everything straight in the house.

This condition (described by some as emanci pated) is at |east
the reverse of ny ideal. | would give woman, not nore rights,
but nore privileges. Instead of sending her to seek such
freedom as notoriously prevails in banks and factories,

I woul d design specially a house in which she can be free.

And with that we come to the last point of all; the point at

whi ch we can perceive the needs of wonen, like the rights of nen
stopped and falsified by something which it is the object

of this book to expose.

The Femini st (which neans, | think, one who dislikes the chief
fem ni ne characteristics) has heard ny | oose nonol ogue,

bursting all the tine with one pent-up protest.

At this point he will break out and say, "But what are we to do?
There is nodern conmerce and its clerks; there is the nodern family
with its unmarried daughters; specialismis expected everywhere;
female thrift and conscientiousness are demanded and suppli ed.

VWhat does it matter whether we should in the abstract prefer

the ol d human and housekeepi ng wonman; we night prefer the Garden

of Eden. But since wonmen have trades they ought to have trades unions.
Since wonmen work in factories, they ought to vote on factory-acts. If
they are unmarried they must be commercial; if they are comerci al
they nust be political. W nmust have new rules for a new worl d--
even if it be not a better one." | said to a Feninist once

"The question is not whether wormen are good enough for votes:

it is whether votes are good enough for wonmen." He only answered:
"Ah, you go and say that to the wonmen chai n-makers on Cradl ey Heath."

Now this is the attitude which | attack. It is the huge heresy

of Precedent. It is the viewthat because we have got into a mess

we nust grow nmessier to suit it; that because we have taken

a wong turn sone tinme ago we nust go forward and not backwards;

t hat because we have | ost our way we nust |ose our map al so;

and because we have m ssed our ideal, we nust forget it.

"There are nunbers of excellent people who do not think votes unfeninine;
and there may be enthusiasts for our beautiful nodern industry

who do not think factories unfenminine. But if these things are
unfemnine it is no answer to say that they fit into each other

I amnot satisfied with the statenent that ny daughter nust

have unwomanly powers because she has unwomanly w ongs.

I ndustrial soot and political printer's ink are two bl acks which do
not nmake a white. Mst of the Fem nists would probably agree with ne
t hat wonanhood i s under shameful tyranny in the shops and nmills

But | want to destroy the tyranny. They want to destroy womanhood.
That is the only difference.

Wiet her we can recover the clear vision of woman as a tower

with many wi ndows, the fixed eternal fem nine fromwhich her sons,
the specialists, go forth; whether we can preserve the tradition
of a central thing which is even nore human than denocracy

and even nore practical than politics; whether, in word,

it is possible to re-establish the famly, freed fromthe filthy

cyni cismand cruelty of the conmmercial epoch, |I shall discuss
in the last section of this book. But neanwhile do not talk
to me about the poor chain-makers on Cradley Heath. | know

all about them and what they are doing. They are engaged in a
very wi de-spread and flourishing industry of the present age.
They are naki ng chai ns.



PART FOUR

EDUCATI ON:  OR THE M STAKE ABCQUT THE CHI LD

* ok %

I
THE CALVI NI SM CF TO DAY

VWen | wote a little volume on nmy friend M. Bernard Shaw, it is

needl ess to say that he reviewed it. | naturally felt tenpted to answer
and to criticise the book fromthe sane disinterested and inparti al

st andpoi nt fromwhich M. Shaw had criticised the subject of it.

I was not withheld by any feeling that the joke was getting a

l[ittle obvious; for an obvious joke is only a successful joke; it is
only the unsuccessful clowns who confort thenselves with being subtle
The real reason why | did not answer M. Shaw s anusing attack was this:
that one sinple phrase in it surrendered to nme all that |

have ever wanted, or could want fromhimto all eternity.

| told M. Shaw (in substance) that he was a charming and clever fell ow,
but a comon Calvinist. He adnitted that this was true,

and there (so far as | amconcerned) is an end of the natter

He said that, of course, Calvin was quite right in holding

that "if once a man is born it is too late to damm or save him"

That is the fundanmental and subterranean secret; that is the |ast

lie in hell.

The difference between Puritani smand Catholicismis not about
whet her some priestly word or gesture is significant and sacred.
It is about whether any word or gesture is significant and sacred.
To the Catholic every other daily act is dramatic dedication

to the service of good or of evil. To the Calvinist no act
can have that sort of solemity, because the person doing
it has been dedicated frometernity, and is nerely filling

up his tinme until the crack of doom The difference is

sonet hi ng subtler than plum puddi ngs or private theatricals;

the difference is that to a Christian of ny kind this short

earthly life is intensely thrilling and precious; to a Calvinist
like M. Shaw it is confessedly autonmatic and uninteresting

To nme these threescore years and ten are the battle.

To the Fabian Calvinist (by his owm confession) they are only a |long
procession of the victors in laurels and the vanqui shed i n chains.
To me earthly life is the drama; to himit is the epil ogue.

Shavi ans think about the enbryo; Spiritualists about the ghost;
Christians about the man. It is as well to have these things clear

Now al | our sociology and eugenics and the rest of it are

not so much materialist as confusedly Calvinist, they are

chiefly occupied in educating the child before he exists.

The whol e novenent is full of a singular depression about

what one can do with the popul ace, conbined with a strange

di senbodi ed gayety about what nay be done with posterity.

These essential Calvinists have, indeed, abolished sone of the nore
i beral and universal parts of Calvinism such as the belief

in an intellectual design or an everlasting happi ness.

But though M. Shaw and his friends admit it is a superstition that



a man is judged after death, they stick to their central doctrine,
that he is judged before he is born

I n consequence of this atnosphere of Calvinismin the cultured world
of to-day, it is apparently necessary to begin all argunents on education
with sone nention of obstetrics and the unknown world of the prenatal

Al | shall have to say, however, on heredity will be very brief,
because | shall confine nyself to what is known about it, and that is
very nearly nothing. It is by no neans self-evident, but it is a current

nodern dogma, that nothing actually enters the body at birth except alife
derived and conpounded fromthe parents. There is at |east quite as nuch
to be said for the Christian theory that an el ement cones from God, or the
Buddhi st theory that such an el ement cones from previ ous exi stences.

But this is not a religious work, and |I rnust subnmit to those very narrow
intellectual linmts which the absence of theol ogy al ways i nposes.

Leaving the soul on one side, |let us suppose for the sake of argument

that the human character in the first case cones wholly from parents;

and then let us curtly state our know edge rather than our ignorance.

THE TRI BAL TERROR

Popul ar science, like that of M. Blatchford, is in this matter as mld
as old wives' tales. M. Blatchford, with colossal sinplicity,
explained to mllions of clerks and worki ngnen that the nother is |ike

a bottle of blue beads and the father is Iike a bottle of yell ow beads;
and so the child is like a bottle of m xed blue beads and yel | ow.

He mi ght just as well have said that if the father has two | egs

and the nmother has two legs, the child will have four I egs.

oviously it is not a question of sinple addition or sinple

di vision of a nunber of hard detached "qualities," |ike beads.

It is an organic crisis and transformati on of the nost mysterious sort;
so that even if the result is unavoidable, it will still be unexpected.
It is not |like blue beads nixed with yell ow beads; it is |ike blue
mxed with yellow, the result of which is green, a totally novel

and uni que experience, a new enption. A nman might live in a conplete
cosnos of blue and yellow, |ike the "Edi nburgh Review'; a man m ght
never have seen anything but a golden cornfield and a sapphire sky;

and still he nmight never have had so wild a fancy as green.

If you paid a sovereign for a bluebell; if you spilled the nustard

on the bl ue-books; if you married a canary to a bl ue baboon

there is nothing in any of these wild weddi ngs that contains even

a hint of green. Geen is not a nmental conbination, like addition

it is a physical result like birth. So, apart fromthe fact that
nobody ever really understands parents or children either, yet even

if we could understand the parents, we could not nmake any conjecture
about the children. Each tinme the force works in a different way;

each tine the constituent colors conbine into a different spectacle.

A girl may actually inherit her ugliness fromher nother's good | ooks.
A boy may actually get his weakness fromhis father's strength.

Even if we admit it is really a fate, for us it nust remain a fairy tale.
Considered in regard to its causes, the Calvinists and naterialists
may be right or wong; we |leave themtheir dreary debate.

But considered in regard to its results there is no doubt about it.

The thing is always a new color; a strange star. Every birth is as
lonely as a miracle. Every child is as uninvited as a nonstrosity.



On all such subjects there is no science, but only a sort of

ardent ignorance; and nobody has ever been able to offer any theories
of nmoral heredity which justified thenselves in the only scientific sense;
that is that one could cal cul ate on them beforehand. There are

si x cases, say, of a grandson having the same twitch of nouth or vice
of character as his grandfather; or perhaps there are sixteen cases,

or perhaps sixty. But there are not two cases, there is not one case,
there are no cases at all, of anybody betting half a crown that

the grandfather will have a grandson with the twitch or the vice.

In short, we deal with heredity as we deal with onens, affinities and
the fulfillment of dreans. The things do happen, and when they

happen we record them but not even a lunatic ever reckons on them

I ndeed, heredity, like dreans and onmens, is a barbaric notion; that is,
not necessarily an untrue, but a dim groping and unsystemati zed notion
Acivilized man feels hinself a little nore free fromhis fanily

Before Christianity these tales of tribal doom occupi ed the savage north;
and since the Reformation and the revolt against Christianity

(which is the religion of a civilized freedon) savagery is slowy
creeping back in the formof realistic novels and probl em pl ays.

The curse of Rougon-Macquart is as heathen and superstitious as the curse
of Ravenswood; only not so well witten. But in this twlight barbaric
sense the feeling of a racial fate is not irrational, and may be
allowed like a hundred other half enotions that nake |ife whole.

The only essential of tragedy is that one should take it lightly.

But even when the barbarian deluge rose to its highest in the nadder
novel s of Zola (such as that called "The Human Beast", a gross

[ibel on beasts as well as humanity), even then the application

of the hereditary idea to practice is avowedly tinid and funbling.

The students of heredity are savages in this vital sense; that they
stare back at marvels, but they dare not stare forward to schenes.

In practice no one is mad enough to | egislate or educate upon dogmas

of physical inheritance; and even the | anguage of the thing is rarely
used except for special nodern purposes, such as the endowrent

of research or the oppression of the poor

* x %

11
THE TRI CKS OF ENVI RONMENT

After all the nodern clatter of Calvinism therefore, it is
only with the born child that anybody dares to deal

and the question is not eugenics but education. O again,

to adopt that rather tiresonme term nol ogy of popul ar science,
it is not a question of heredity but of environnent.

I will not needlessly conplicate this question by urging at

l ength that environnent also is open to some of the objections
and hesitations which paral yze the enpl oynent of heredity.

I will nerely suggest in passing that even about the effect of
envi ronnent nodern people talk nmuch too cheerfully and cheaply.
The idea that surroundings will nold a man is always m xed up
with the totally different idea that they will nmold himin one
particular way. To take the broadest case, |andscape no doubt
affects the soul; but howit affects it is quite another nmatter
To be born anong pine-trees m ght nean | oving pine-trees.

It mght nean | oathing pine-trees. It mght quite seriously
mean never having seen a pine-tree. O it might mean

any m xture of these or any degree of any of them

So that the scientific nmethod here lacks a little in precision



I am not speaking w thout the book; on the contrary, | am
speaking with the blue book, with the guide-book and the atl as.
It may be that the Hi ghl anders are poetical because they

i nhabit nountains; but are the Swi ss prosai c because they

i nhabit nountains? It may be the Swiss have fought for freedom
because they had hills; did the Dutch fight for freedom
because they hadn't? Personally | should think it quite Iikely.
Envi ronment mi ght work negatively as well as positively.

The Swi ss may be sensible, not in spite of their wild skyline,
but be cause of their wild skyline. The Flem ngs nay be
fantastic artists, not in spite of their dull skyline,

but because of it.

| only pause on this parenthesis to show that, even in

matters admittedly within its range, popul ar science goes

a great deal too fast, and drops enornous |inks of |ogic.
Neverthel ess, it remains the working reality that what we

have to deal with in the case of children is, for all practica
pur poses, environnment; or, to use the older word, education.
When all such deductions are made, education is at |east

a formof will-worship; not of cowardly fact-worship;

it deals with a departnent that we can control; it does not
nmerely darken us with the barbarian pessinm smof Zola and

the heredity-hunt. We shall certainly make fools of ourselves;
that is what is neant by philosophy. But we shall not nerely
nmake beasts of ourselves; which is the nearest popular definition
for nerely following the |l aws of Nature and cowering under

t he vengeance of the flesh Education contains mich noonshi ne;
but not of the sort that nakes nmere nooncal ves and idiots

the slaves of a silver nmagnet, the one eye of the world.

In this decent arena there are fads, but not frenzies.

Doubt| ess we shall often find a mare's nest; but it will not

al ways be the nightmare's.

* x %

IV
THE TRUTH ABOUT EDUCATI ON

Wien a nman is asked to wite down what he really thinks on education

a certain gravity grips and stiffens his soul, which might be m staken
by the superficial for disgust. |If it be really true that men sickened
of sacred words and wearied of theology, if this largely unreasoning
irritation against "dogma" did arise out of some ridicul ous excess

of such things anong priests in the past, then | fancy we nust be

laying up a fine crop of cant for our descendants to grow tired of.
Probably the word "education” will some day seem honestly as old and
objectless as the word "justification" now seens in a Puritan folio.

G bbon thought it frightfully funny that people should have fought about
the difference between the "Honoousion" and the "Honoi ousion.” The time
wi Il come when sonebody will |augh |Iouder to think that nen thundered
agai nst Sectarian Education and al so agai nst Secul ar Educati on;

that nmen of prom nence and position actually denounced the schools for
teaching a creed and also for not teaching a faith. The two G eek words
in G bbon look rather alike; but they really mean quite different things.
Faith and creed do not | ook alike, but they nean exactly the sanme thing.
Creed happens to be the Latin for faith.

Now havi ng read numnberl| ess newspaper articles on education,



and even witten a good many of them and having heard deafening
and i ndeterm nate discussion going on all around ne al nost ever
since | was born, about whether religion was part of education,
about whet her hygi ene was an essential of education,

about whether nmilitarismwas inconsistent with true education

| naturally pondered nmuch on this recurring substantive,

and | am ashaned to say that it was conparatively late in life
that | saw the nmain fact about it.

O course, the main fact about education is that there is no
such thing. It does not exist, as theology or soldiering exist.
Theology is a word |ike geology, soldiering is a word

i ke soldering; these sciences may be healthy or no as hobbies;
but they deal with stone and kettles, with definite things.

But education is not a word |ike geology or kettles.

Education is a word like "transm ssion” or "inheritance"; it

is not an object, but a method. It nust nean the conveying

of certain facts, views or qualities, to the last baby born.
They might be the nost trivial facts or the nost preposterous
views or the nost offensive qualities; but if they are handed
on fromone generation to another they are education

Education is not a thing Iike theology, it is not an inferior

or superior thing; it is not a thing in the sane category of ternmns.
Theol ogy and education are to each other like a |ove-letter

to the General Post Ofice. M. Fagin was quite as educationa
as Dr. Strong; in practice probably nore educati onal

It is giving sonething--perhaps poison. Education is tradition
and tradition (as its nane inplies) can be treason

This first truth is frankly banal; but it is so perpetually

ignored in our political prosing that it nust be nmade plain.

Alittle boy in alittle house, son of a little tradesman,

is taught to eat his breakfast, to take his nedicine, to |l ove

his country, to say his prayers, and to wear his Sunday cl ot hes.

Qovi ously Fagin, if he found such a boy, would teach himto drink gin
tolie, to betray his country, to bl asphene and to wear fal se whiskers.
But so also M. Salt the vegetarian would abolish the boy's breakfast;
M's. Eddy woul d throw away his nedicine; Count Tol stoi woul d rebuke
himfor loving his country; M. Blatchford would stop his prayers,

and M. Edward Carpenter woul d theoretically denounce Sunday cl ot hes,

and perhaps all clothes. | do not defend any of these advanced views,
not even Fagin's. But | do ask what, between the |lot of them has becomne
of the abstract entity called education. It is not (as commonly supposed)

that the tradesnan teaches education plus Christianity; M. Salt,
education plus vegetarianisn Fagin, education plus crinme. The truth is,
that there is nothing in common at all between these teachers,

except that they teach. |In short, the only thing they share is the one
thing they profess to dislike: the general idea of authority.

It is quaint that people talk of separating dogma from education

Dogma is actually the only thing that cannot be separated from education
It is education. A teacher who is not dognmatic is sinply a teacher

who is not teaching.

* k%
\Y
AN EVIL CRY

The fashionable fallacy is that by education we can give people



sonet hing that we have not got. To hear people talk one would think
it was sonme sort of mmgic chem stry, by which, out of a |aborious

hot chpot ch of hygi enic nmeals, baths, breathing exercises, fresh air
and freehand drawi ng, we can produce sonething splendid by accident;
we can create what we cannot conceive. These pages have, of course,
no ot her general purpose than to point out that we cannot create

anyt hing good until we have conceived it. It is odd that these peopl e,
who in the matter of heredity are so sullenly attached to | aw,

in the matter of environment seem alnost to believe in niracle.

They insist that nothing but what was in the bodies of the parents

can go to nake the bodies of the children. But they seem sonehow

to think that things can get into the heads of the children which were
not in the heads of the parents, or, indeed, anywhere el se.

There has arisen in this connection a foolish and wi cked cry
typical of the confusion. | nean the cry, "Save the children."
It is, of course, part of that nodern norbidity that

insists on treating the State (which is the hone of nan)

as a sort of desperate expedient in tine of panic.

This terrified opportunismis also the origin of the Sociali st
and ot her schenes. Just as they would collect and share

all the food as nen do in a fanmi ne, so they woul d divide

the children fromtheir fathers, as nmen do in a shi pweck.

That a human conmunity m ght conceivably not be in a condition

of fam ne or shipweck never seens to cross their ninds.

This cry of "Save the children” has in it the hatefu

inmplication that it is inpossible to save the fathers;

in other words, that many nillions of grown-up, sane,

responsi bl e and sel f-supporting Europeans are to be treated

as dirt or debris and swept away out of the di scussion

cal | ed di psomani acs because they drink in public houses instead
of private houses; called unenpl oyabl es because nobody knows

how to get themwork; called dullards if they still adhere

to conventions, and called |loafers if they still love liberty.
Now | am concerned, first and last, to maintain that unless you
can save the fathers, you cannot save the children; that at
present we cannot save others, for we cannot save oursel ves.

We cannot teach citizenship if we are not citizens; we cannot
free others if we have forgotten the appetite of freedom
Education is only truth in a state of transm ssion; and how can we
pass on truth if it has never conme into our hand? Thus we find that
education is of all the cases the clearest for our general purpose.
It is vain to save children; for they cannot remain children

By hypothesis we are teaching themto be nen; and how can it

be so sinple to teach an ideal manhood to others if it is so vain
and hopeless to find one for ourselves?

| know that certain crazy pedants have attenpted to counter this
difficulty by maintaining that education is not instruction at all,
does not teach by authority at all. They present the process

as conmng, not fromthe outside, fromthe teacher, but entirely
frominside the boy. Education, they say, is the Latin for

| eadi ng out or drawi ng out the dormant faculties of each person
Sonewhere far down in the di mboyish soul is a prinordial yearning
to learn Greek accents or to wear clean collars; and the school naster
only gently and tenderly liberates this inprisoned purpose.

Seal ed up in the newborn babe are the intrinsic secrets of howto
eat asparagus and what was the date of Bannockburn. The educat or
only draws out the child s own unapparent |ove of |ong division
only leads out the child's slightly veiled preference for mlk



pudding to tarts. | amnot sure that | believe in the derivation

| have heard the disgraceful suggestion that "educator," if applied
to a Roman school master, did not nean | eading our young functions
into freedom but only meant taking out little boys for a walk.

But | am much nore certain that | do not agree with the doctrine

I think it would be about as sane to say that the baby's m |k cones
fromthe baby as to say that the baby's educational nerits do

There is, indeed, in each living creature a collection of forces

and functions; but education means producing these in particul ar shapes
and training themto particular purposes, or it neans nothing at all
Speaking is the nost practical instance of the whol e situation.

You may indeed "draw out" squeals and grunts fromthe child by sinmply
poki ng himand pulling himabout, a pleasant but cruel pastine to

whi ch many psychol ogi sts are addicted. But you will wait and watch
very patiently indeed before you draw the English | anguage out of him
That you have got to put into him and there is an end of the natter

* ok %

Vi
AUTHORI TY THE UNAVO DABLE

But the inmportant point here is only that you cannot anyhow

get rid of authority in education; it is not so much

(as poor Conservatives say) that parental authority ought to

be preserved, as that it cannot be destroyed. M. Bernard Shaw
once said that he hated the idea of formng a child s mnd

In that case M. Bernard Shaw had better hang hinself;

for he hates sonething inseparable fromhunman |ife.

I only nentioned educere and the drawi ng out of the faculties
in order to point out that even this nmental trick does not avoid
the inevitable idea of parental or scholastic authority.

The educator drawing out is just as arbitrary and coercive

as the instructor pouring in; for he draws out what he chooses.
He decides what in the child shall be devel oped and what

shal | not be devel oped. He does not (I suppose) draw out

the neglected faculty of forgery. He does not (so far at |east)
lead out, with timd steps, a shy talent for torture.

The only result of all this ponpous and precise distinction

bet ween the educator and the instructor is that the instructor
pokes where he likes and the educator pulls where he |ikes.
Exactly the sane intellectual violence is done to the creature
who i s poked and pulled. Now we nust all accept the responsibility
of this intellectual violence. Education is violent;

because it is creative. It is creative because it is hunman.

It is as reckless as playing on the fiddle; as dogmatic

as drawing a picture; as brutal as building a house.

In short, it is what all human action is; it is an interference
with life and growth. After that it is a trifling and even

a jocular question whether we say of this tremendous tormentor
the artist Man, that he puts things into us |like an apothecary,
or draws things out of us, like a dentist.

The point is that Man does what he likes. He clains

the right to take his nother Nature under his control

he claims the right to make his child the Superman, in his imge.
Once flinch fromthis creative authority of man, and the whol e
courageous raid which we call civilization wavers and falls

to pieces. Now nost nodern freedomis at root fear



It is not so nmuch that we are too bold to endure rules;

it is rather that we are too timd to endure responsibilities.
And M. Shaw and such people are especially shrinking from

that awful and ancestral responsibility to which our fathers
conmitted us when they took the wild step of becom ng nen.

| mean the responsibility of affirmng the truth of our human
tradition and handing it on with a voice of authority,

an unshaken voice. That is the one eternal education

to be sure enough that sonmething is true that you dare to tel

it toachild. Fromthis high audacious duty the noderns

are fleeing on every side; and the only excuse for themis

(of course,) that their nodern phil osophies are so hal f-baked
and hypot hetical that they cannot convince thensel ves

enough to convince even a newborn babe. This, of course,

is connected with the decay of denpbcracy; and is sonewhat

of a separate subject. Suffice it to say here that when | say
that we should instruct our children, | nean that we should do it,
not that M. Sully or Professor Earl Barnes should do it.

The trouble in too many of our nodern schools is that the State,
being controlled so specially by the few, allows cranks and
experinents to go straight to the school room when they have never
passed through the Parlianent, the public house, the private house,
the church, or the marketplace. Obviously, it ought to be

the ol dest things that are taught to the youngest people;

the assured and experienced truths that are put first to the baby.
But in a school to-day the baby has to submt to a system

that is younger than hinself. The flopping infant of four
actually has nore experience, and has weat hered the world | onger
than the dogna to which he is made to subnit. Many a school
boasts of having the last ideas in education, when it has not
even the first idea; for the first idea is that even innocence,
divine as it is, may |earn sonething from experience.

But this, as | say, is all due to the nere fact that we are
managed by a little oligarchy; ny system presupposes that nen
who govern thenselves will govern their children. To-day we

al | use Popul ar Education as neani ng educati on of the people.

I wish | could use it as neaning education by the people.

The urgent point at present is that these expansive educators

do not avoid the violence of authority an inch nore than the old
school nmasters. Nay, it might be nmaintained that they avoid it |ess.
The ol d village school master beat a boy for not |earning granmar

and sent himout into the playground to play anything he |iked;

or at nothing, if he liked that better. The nodern scientific

school master pursues himinto the playground and nmakes hi m pl ay

at cricket, because exercise is so good for the health. The nodern
Dr. Busby is a doctor of nedicine as well as a doctor of divinity.

He may say that the good of exercise is self-evident; but he nust

say it, and say it with authority. It cannot really be self-evident
or it never could have been conpulsory. But this is in nodern
practice a very mld case. In nodern practice the free educationists

forbid far nmore things than the ol d-fashi oned educationists.

A person with a taste for paradox (if any such shanel ess creature
could exist) mght with some plausibility naintain concerning

al |l our expansion since the failure of Luther's frank pagani sm

and its replacenment by Calvin's Puritanism that all this expansion
has not been an expansion, but the closing in of a prison, so that

| ess and | ess beautiful and humane things have been permitted.

The Puritans destroyed i mages; the Rationalists forbade fairy tales.
Count Tostoi practically issued one of his papal encyclicals



agai nst music; and | have heard of nodern educationists who forbid
children to play with tin soldiers. | renenber a neek little madman
who cane up to nme at sone Socialist soiree or other, and asked nme to use
ny influence (have |I any influence?) agai nst adventure stories for boys.
It seens they breed an appetite for blood. But never mind that;

one nust keep one's tenper in this nmadhouse. | need only insist here
that these things, even if a just deprivation, are a deprivation

| do not deny that the old vetoes and puni shnments were often idiotic
and cruel; though they are nuch nore so in a country like Engl and
(where in practice only a rich man decrees the punishment and only a poor
man receives it) than in countries with a clearer popular tradition--
such as Russia. In Russia flogging is often inflicted by peasants

on a peasant. In nodern England flogging can only in practice

be inflicted by a gentleman on a very poor man. Thus only a few

days ago as | wite a small boy (a son of the poor, of course)

was sentenced to flogging and inprisonnent for five years for having

pi cked up a small piece of coal which the experts value at 5d.

| amentirely on the side of such liberals and humanitarians as

have protested against this al nbst bestial ignorance about boys.

But | do think it alittle unfair that these humanitarians, who excuse
boys for being robbers, should denounce them for playing at robbers.

| do think that those who understand a guttersnipe playing with a piece
of coal mght, by a sudden spurt of inmagination, understand him

playing with a tin soldier. To sumit up in one sentence:

I think nmy neek little nadnman m ght have understood that there

is many a boy who would rather be flogged, and unjustly fl ogged,

than have his adventure story taken away.

* ok %

VI |
THE HUM LITY OF MRS. GRUNDY

In short, the new education is as harsh as the old, whether or no

it is as high. The freest fad, as nmuch as the strictest fornmula,

is stiff with authority. It is because the humane father thinks

sol diers wong that they are forbidden; there is no pretense,

there can be no pretense, that the boy would think so.

The average boy's inpression certainly would be sinply this:

"I'f your father is a Methodist you nust not play with soldiers

on Sunday. |If your father is a Socialist you nust not play

with them even on week days."” Al educationists are utterly
dognmatic and authoritarian. You cannot have free education

for if you left a child free you would not educate himat all.

Is there, then, no distinction or difference between the nost hide-bound
conventionalists and the nost brilliant and bizarre innovators?

Is there no difference between the heavi est heavy father and the npst
reckl ess and specul ative naiden aunt? Yes; there is. The difference
is that the heavy father, in his heavy way, is a denocrat.

He does not urge a thing nerely because to his fancy it should

be done; but, because (in his own adnirable republican fornula)
"Everybody does it." The conventional authority does claim

sonme popul ar mandat e; the unconventional authority does not.

The Puritan who forbids soldiers on Sunday is at |east

expressing Puritan opinion; not nerely his own opinion.

He is not a despot; he is a denocracy, a tyrannical denocracy,

a dingy and | ocal denocracy perhaps; but one that could do

and has done the two ultimate virile things--fight and appea

to God. But the veto of the new educationist is like the veto



of the House of Lords; it does not pretend to be representative.
These innovators are always tal ki ng about the bl ushing nodesty

of Ms. Gundy. | do not know whether Ms. Gundy is nore nodest
than they are; but | amsure she is nore hunble.

But there is a further conplication. The nore anarchic nodern

nmay again attenpt to escape the dil enma by saying that education
shoul d only be an enl argenent of the m nd, an opening of all

t he organs of receptivity. Light (he says) should be brought

i nto darkness; blinded and thwarted existences in all our ugly
corners should nerely be pernmtted to perceive and expand; in short,
enl i ght enment shoul d be shed over darkest London. Now here is
just the trouble; that, in so far as this is involved, there is no
dar kest London. London is not dark at all; not even at night.

We have said that if education is a solid substance, then there

is none of it. W nay now say that if education is an abstract
expansion there is no lack of it. There is far too nuch of it.

In fact, there is nothing else.

There are no uneducated people. Everybody in England is educated;
only nost people are educated wong. The state schools were not

the first schools, but anmobng the | ast schools to be established;

and London had been educating Londoners |ong before the

London School Board. The error is a highly practical one.

It is persistently assuned that unless a child is civilized by

the established schools, he nust renamin a barbarian. | wi sh he did.
Every child in London beconmes a highly civilized person.

But here are so many different civilizations, nost of themborn tired

Anyone will tell you that the trouble with the poor is not so nuch that
the old are still foolish, but rather that the young are already w se
W thout going to school at all, the gutter-boy would be educated.

Wt hout going to school at all, he would be over-educated. The

real object of our schools should be not so nuch to suggest
conplexity as solely to restore sinplicity. You will hear venerable
i deal i sts declare we must nake war on the ignorance of the poor

but, indeed, we have rather to make war on their know edge.

Real educationists have to resist a kind of roaring cataract

of culture. The truant is being taught all day. |If the children

do not look at the large letters in the spelling-book, they need
only wal k outside and | ook at the large letters on the poster

If they do not care for the colored maps provided by the school

they can gape at the colored naps provided by the Daily Mail. [If they
tire of electricity, they can take to electric trans.

If they are unnoved by nusic, they can take to drink

If they will not work so as to get a prize fromtheir school

they may work to get a prize fromPrizy Bits. [If they cannot

| earn enough about |aw and citizenship to please the teacher,

they | earn enough about themto avoid the policeman. |If they will
not learn history forwards fromthe right end in the history books,
they will learn it backwards fromthe wong end in the party newspapers.
And this is the tragedy of the whole affair: that the London poor

a particularly quick-witted and civilized class, |earn everything
tail forenost, learn even what is right in the way of what is wong.
They do not see the first principles of lawin a | aw book

they only see its last results in the police news.

They do not see the truths of politics in a general survey.

They only see the lies of politics, at a General Election.

But whatever be the pathos of the London poor, it has nothing
to do with being uneducated. So far from bei ng wi thout gui dance,



they are guided constantly, earnestly, excitedly; only guided w ong.
The poor are not at all neglected, they are nerely oppressed;

nay, rather they are persecuted. There are no people in London

who are not appealed to by the rich; the appeals of the rich

shriek fromevery hoarding and shout from every hustings.

For it should always be renenbered that the queer, abrupt ugliness
of our streets and costunes are not the creation of denocracy,

but of aristocracy. The House of Lords objected to the Embanknent
bei ng disfigured by trams. But nost of the rich nen who disfigure
the street-walls with their wares are actually in the House

of Lords. The peers nake the country seats beautiful by naking

the town streets hideous. This, however, is parenthetical

The point is, that the poor in London are not |eft alone,

but rather deafened and bew | dered with raucous and despotic advice.
They are not |ike sheep without a shepherd. They are nore |ike one
sheep whom twenty-seven shepherds are shouting at. Al the newspapers,
all the new advertisenents, all the new medi ci nes and new t heol ogi es,
all the glare and blare of the gas and brass of nodern tines--

it is against these that the national school must bear up if it can
I will not question that our elenmentary education is better

than barbaric ignorance. But there is no barbaric ignorance.

| do not doubt that our schools would be good for uninstructed boys.
But there are no uninstructed boys. A nodern London schoo

ought not nerely to be clearer, kindlier, nore clever and nore
rapi d than ignorance and darkness. It nust al so be clearer

than a picture postcard, cleverer than a Linerick conpetition

qui cker than the tram and kindlier than the tavern. The school

in fact, has the responsibility of universal rivalry. W need not
deny that everywhere there is a light that nust conquer darkness.
But here we denand a |ight that can conquer |ight.

* k%

VI
THE BROKEN RAI NBOW

I will take one case that will serve both as synbol and exanpl e:

the case of color. W hear the realists (those sentinental fell ows)
tal ki ng about the gray streets and the gray lives of the poor.

But whatever the poor streets are they are not gray;

but notley, striped, spotted, piebald and patched like a quilt.
Hoxton is not aesthetic enough to be nmonochrome; and there is
nothing of the Celtic twilight about it. As a matter of fact,

a London gutter-boy wal ks unscat hed anong furnaces of color.

Watch himwal k along a |ine of hoardings, and you will see him

now agai nst glowi ng green, like a traveler in a tropic forest;
now bl ack like a bird against the burning blue of the Mdi;
now passant across a field gules, |ike the gol den |eopards

of England. He ought to understand the irrational rapture of that cry
of M. Stephen Phillips about "that bluer blue, that greener green."
There is no blue much bluer than Reckitt's Blue and no bl acki ng

bl acker than Day and Martin's; no nmore enphatic yellow than

that of Colman's Mustard. |If, despite this chaos of color

like a shattered rainbow, the spirit of the small boy is not exactly
intoxicated with art and culture, the cause certainly does not lie

in universal grayness or the mere starving of his senses. It lies
in the fact that the colors are presented in the wong connection
on the wong scale, and, above all, fromthe wong notive.

It is not colors he l|acks, but a philosophy of colors.



In short, there is nothing wong with Reckitt's Blue except that it
is not Reckitt's. Blue does not belong to Reckitt, but to the sky;
bl ack does not belong to Day and Martin, but to the abyss.

Even the finest posters are only very little things on a very
|arge scale. There is sonething specially irritant in this way
about the iteration of advertisements of nustard: a condi nent,

a small luxury; athing inits nature not to be taken in quantity.
There is a special irony in these starving streets to see

such a great deal of nmustard to such very little neat.

Yellow is a bright pignent; nmustard is a pungent pleasure.

But to |l ook at these seas of yellowis to be Iike a nman

who shoul d swal | ow gall ons of rmustard. He would either die,

or lose the taste of nustard altogether

Now suppose we conpare these gigantic trivialities on

the hoardings with those tiny and trenendous pictures in
whi ch the medi aeval s recorded their dreans; little pictures
where the blue sky is hardly | onger than a single sapphire,
and the fires of judgnent only a pigmy patch of gold.

The difference here is not nerely that poster art is inits

nature nore hasty than illumnation art; it is not even nerely
that the ancient artist was serving the Lord while the nodern
artist is serving the lords. It is that the old artist contrived
to convey an inpression that colors really were significant

and precious things, like jewels and talisnmanic stones.

The color was often arbitrary; but it was always authoritative.

If a bird was blue, if a tree was golden, if a fish was silver,

if a cloud was scarlet, the artist managed to convey that

these colors were inmportant and al nost painfully intense;

all the red red-hot and all the gold tried in the fire.

Now that is the spirit touching color which the schools nust

recover and protect if they are really to give the children

any imagi native appetite or pleasure in the thing.

It is not so nmuch an indulgence in color; it is rather, if anything,
a sort of fiery thrift. It fenced in a green field in heraldry

as straitly as a green field in peasant proprietorship.

It would not fling away gold | eaf any nore than gold coin;

it woul d not heedl essly pour out purple or crimson, any nore

than it would spill good wine or shed bl anel ess bl ood.

That is the hard task before educationists in this special matter
they have to teach people to relish colors like |iquors.

They have the heavy business of turning drunkards into wine tasters.
If even the twentieth century succeeds in doing these things,

it will alnmost catch up with the twelfth.

The principle covers, however, the whole of nodern life.

Morris and the nerely aesthetic nmedi aeval i sts al ways i ndicated
that a crowd in the time of Chaucer woul d have been brightly
clad and glittering, conpared with a crowmd in the tine of

Queen Victoria. | amnot so sure that the real distinction

is here. There would be brown frocks of friars in the first
scene as well as brown bow ers of clerks in the second.

There woul d be purple plunmes of factory girls in the second
scene as well as purple lenten vestnments in the first.

There woul d be white wai stcoats agai nst white ermne; gold watch
chai ns against gold lions. The real difference is this:

that the brown earth-color of the nonk's coat was instinctively
chosen to express labor and hunmility, whereas the brown col or
of the clerk's hat was not chosen to express anything.

The nonk did nmean to say that he robed hinself in dust.



I amsure the clerk does not nmean to say that he crowns

hinself with clay. He is not putting dust on his head,

as the only diademof man. Purple, at once rich and sonber,

does suggest a triunph tenporarily eclipsed by a tragedy.

But the factory girl does not intend her hat to express a triunph
tenporarily eclipsed by a tragedy; far fromit. Wite ermne

was nmeant to express noral purity; white wai stcoats were not.
Gold Iions do suggest a flani ng magnanimty; gold watch chains do not.
The point is not that we have | ost the material hues, but that we
have | ost the trick of turning themto the best advantage.

We are not |ike children who have | ost their paint box and

are left alone with a gray lead-pencil. W are like children

who have nixed all the colors in the paint-box together

and | ost the paper of instructions. Even then (I do not deny)
one has some fun

Now t hi s abundance of colors and | oss of a color schene is a pretty
perfect parable of all that is wong with our nodern ideals

and especially with our nodern education. It is the sanme with

et hi cal education, econom c education, every sort of education

The growi ng London child will find no | ack of highly controversi al
teachers who will teach himthat geography neans painting the nap red;
t hat econonics neans taxing the foreigner, that patriotism

means the peculiarly un-English habit of flying a flag on

Enpire Day. In nentioning these exanples specially | do not nean
to inply that there are no simlar crudities and popul ar fall acies
upon the other political side. | mention them because they

constitute a very special and arresting feature of the situation

| mean this, that there were always Radi cal revolutionists;

but now there are Tory revol utionists also. The nodern

Conservative no |l onger conserves. He is avowedly an innovator

Thus all the current defenses of the House of Lords which describe

it as a bulwark against the nob, are intellectually done for;

the bottom has fallen out of them because on five or six of the nost
turbul ent topics of the day, the House of Lords is a nmob itself;

and exceedingly likely to behave |ike one.

* ok %

I X
THE NEED FOR NARROWNESS

Through all this chaos, then we cone back once nore to our

mai n conclusion. The true task of culture to-day is not a task

of expansion, but very decidedly of selection--and rejection

The educationist must find a creed and teach it. Even if it be not
a theological creed, it nust still be as fastidious and as firm

as theology. |In short, it nust be orthodox. The teacher may
think it antiquated to have to deci de precisely between the faith
of Calvin and of Laud, the faith of Aquinas and of Swedenborg;

but he still has to choose between the faith of Kipling and of Shaw,
between the world of Blatchford and of General Booth. Call it,

if you will, a narrow question whether your child shall be

brought up by the vicar or the mnister or the popish priest.

You have still to face that larger, nore liberal, nore highly
civilized question, of whether he shall be brought up by Harns
worth or by Pearson, by M. Eustace Mles with his Sinple Life

or M. Peter Keary with his Strenuous Life; whether he shall npst
eagerly read Mss Annie S. Swan or M. Bart Kennedy; in short,



whet her he shall end up in the nere violence of the S. D. F. ,

or in the nere vulgarity of the Prinrose League. They say

t hat nowadays the creeds are crunbling; | doubt it,

but at least the sects are increasing; and education mnust

now be sectarian education, nerely for practical purposes.

Qut of all this throng of theories it nust somehow sel ect a theory;
out of all these thundering voices it nust nanage to hear a voice;
out of all this awful and aching battle of blinding Iights,

wi t hout one shadow to give shape to them it mnmust nanage somehow
to trace and to track a star

| have spoken so far of popul ar education, which began too

vague and vast and whi ch therefore has acconplished little.

But as it happens there is in England something to conpare it wth.
There is an institution, or class of institutions, which began
with the sane popul ar object, which has since followed a much
narrower object, but which had the great advantage that it did
foll ow sone object, unlike our nodern elenmentary schools.

In all these problenms | should urge the solution which is positive,

or, as silly people say, "optinmstic." | should set ny face, that is,
agai nst nmost of the solutions that are solely negative and abolitionist.
Most educators of the poor seemto think that they have to teach the poor
man not to drink. | should be quite content if they teach himto drink
for it is mere ignorance about how to drink and when to drink that is
accountable for nost of his tragedies. | do not propose (like sone

of nmy revolutionary friends) that we should abolish the public schools.

| propose the nuch nmore lurid and desperate experinent that we shoul d nake
them public. | do not wish to make Parlianent stop working, but rather
to make it work; not to shut up churches, but rather to open them

not to put out the lanmp of learning or destroy the hedge of property,

but only to make sone rude effort to make universities fairly universa
and property decently proper

In many cases, let it be renenbered, such action is not nerely going
back to the old ideal, but is even going back to the old reality.

It would be a great step forward for the gin shop to go back

to the inn. It is incontrovertibly true that to nmedi aevalize

the public schools would be to denocratize the public schools.
Parliament did once really nean (as its name seens to inply)

a place where people were allowed to talk. It is only lately

that the general increase of efficiency, that is, of the Speaker

has made it nostly a place where people are prevented fromtal ki ng.
The poor do not go to the nodern church, but they went to the ancient
church all right; and if the common man in the past had a grave respect
for property, it may concei vably have been because he sonetinmes had
some of his owmn. | therefore can claimthat | have no vul gar itch
of innovation in anything | say about any of these institutions.
Certainly | have none in that particular one which | am now obliged
to pick out of the list; a type of institution to which I have
genui ne and personal reasons for being friendly and grat eful

| mean the great Tudor foundations, the public schools

of England. They have been praised for a great many things, nostly,
| amsorry to say, praised by thenselves and their children

And yet for sone reason no one has ever praised themthe one

real ly convincing reason

* ok %

X



THE CASE FOR THE PUBLI C SCHOOLS

The word success can of course be used in two senses.

It may be used with reference to a thing serving its inmedi ate

and peculiar purpose, as of a wheel going around; or it can

be used with reference to a thing adding to the general welfare,
as of a wheel being a useful discovery. It is one thing

to say that Smith's flying machine is a failure, and quite

another to say that Smth has failed to make a flyi ng machi ne.

Now this is very broadly the difference between the old

Engl i sh public schools and the new denocratic schools.

Perhaps the old public schools are (as | personally think they are)
ultimately weakening the country rather than strengthening it,

and are therefore, in that ultimte sense, inefficient.

But there is such a thing as being efficiently inefficient.

You can make your flying ship so that it flies, even if you

also make it so that it kills you. Now the public school system
may not work satisfactorily, but it works; the public schools

may not achi eve what we want, but they achi eve what they want.

The popul ar el enentary schools do not in that sense achi eve
anything at all. It is very difficult to point to any guttersnipe
in the street and say that he enbodi es the ideal for which popul ar
education has been working, in the sense that the fresh-faced,
foolish boy in "Etons" does enbody the ideal for which

t he headnmasters of Harrow and W nchester have been working.

The aristocratic educationists have the positive purpose

of turning out gentlenen, and they do turn out gentlenen,

even when they expel them The popul ar educationists woul d say
that they had the far nobler idea of turning out citizens.

| concede that it is a nuch nobler idea, but where are the citizens?
| know that the boy in "Etons" is stiff with a rather silly

and sentimental stoicism called being a man of the world.

I do not fancy that the errand-boy is rigid with that republican
stoicismthat is called being a citizen. The schoolboy will really
say with fresh and i nnocent hauteur, "I aman English gentlenman."

| cannot so easily picture the errand-boy drawing up his

head to the stars and answering, "Romanus civis sum"

Let it be granted that our elenentary teachers are teaching

the very broadest code of norals, while our great headnasters

are teaching only the narrowest code of manners.

Let it be granted that both these things are being taught.

But only one of themis being | earned.

It is always said that great reforners or nasters of events

can nanage to bring about sone specific and practical reforns,

but that they never fulfill their visions or satisfy their souls.

| believe there is a real sense in which this apparent platitude

is quite untrue. By a strange inversion the political idealist

of ten does not get what he asks for, but does get what he wants.

The silent pressure of his ideal lasts much |onger and reshapes the world
much nore than the actualities by which he attenpted to suggest it.
VWhat perishes is the letter, which he thought so practi cal

What endures is the spirit, which he felt to be unattainable

and even unutterable. It is exactly his schenes that are

not fulfilled; it is exactly his vision that is fulfilled.

Thus the ten or twelve paper constitutions of the French Revol ution,
whi ch seened so business-like to the framers of them seemto

us to have flown away on the wind as the wildest fancies.

What has not flown away, what is a fixed fact in Europe,



is the ideal and vision. The Republic, the idea of a |land

full of mere citizens all with sone mini mum of manners

and m ni mum of wealth, the vision of the eighteenth century,
the reality of the twentieth. So | think it will generally

be with the creator of social things, desirable or undesirable.
Al'l his schemes will fail, all his tools break in his hands.
Hi s conmpromises will collapse, his concessions will be useless.
He must brace hinself to bear his fate; he shall have not hing
but his heart's desire.

Now i f one nay conpare very snmall things with very great,

one may say that the English aristocratic schools can claim
somet hi ng of the same sort of success and solid spl endor

as the French denocratic politics. At least they can claim
the sane sort of superiority over the distracted and funbling
attenpts of nodern England to establish denocratic education
Such success as has attended the public school boy throughout
the Enpire, a success exaggerated indeed by hinself, but stil
positive and a fact of a certain indisputable shape and size,
has been due to the central and suprene circunstance that the nanagers
of our public schools did know what sort of boy they |iked.
They want ed somet hing and they got sonething; instead of going
to work in the broad-m nded manner and wanting everything

and getting not hing.

The only thing in question is the quality of the thing they got.

There is something highly naddening in the circunstance

t hat when nodern people attack an institution that really does

demand reform they always attack it for the wong reasons.

Thus nmany opponents of our public schools, inmagining thenselves

to be very denocratic, have exhausted thenselves in an unneani ng
attack upon the study of Greek. | can understand how G eek may be
regarded as usel ess, especially by those thirsting to throw thensel ves
into the cut throat comerce which is the negation of citizenship;

but | do not understand how it can be considered undenocratic.

| quite understand why M. Carnegie has a hatred of Geek. It is
obscurely founded on the firmand sound i npression that in

any sel f-governing Geek city he woul d have been kill ed.

But | cannot conprehend why any chance denobcrat, say M. Quelch

or M. WIIl Crooks, | or M. John M Robertson, should be opposed to
peopl e |l earning the G eek al phabet, which was the al phabet of liberty.
Why shoul d Radicals dislike Geek? In that |anguage is witten

all the earliest and, Heaven knows, the npost heroic history

of the Radical party. Wy should Geek disgust a denocrat,

when the very word denocrat is G eek?

A simlar mstake, though a | ess serious one, is nerely
attacking the athletics of public schools as sonething
pronoting animalismand brutality. Now brutality, in the only

i moral sense, is not a vice of the English public schools.
There is nmuch noral bullying, owing to the general |ack

of nmoral courage in the public-school atnosphere.

These school s do, upon the whol e, encourage physical courage;
but they do not nerely discourage noral courage, they forbid it.
The ultinmate result of the thing is seen in the egregious
English officer who cannot even endure to wear a bright uniform
except when it is blurred and hidden in the snoke of battle
This, like all the affectations of our present plutocracy,

is an entirely nodern thing. It was unknown to the old aristocrats.
The Bl ack Prince would certainly have asked that any kni ght



who had the courage to Iift his crest anbng his enenies,

shoul d al so have the courage to lift it anong his friends.

As regards noral courage, then it is not so much that the public
school s support it feebly, as that they suppress it firmy.

But physical courage they do, on the whole, support; and physica
courage is a nagnificent fundanmental. The one great,

wi se Englishman of the eighteenth century said truly that if a nman
lost that virtue he could never be sure of keeping any other.

Now it is one of the mean and norbid nodern lies that physica
courage is connected with cruelty. The Tolstoian and Kiplingite
are nowhere nore at one than in maintaining this. They have,

| believe, some snall sectarian quarrel with each other, the one
sayi ng that courage nust be abandoned because it is connected
with cruelty, and the other nmintaining that cruelty is charning
because it is a part of courage. But it is all, thank God, a lie.
An energy and bol dness of body nmay nake a nan stupid or reckless
or dull or drunk or hungry, but it does not make him spiteful

And we may admit heartily (without joining in that perpetua
prai se whi ch public-school nmen are al ways pouring upon thensel ves)
that this does operate to the renpval of nere evil cruelty

in the public schools. English public school life is extrenely
like English public life, for which it is the preparatory school
It islike it specially in this, that things are either very open
conmon and conventional, or else are very secret indeed.

Now there is cruelty in public schools, just as there is

kl ept omani a and secret drinking and vices w thout a nane.

But these things do not flourish in the full daylight and common
consci ousness of the school, and no nore does cruelty.

Atiny trio of sullen-looking boys gather in corners and seem

to have sonme ugly business always; it nay be indecent |iterature,
it may be the beginning of drink, it nmay occasionally be cruelty
tolittle boys. But on this stage the bully is not a braggart.
The proverb says that bullies are always cowardly, but these
bullies are nore than cowardly; they are shy.

As a third instance of the wong formof revolt against

the public schools, |I may nention the habit of using the word
aristocracy with a double inplication. To put the plain truth
as briefly as possible, if aristocracy neans rule by a rich ring,
Engl and has aristocracy and the English public schools support it.
If it neans rule by ancient famlies or flaw ess bl ood,

Engl and has not got aristocracy, and the public schools
systematically destroy it. |In these circles real aristocracy,
like real denocracy, has becone bad form A nodern fashionabl e
host dare not praise his ancestry; it would so often be an insult
to half the other oligarchs at table, who have no ancestry.

We have said he has not the noral Courage to wear his uniform
still less has he the noral courage to wear his coat-of-arms.

The whole thing nowis only a vague hotch-potch of nice and
nasty gentlenen. The nice gentleman never refers to anyone

el se's father, the nasty gentleman never refers to his own.

That is the only difference, the rest is the public-school nanner.
But Eton and Harrow have to be aristocratic because they consi st
so largely of parvenues. The public school is not a sort

of refuge for aristocrats, |ike an asylum a place where they

go in and never cone out. It is a factory for aristocrats;

they cone out without ever having perceptibly gone in.

The poor little private schools, in their old-world, sentinmental,
feudal style, used to stick up a notice, "For the Sons of
Gentlenen only." |If the public schools stuck up a notice it



ought to be inscribed, "For the Fathers of Gentlenen only."
In two generations they can do the trick

* k%

Xl
THE SCHOCL FOR HYPOCRI TES

These are the fal se accusations; the accusation of classicism

the accusation of cruelty, and the accusation of an excl usiveness based
on perfection of pedigree. English public-school boys are not pedants,
they are not torturers; and they are not, in the vast mpjority of cases,
people fiercely proud of their ancestry, or even people with any ancestry
to be proud of. They are taught to be courteous, to be good tenpered,

to be brave in a bodily sense, to be clean in a bodily sense;

they are generally kind to animals, generally civil to servants,

and to anyone in any sense their equal, the jolliest conpanions on earth.
I's there then anything wong in the public-school ideal?

I think we all feel there is sonething very wong in it, but a blinding
net wor k of newspaper phraseol ogy obscures and entangles us; so that it

is hard to trace to its beginning, beyond all words and phrases.

the faults in this great English achi evenent.

Surely, when all is said, the ultinmate objection to the English
public school is its utterly blatant and indecent disregard
of the duty of telling the truth. | know there does stil

i nger anobng maiden | adies in renote country houses a notion

t hat English school boys are taught to tell the truth, but it
cannot be naintained seriously for a nmonent. Very occasionally,
very vaguely, English school boys are told not to tell lies,

which is a totally different thing. | may silently support

all the obscene fictions and forgeries in the universe,

wi thout once telling alie. | nay wear another man's coat,

steal another man's wit, apostatize to another man's creed,

or poison another man's coffee, all w thout ever telling a lie.
But no English school -boy is ever taught to tell the truth, for the
very sinple reason that he is never taught to desire the truth.
Fromthe very first he is taught to be totally carel ess about whether
a fact is a fact; he is taught to care only whether the fact can
be used on his "side" when he is engaged in "playing the ganme."

He takes sides in his Union debating society to settle whether
Charles | ought to have been killed, with the same sol emm

and ponpous frivolity with which he takes sides in the cricket
field to decide whether Rugby or Westm nster shall wn.

He is never allowed to admit the abstract notion of the truth,
that the match is a matter of what may happen, but that Charles
is a mtter of what did happen--or did not. He is Liberal or Tory
at the general election exactly as he is Oxford or Canbridge

at the boat race. He knows that sport deals with the unknown;

he has not even a notion that politics should deal with the known.
I f anyone really doubts this self-evident proposition

that the public schools definitely discourage the love of truth,
there is one fact which | should think would settle him

England is the country of the Party System and it has al ways
been chiefly run by public-school nmen. |s there anyone

out of Hanwell who will maintain that the Party System

what ever its conveni ences or inconveniences, could have been
created by people particularly fond of truth?



The very English happiness on this point is itself a hypocrisy.

Wien a nman really tells the truth, the first truth he tells is that

he hinself is aliar. David said in his haste, that is, in his honesty,
that all nen are liars. It was afterwards, in some leisurely officia
expl anation, that he said the Kings of Israel at least told the truth.
When Lord Curzon was Viceroy he delivered a noral lecture to

the Indians on their reputed indifference to veracity, to actuality

and intellectual honor. A great many people indignantly di scussed

whet her orientals deserved to receive this rebuke; whether Indians

were indeed in a position to receive such severe adnonition

No one seemed to ask, as | should venture to ask, whether Lord Curzon
was in a position to give it. He is an ordinary party politician; a party
politician neans a politician who m ght have belonged to either party.
Bei ng such a person, he nmust again and again, at every twi st and turn of
party strategy, either have deceived others or grossly deceived hinself.
I do not know the East; nor do | like what | know. | amaquite ready to
bel i eve that when Lord Curzon went out he found a very fal se atnosphere.
| only say it nust have been sonething startlingly and chokingly false
if it was falser than that English atnosphere from which he came

The English Parlianent actually cares for everything except veracity.
The public-school nan is kind, courageous, polite, clean, conpani onable;
but, in the nost awful sense of the words, the truth is not in him

Thi s weakness of untruthfulness in the English public schools,

in the English political system and to some extent in the English
character, is a weakness which necessarily produces a curious

crop of superstitions, of lying | egends, of evident del usions
clung to through |l ow spiritual self-indul gence. There are so many
of these public-school superstitions that | have here only space
for one of them which nmay be called the superstition of soap

It appears to have been shared by the ablutionary Phari sees,

who resenbl ed the English public-school aristocrats in so

many respects: in their care about club rules and traditions,
in their offensive optimsmat the expense of other people,
and above all in their unimagi native plodding patriotism

in the worst interests of their country. Now the old human

conmon sense about washing is that it is a great pleasure.

Water (applied externally) is a splendid thing, |ike w ne.
Sybarites bathe in wine, and Nonconfornists drink water

but we are not concerned with these frantic exceptions.

Washi ng being a pleasure, it stands to reason that rich people can
afford it nore than poor people, and as long as this was recognized
all was well; and it was very right that rich people should offer
baths to poor people, as they m ght offer any other agreeable thing--
a drink or a donkey ride. But one dreadful day, sonewhere about
the mddle of the nineteenth century, sonebody discovered

(sonmebody pretty well off) the two great nodern truths,

that washing is a virtue in the rich and therefore a duty

in the poor. For a duty is a virtue that one can't do.

And a virtue is generally a duty that one can do quite easily;

like the bodily cleanliness of the upper cl asses.

But in the public-school tradition of public Iife, soap has becone
creditable sinply because it is pleasant. Baths are represented

as a part of the decay of the Roman Enpire; but the sane baths

are represented as part of the energy and rejuvenation of

the British Enmpire. There are distinguished public school nen,

bi shops, dons, headnasters, and high politicians, who, in the course
of the eulogies which fromtine to time they pass upon thensel ves,
have actually identified physical cleanliness with noral purity.
They say (if | renmenber rightly) that a public-school nan is



clean inside and out. As if everyone did not know that while
saints can afford to be dirty, seducers have to be clean

As if everyone did not know that the harl ot nust be clean
because it is her business to captivate, while the good

wife may be dirty, because it is her business to clean

As if we did not all know that whenever God's thunder cracks
above us, it is very likely indeed to find the sinplest man
in a nuck cart and the nmost conpl ex bl ackguard in a bath.

There are other instances, of course, of this oily trick

of turning the pleasures of a gentleman into the virtues of

an Angl o- Saxon. Sport, like soap, is an admirable thing, but,
like soap, it is an agreeable thing. And it does not sum up
all nortal merits to be a sportsman playing the game in a world
where it is so often necessary to be a worknman doi ng t he work.
By all nmeans let a gentlenman congratul ate hinself that he has
not lost his natural |ove of pleasure, as against the blase,
and unchildlike. But when one has the childlike joy it

is best to have also the childlike unconsciousness; and | do
not think we should have special affection for the little boy
who ever lastingly explained that it was his duty to play Hide
and Seek and one of his family virtues to be promnent in Puss
in the Corner.

Anot her such irritating hypocrisy is the oligarchic attitude towards
nendi city as agai nst organi zed charity. Here again, as in the case
of cleanliness and of athletics, the attitude would be perfectly
human and intelligible if it were not maintained as a nerit.

Just as the obvious thing about soap is that it is a convenience,

so the obvious thing about beggars is that they are an i nconveni ence.
The rich would deserve very little blame if they sinply said

that they never dealt directly with beggars, because in nodern

urban civilization it is inpossible to deal directly with beggars;

or if not inpossible, at least very difficult. But these people do not
refuse nmoney to beggars on the ground that such charity is difficult.
They refuse it on the grossly hypocritical ground that such

charity is easy. They say, with the nost grotesque gravity,

"Anyone can put his hand in his pocket and give a poor man a penny;
but we, philanthropists, go hone and brood and travail over

the poor man's troubles until we have di scovered exactly

what jail, reformatory, workhouse, or lunatic asylumit wll

really be best for himto go to." This is all sheer |ying.

They do not brood about the man when they get hone, and if they

did it would not alter the original fact that their notive for

di scouragi ng beggars is the perfectly rational one that beggars

are a bother. A nman may easily be forgiven for not doing this

or that incidental act of charity, especially when the question

is as genuinely difficult as is the case of nendicity.

But there is sonething quite pestilently Pecksniffian about

shrinking froma hard task on the plea that it is not hard enough

If any man will really try talking to the ten beggars who cone

to his door he will soon find out whether it is really so much

easi er than the labor of witing a check for a hospital

* k%
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THE STALENESS OF THE NEW SCHOOLS



For this deep and disabling reason therefore, its cynica

and abandoned indifference to the truth, the English public
school does not provide us with the ideal that we require.

We can only ask its nodern critics to remenber that right

or wong the thing can be done; the factory is working,

t he wheels are goi ng around, the gentlenmen are bei ng produced,
with their soap, cricket and organi zed charity all conplete.

And in this, as we have said before, the public school really has
an advant age over all the other educational schenes of our tine.
You can pick out a public-school man in any of the nany
conpani es into which they stray, froma Chinese opi um

den to a German Jew sh dinner-party. But | doubt if you

could tell which little match girl had been brought up

by undenomi national religion and which by secul ar educati on.

The great English aristocracy which has ruled us since the
Reformation is really, in this sense, a nodel to the nobderns

It did have an ideal, and therefore it has produced a reality.

We may repeat here that these pages propose mainly to show one thing:
t hat progress ought to be based on principle, while our nodern progress
is nostly based on precedent. W go, not by what may be affirned

in theory, but by what has been already adnmitted in practice.

That is why the Jacobites are the last Tories in history

wi th whom a high-spirited person can have nuch synpat hy.

They wanted a specific thing; they were ready to go forward

for it, and so they were also ready to go back for it.

But nodern Tories have only the dull ness of defending

situations that they had not the excitement of creating.

Revol utioni sts make a reform Conservatives only conserve the reform
They never reformthe reform which is often very nmuch want ed.

Just as the rivalry of armanents is only a sort of sulky plagiarism
so the rivalry of parties is only a sort of sulky inheritance.

Men have votes, so wormen nust soon have votes; poor children

are taught by force, so they nust soon be fed by force;

the police shut public houses by twelve o' clock, so soon they

nmust shut them by el even o' clock; children stop at school till

they are fourteen, so soon they will stop till they are forty.

No gl eam of reason, no monentary return to first principles,

no abstract asking of any obvious question, can interrupt this

mad and nonotonous gal |l op of nere progress by precedent.

It is a good way to prevent real revolution

By this logic of events, the Radical gets as much into

a rut as the Conservative. W neet one hoary old lunatic

who says his grandfather told himto stand by one stile.

We neet another hoary old lunatic who says his grandfather told
himonly to wal k al ong one | ane.

| say we nmay repeat here this primary part of the argumnent,
because we have just now cone to the place where it is nopst
startlingly and strongly shown. The final proof that our

el enentary schools have no definite ideal of their own is the fact
that they so openly inmtate the ideals of the public schools.

In the elementary schools we have all the ethical prejudices
and exaggerations of Eton and Harrow carefully copied

for people to whomthey do not even roughly apply.

We have the sane wildly disproportionate doctrine of

the effect of physical cleanliness on noral character.

Educat ors and educational politicians declare, anmd warm cheers,
that cleanliness is far nore inportant than all the squabbles
about noral and religious training. It would really seem



that so long as a little boy washes his hands it does not nmatter
whet her he is washing off his nmother's jamor his brother's gore.
We have the sane grossly insincere pretense that sport always
encourages a sense of honor, when we know that it often ruins it.
Above all, we have the sane great upperclass assunption

that things are done best by large institutions handling

| arge suns of noney and ordering everybody about; and that

trivial and inpulsive charity is in sonme way contenptible.

As M. Blatchford says, "The world does not want piety, but soap--
and Socialism" Piety is one of the popular virtues, whereas soap
and Socialismare two hobbies of the upper mddle class.

These "healthy" ideals, as they are called, which our politicians
and school nasters have borrowed fromthe aristocratic schools and
applied to the denocratic, are by no means particularly appropriate
to an i npoveri shed denocracy. A vague adniration for organized
government and a vague di strust of individual aid cannot be nade

to fit in at all into the lives of people anbng whom ki ndness neans
| endi ng a saucepan and honor mneans keepi ng out of the workhouse.

It resolves itself either into discouraging that system of pronpt
and patchwork generosity which is a daily glory of the poor

or else into hazy advice to people who have no nmoney not to give

it recklessly awmay. Nor is the exaggerated glory of athletics,

def ensi bl e enough in dealing with the rich who, if they did not ronp
and race, would eat and drink unwhol esonely, by any nmeans so nuch

to the point when applied to people, nost of whomwi |l take a great
deal of exercise anyhow, with spade or hammer, pickax or saw.

And for the third case, of washing, it is obvious that the sane sort
of rhetoric about corporeal daintiness which is proper to an ornanental
class cannot, nerely as it stands, be applicable to a dustman.

A gentleman is expected to be substantially spotless all the tine.
But it is no nore discreditable for a scavenger to be dirty than for
a deep-sea diver to be wet. A sweep is no nore disgraced when he is
covered with soot than M chael Angel o when he is covered with clay,
or Bayard when he is covered with blood. Nor have these extenders
of the public-school tradition done or suggested anythi ng by way

of a substitute for the present snobbish system whi ch nakes cl eanli ness
al nost inpossible to the poor; | mean the general ritual of |inen
and the wearing of the cast-off clothes of the rich. One nman noves
into another man's clothes as he noves into another man's house.

No wonder that our educationists are not horrified at a man picking
up the aristocrat's second-hand trousers, when they thensel ves

have only taken up the aristocrat's second-hand i deas.

* x %

X
THE OUTLAWED PARENT

There is one thing at |east of which there is never so nmuch

as a whi sper inside the popul ar schools; and that is the opinion

of the people The only persons who seemto have not hi ng

to do with the education of the children are the parents.

Yet the English poor have very definite traditions in nany ways.

They are hi dden under enbarrassnent and irony; and those psychol ogists
who have di sentangled themtal k of them as very strange,

barbaric and secretive things But, as a matter of fact,

the traditions of the poor are nostly sinply the traditions

of humanity, a thing which nany of us have not seen for sonme tine.



For instance, workingmen have a tradition that if one is talking
about a vile thing it is better to talk of it in coarse |anguage;
one is the less likely to be seduced into excusing it.

But mankind had this tradition also, until the Puritans

and their children, the Ibsenites, started the opposite idea,

that it does not matter what you say so long as you say it

with long words and a long face. O again, the educated

cl asses have tabooed nobst jesting about personal appearance;

but in doing this they taboo not only the hunor of the sl uns,

but nore than half the healthy literature of the world; they put
polite nose-bags on the noses of Punch and Bardol ph, Stiggins and
Cyrano de Bergerac. Again, the educated cl asses have adopted

a hi deous and heat hen custom of considering death as too dreadfu
to talk about, and letting it remain a secret for each person
like some private mal formation. The poor, on the contrary,

nake a great gossip and display about bereavenent; and they

are right. They have hold of a truth of psychol ogy which is at
the back of all the funeral custonms of the children of men.

The way to |l essen sorrowis to make a lot of it. The way to endure
a painful crisis is to insist very nuch that it is a crisis;

to permt people who nust feel sad at |east to feel inportant.

In this the poor are sinply the priests of the universal civilization
and in their stuffy feasts and solemm chattering there is

the snmell of the baked neats of Haml et and the dust and echo

of the funeral ganes of Patrocl us.

The things philanthropists barely excuse (or do not excuse)

inthe life of the |aboring classes are sinply the things we have

to excuse in all the greatest monunents of man. It may be that

the | aborer is as gross as Shakespeare or as garrul ous as Honer;

that if he is religious he talks nearly as nuch about hell as Dante;
that if he is worldly he talks nearly as much about drink

as Dickens. Nor is the poor man wi thout historic support if he thinks
| ess of that cerenopnial washing which Christ disnmissed, and rather
nore of that cerenonial drinking which Christ specially sanctified.
The only difference between the poor nman of to-day and the saints
and heroes of history is that which in all classes separates the comon
man who can feel things fromthe great nan who can express them

VWhat he feels is nerely the heritage of man. Now nobody expects

of course that the cabmen and coal - heavers can be conplete
instructors of their children any nore than the squires and col onel s
and tea nmerchants are conplete instructors of their children

There nust be an educational specialist in loco parentis.

But the naster at Harrow is in |oco parentis; the master in Hoxton
is rather contra parentem The vague politics of the squire,

t he vaguer virtues of the colonel, the soul and spiritual yearnings
of a tea merchant, are, in veritable practice, conveyed to

the children of these people at the English public schools.

But | wish here to ask a very plain and enphatic question

Can anyone alive even pretend to point out any way in which these special
virtues and traditions of the poor are reproduced in the education
of the poor? | do not wish the coster's irony to appeal as coarsely
in the school as it does in the tap roonm but does it appear at all?
Is the child taught to synpathize at all with his father's

admi rabl e cheerful ness and slang? | do not expect the pathetic,
eager pietas of the nother, with her funeral clothes and funera
baked nmeats, to be exactly initated in the educational system

but has it any influence at all on the educational systenf

Does any el enentary school naster accord it even an instant's

consi deration or respect? | do not expect the school naster to hate



hospitals and C. O S. centers so nmuch as the school boy's father

but does he hate themat all? Does he synpathize in the | east

with the poor man's point of honor against official institutions?

Is it not quite certain that the ordinary el enentary school nmaster

will think it not nmerely natural but sinply conscientious to

eradi cate all these rugged | egends of a | aborious people, and on
principle to preach soap and Soci al i sm agai nst beer and |iberty?

In the | ower classes the school master does not work for the parent,
but against the parent. Mdern education neans handi ng down the custons
of the mnority, and rooting out the custons of the najority.

Instead of their Christlike charity, their Shakespearean | aughter

and their high Homeric reverence for the dead, the poor have inposed
on them nmere pedantic copies of the prejudices of the renmote rich
They nust think a bathroom a necessity because to the lucky it

is a luxury; they must swi ng Swedi sh cl ubs because their masters

are afraid of English cudgels; and they nmust get over their prejudice
agai nst being fed by the parish, because aristocrats feel no shane
about being fed by the nation

* *x %

XV
FOLLY AND FEMALE EDUCATI ON

It is the same in the case of girls. | amoften solemmly

asked what | think of the new ideas about femml e education.

But there are no new i deas about feral e education.

There is not, there never has been, even the vestige of a new idea.
Al the educational reforners did was to ask what was being done to
boys and then go and do it to girls; just as they asked what was being
taught to young squires and then taught it to young chi mey sweeps.
VWat they call new ideas are very old ideas in the wong pl ace.
Boys play football, why shouldn't girls play football

boys have school colors, why shouldn't girls have school -col ors;
boys go in hundreds to day-schools, why shouldn't girls go

i n hundreds to day-schools; boys go to Oxford, why shoul dn't

girls go to Oxford--in short, boys grow nustaches, why shoul dn't
girls grow nmustaches--that is about their notion of a new idea.
There is no brain-work in the thing at all; no root query

of what sex is, of whether it alters this or that, and why,

anynore than there is any inaginative grip of the hunor

and heart of the populace in the popul ar education

There is nothing but plodding, elaborate, elephantine intation
And just as in the case of elenmentary teaching, the cases are

of a cold and reckl ess i nappropriateness. Even a savage coul d see
that bodily things, at |east, which are good for a nan are very likely
to be bad for a wonan. Yet there is no boy's gane, however brutal
which these mld lunatics have not pronoted anong girls.

To take a stronger case, they give girls very heavy hone-work;
never reflecting that all girls have hone-work already in

their homes. It is all a part of the sane silly subjugation

there nust be a hard stick-up collar round the neck of a wonman,
because it is already a nuisance round the neck of a nan

Though a Saxon serf, if he wore that collar of cardboard,

woul d ask for his collar of brass.

It will then be answered, not without a sneer, "And what would
you prefer? Wuld you go back to the elegant early Victorian fenale,
with ringlets and snelling-bottle, doing a little in water col ors,



dabbling a little in Italian, playing a little on the harp

witing in vulgar al buns and painting on sensel ess screens?

Do you prefer that?" To which | answer, "Enmphatically, yes."

| solidly prefer it to the new femal e education, for this reason
that | can see in it an intellectual design, while there is

none in the other. | amby no neans sure that even in point

of practical fact that el egant fenale would not have been

nore than a match for nobst of the inelegant fenales.

| fancy Jane Austen was stronger, sharper and shrewder than
Charlotte Bronte; | amquite certain she was stronger, sharper and
shrewder than CGeorge Eliot. She could do one thing neither

of them could do: she could coolly and sensibly describe a nman

| amnot sure that the old great |ady who could only smatter
Italian was not nore vigorous than the new great |ady who can

only stamrer Anerican; nor am| certain that the bygone

duchesses who were scarcely successful when they painted

Mel r ose Abbey, were so much nore weak-m nded than the nodern
duchesses who paint only their own faces, and are bad at that.

But that is not the point. Wat was the theory, what was the idea,
in their old, weak water-colors and their shaky Italian? The idea
was the sanme which in a ruder rank expressed itself in hone-nade
wi nes and hereditary recipes; and which still, in a thousand
unexpect ed ways, can be found clinging to the wonmen of the poor.

It was the idea | urged in the second part of this book

that the world nust keep one great amateur, lest we all becone
artists and perish. Sonebody nust renounce all specialist conquests,
t hat she may conquer all the conquerors. That she nay be a queen
of life, she nust not be a private soldier init. | do not think
the elegant female with her bad Italian was a perfect product,

any nore than | think the slumwonman tal king gin and funerals

is a perfect product; alas! there are few perfect products.

But they cone from a conprehensi bl e idea; and the new woman cones
from not hi ng and nowhere. It is right to have an ideal, it is
right to have the right ideal, and these two have the right ideal
The slum nother with her funerals is the degenerate daughter

of Antigone, the obstinate priestess of the househol d gods.

The lady tal king bad Italian was the decayed tenth cousin of Portia,
the great and golden Italian [ady, the Renascence amateur of life,
who could be a barrister because she coul d be anything.

Sunken and negl ected in the sea of nodern nonotony and inmitation
the types hold tightly to their original truths. Antigone, ugly,
dirty and often drunken, will still bury her father.

The el egant femal e, vapid and fading away to nothing, still feels
faintly the fundanental difference between herself and her husband:
that he nust be Sonething in the Cty, that she may be everything
in the country.

There was a time when you and | and all of us were all very close to God;
so that even now the color of a pebble (or a paint), the snell of a flower
(or a firework), cones to our hearts with a kind of authority

and certainty; as if they were fragnents of a nuddl ed nessage,

or features of a forgotten face. To pour that fiery sinplicity

upon the whole of life is the only real aim of education

and cl osest to the child conmes the woman--she under st ands.

To say what she understands is beyond nme; save only this, that it

is not a solemity. Rather it is a towering levity, an uproarious
amat euri shness of the universe, such as we felt when we were little,

and woul d as soon sing as garden, as soon paint as run. To smatter

t he tongues of nen and angels, to dabble in the dreadful sciences,

to juggle with pillars and pyram ds and toss up the planets |like balls,



this is that inner audacity and indifference which the human soul

i ke a conjurer catching oranges, mnust keep up forever

This is that insanely frivolous thing we call sanity.

And the el egant femal e, drooping her ringlets over her water-colors, knew
it and acted on it. She was juggling with frantic and flam ng suns.

She was maintaining the bold equilibriumof inferiorities which is

the nost nysterious of superiorities and perhaps the nost unattai nabl e.
She was mmintaining the prine truth of woman, the universal nother

that if a thing is worth doing, it is worth doi ng badly.

* *x %

PART FI VE

THE HOVE OF MAN

* ok %

I
THE EMPI RE OF THE | NSECT

A cultivated Conservative friend of m ne once exhibited great

di stress because in a gay nonment | once call ed Ednund Burke

an atheist. | need scarcely say that the remark | acked

sonet hi ng of biographical precision; it was neant to.

Burke was certainly not an atheist in his conscious cosm c theory,

t hough he had not a special and flaning faith in God,

i ke Robespierre. Nevertheless, the remark had reference to a truth
which it is here relevant to repeat. | mean that in the quarre
over the French Revol ution, Burke did stand for the atheistic attitude
and node of argunent, as Robespierre stood for the theistic.

The Revol ution appealed to the idea of an abstract and

eternal justice, beyond all |ocal custom or convenience.

If there are commands of God, then there nust be rights of man.

Here Burke made his brilliant diversion; he did not attack

t he Robespierre doctrine with the ol d nmedi aeval doctrine of

jus divinum (which, like the Robespierre doctrine, was theistic),

he attacked it with the nodern argunment of scientific relativity;

in short, the argunent of evolution. He suggested that

humanity was everywhere nolded by or fitted to its environnent

and institutions; in fact, that each people practically got,

not only the tyrant it deserved, but the tyrant it ought to have.

"I know nothing of the rights of nen," he said, "but | know sonething
of the rights of Englishnen." There you have the essential atheist.
Hi s argunent is that we have got sonme protection by natura

acci dent and growth; and why should we profess to think beyond it,
for all the world as if we were the inmages of God! W are born
under a House of Lords, as birds under a house of |eaves;

we |ive under a nonarchy as niggers live under a tropic sun;

it is not their fault if they are slaves, and it is not ours

if we are snobs. Thus, long before Darwin struck his great bl ow

at denocracy, the essential of the Darw nian argunent had been

al ready urged agai nst the French Revol ution. Man, said Burke

in effect, nust adapt hinself to everything, |ike an aninal;

he must not try to alter everything, |ike an angel

The | ast weak cry of the pious, pretty, half-artificial optinism
and dei sm of the eighteenth century carne in the voice

of Sterne, saying, "CGod tenpers the wind to the shorn l[anb."

And Burke, the iron evolutionist, essentially answered,



"No; God tenpers the shorn lanb to the wind." It is the |anb
that has to adapt hinself. That is, he either dies or becones
a particular kind of lanmb who |ikes standing in a draught.

The subconsci ous popul ar instinct against Darwi nismwas not a nere

of fense at the grotesque notion of visiting one's grandfather in a cage
in the Regent's Park. Men go in for drink, practical jokes and nany ot her
grot esque things; they do not nuch m nd maki ng beasts of thensel ves,
and woul d not much m nd having beasts nade of their forefathers.

The real instinct was nuch deeper and much nore val uabl e.

It was this: that when once one begins to think of man as a shifting
and alterable thing, it is always easy for the strong and crafty

to twist himinto new shapes for all kinds of unnatural purposes.

t he popul ar instinct sees in such devel opnments the possibility

of backs bowed and hunch-backed for their burden, or |inbs

twisted for their task. It has a very well-grounded guess that

what ever is done swiftly and systematically will nostly be done

be a successful class and alnpbst solely in their interests.

It has therefore a vision of inhuman hybrids and hal f-hunman experinments
much in the style of M. Wlls's "Island of Dr. Moreau." The rich

man nmay conme to breeding a tribe of dwarfs to be his jockeys,

and a tribe of giants to be his hall-porters. G oons mnight be born
bow- | egged and tailors born cross-1egged; perfuners m ght have |ong,

| arge noses and a crouching attitude, |ike hounds of scent;

and professional wine-tasters mght have the horrible expression

of one tasting wi ne stanped upon their faces as infants.

VWhat ever wild i mage one enploys it cannot keep pace with the panic

of the human fancy, when once it supposes that the fixed type

call ed man coul d be changed. If sone mllionaire wanted arnms,

some porter nust grow ten arnms |like an octopus; if he wants | egs,

sonme nessenger-boy nust go with a hundred trotting legs |ike a centi pede.
In the distorted mirror of hypothesis, that is, of the unknown,

men can dimy see such nmonstrous and evil shapes; nen run all to eye,
or all to fingers, with nothing | eft but one nostril or one ear

That is the nightmare with which the nere notion of adaptation
threatens us. That is the nightnare that is not so very far

fromthe reality.

It will be said that not the wildest evolutionist really asks

that we shoul d becone in any way unhunman or copy any other aninal.
Pardon me, that is exactly what not nerely the wil dest

evolutionists urge, but some of the tanest evol utionists too.

There has risen high in recent history an inportant cultus which bids
fair to be the religion of the future--which neans the religion

of those few weak-m nded people who live in the future. It is typica
of our time that it has to look for its god through a m croscope;

and our tine has marked a definite adoration of the insect.

Li ke nost things we call new, of course, it is not at all new as an idea;
it isonly newas an idolatry. Virgil takes bees seriously

but | doubt if he would have kept bees as carefully as he wote

about them The wise king told the sluggard to watch the ant,

a charming occupation--for a sluggard. But in our own tine has
appeared a very different tone, and nore than one great man,

as well as nunberless intelligent nmen, have in our tinme seriously
suggested that we should study the insect because we are his inferiors.
The old noralists nerely took the virtues of man and distributed

them quite decoratively and arbitrarily anong the ani mal s.

The ant was an al nmost heral di c synbol of industry, as the lion was

of courage, or, for the matter of that, the pelican of charity.

But if the nediaevals had been convinced that a |Iion was not courageous,



t hey woul d have dropped the lion and kept the courage; if the pelican
is not charitable, they would say, so nuch the worse for the pelican
The old noralists, | say, permtted the ant to enforce and typify
man's norality; they never allowed the ant to upset it.

They used the ant for industry as the lark for punctuality;

they | ooked up at the flapping birds and down at the craw ing

insects for a honely lesson. But we have lived to see a sect

t hat does not | ook down at the insects, but |ooks up at the insects,

t hat asks us essentially to bow down and worship beetles,

i ke ancient Egyptians.

Maurice Maeterlinck is a man of unm stakabl e genius, and genius

al ways carries a magnifying glass. 1In the terrible crysta

of his lens we have seen the bees not as a little yell ow swarm

but rather in golden arm es and hierarchies of warriors and queens.
| magi nati on perpetually peers and creeps further down the avenues
and vistas in the tubes of science, and one fancies every

frantic reversal of proportions; the earwig striding across

the echoing plain Iike an el ephant, or the grasshopper com ng
roaring above our roofs |like a vast aeroplane, as he | eaps from
Hertfordshire to Surrey. One seens to enter in a dreama tenple

of enornous ent onol ogy, whose architecture is based on sonething
wi | der than arns or backbones; in which the ribbed col ums

have the half-crawling | ook of dimand nonstrous caterpillars;

or the donme is a starry spider hung horribly in the void.

There is one of the nodern works of engineering that gives one
somet hi ng of this nanel ess fear of the exaggerations of an underworl d;
and that is the curious curved architecture of the under ground railway,
conmonly called the Twopenny Tube. Those squat archways,

wi t hout any upright line or pillar, look as if they had been
tunnel ed by huge worns who have never learned to |lift their heads
It is the very underground pal ace of the Serpent, the spirit

of changi ng shape and color, that is the enenmy of man

But it is not nerely by such strange aesthetic suggestions

that witers |like Maeterlinck have influenced us in the matter
there is also an ethical side to the business.

The upshot of M Maeterlinck's book on bees is an adnmiration

one might also say an envy, of their collective spirituality;

of the fact that they live only for sonething which he calls

the Soul of the Hive. And this admiration for the comunal norality
of insects is expressed in nmany other nodern witers in various
gquarters and shapes; in M. Benjanin Kidd's theory of |iving

only for the evolutionary future of our race, and in the great
interest of sonme Socialists in ants, which they generally prefer
to bees, | suppose, because they are not so brightly col ored.

Not | east anobng the hundred evidences of this vague insectolatry
are the floods of flattery poured by nodern people on that
energetic nation of the Far East of which it has been said

that "Patriotismis its only religion"; or, in other words,

that it lives only for the Soul of the Hive. Wen at long intervals
of the centuries Christendom grows weak, norbid or skeptical

and nysterious Asia begins to nobve against us her di mpopul ati ons
and to pour themwestward |ike a dark novenent of nmatter

in such cases it has been very common to conpare the invasion

to a plague of lice or incessant arnies of |ocusts.

The Eastern armies were indeed like insects; in their blind,

busy destructiveness, in their black nihilismof personal outl ook
in their hateful indifference to individual Iife and | ove,

in their base belief in mere nunbers, in their pessimstic



courage and their atheistic patriotism the riders and raiders

of the East are indeed like all the creeping things of the earth.
But never before, | think, have Christians called a Turk a | ocust
and neant it as a conplinent. Now for the first time we worship
as well as fear; and trace with adoration that enornous form
advanci ng vast and vague out of Asia, faintly discernible amd
the nystic clouds of w nged creatures hung over the wasted | ands,
t hrongi ng the skies |like thunder and discol oring the skies

like rain; Beel zebub, the Lord of Flies.

In resisting this horrible theory of the Soul of the Hive,

we of Christendom stand not for ourselves, but for all humanity;

for the essential and distinctive human idea that one good and

happy man is an end in hinself, that a soul is worth saving

Nay, for those who |ike such biological fancies it mght well be

said that we stand as chi efs and chanpi ons of a whole section

of nature, princes of the house whose cogni zance is the backbone,
standing for the mlk of the individual nother and the courage

of the wandering cub, representing the pathetic chivalry of the dog,

t he hunor and perversity of cats, the affection of the tranquil horse,
the loneliness of the lion. It is nore to the point, however,

to urge that this nere glorification of society as it is in

the social insects is a transformation and a di ssolution in one

of the outlines which have been specially the synmbols of nan.

In the cloud and confusion of the flies and bees is grow ng fainter
and fainter, as is finally disappearing, the idea of the human famly
The hive has becone | arger than the house, the bees are destroying
their captors; what the locust hath left, the caterpillar hath eaten
and the little house and garden of our friend Jones is in a bad way.

Il
THE FALLACY OF THE UMBRELLA STAND

VWen Lord Morley said that the House of Lords rnust be either

mended or ended, he used a phrase which has caused some confusion
because it nmight seemto suggest that nending and endi ng are sonewhat
simlar things. | wi sh specially to insist on the fact that nending
and ending are opposite things. You nend a thing because you like it;
you end a thing because you don't. To nmend is to strengthen.

I, for instance, disbelieve in oligarchy; so | would no nore nend

t he House of Lords than | would nend a thunmbscrew. On the other hand,
| do believe in the famly; therefore | would nmend the famly

as | would nmend a chair; and I will never deny for a nonment that

the nodern famly is a chair that wants nending. But here cones

in the essential point about the nass of nobdern advanced soci ol ogi sts.
Here are two institutions that have al ways been fundanental with nmankind,
the family and the state. Anarchists, | believe, disbelieve in both.
It is quite unfair to say that Socialists believe in the state,

but do not believe in the fanily; thousands of Socialists believe
nore in the fanmily than any Tory. But it is true to say that while
anarchi sts woul d end both, Socialists are specially engaged in nendi ng
(that is, strengthening and renewing) the state; and they are

not specially engaged in strengthening and renewing the famly

They are not doing anything to define the functions of father, nother
and child, as such; they are not tightening the machi ne up again;

they are not blackening in again the fading lines of the old draw ng.
Wth the state they are doing this; they are sharpening its nachinery,



they are blackening in its black dognatic |lines, they are nmaking nere
governnent in every way stronger and in sone ways harsher than before
VWile they | eave the hone in ruins, they restore the hive,

especially the stings. Indeed, sonme schenes of |abor and Poor Law
reformrecently advanced by distinguished Socialists, anbunt to little
nore than putting the | argest number of people in the despotic

power of M. Bunble. Apparently, progress neans bei ng noved on--

by the police.

The point it is nmy purpose to urge mght perhaps be suggested thus:
that Socialists and nost social reforners of their color are vividly
conscious of the line between the kind of things that belong to the state
and the kind of things that belong to nere chaos or uncoercible nature;
they may force children to go to school before the sun rises, but they
will not try to force the sun to rise; they will not, |ike Canute,

bani sh the sea, but only the sea-bathers. But inside the outline of
the state their lines are confused, and entities nelt into each other.
They have no firminstinctive sense of one thing being in its nature
private and another public, of one thing being necessarily bond

and another free. That is why piece by piece, and quite silently,
personal liberty is being stolen fromEnglishnmen, as personal |and has
been silently stolen ever since the sixteenth century.

| can only put it sufficiently curtly in a careless sinle

A Soci alist nmeans a nan who thinks a wal king-stick |ike

an unbrella because they both go into the unbrella-stand.

Yet they are as different as a battle-ax and a bootj ack.

The essential idea of an unbrella is breadth and protection.
The essential idea of a stick is slenderness and, partly, attack
The stick is the sword, the unbrella is the shield,

but it is a shield against another and nore nanel ess eneny--
the hostile but anonynous universe. Mre properly, therefore,
the unbrella is the roof; it is a kind of collapsible house

But the vital difference goes far deeper than this; it branches
off into two kingdons of man's nmind, with a chasm between

For the point is this: that the unbrella is a shield

agai nst an enemny so actual as to be a nere nuisance;

whereas the stick is a sword agai nst enenies so entirely imaginary
as to be a pure pleasure. The stick is not nerely a sword,

but a court sword; it is a thing of purely cerenonial swagger
One cannot express the enbtion in any way except by saying

that a man feels nmore like a man with a stick in his hand,

just as he feels nore like a man with a sword at his side.

But nobody ever had any swelling sentinments about an unbrell a;

it is a convenience, like a door scraper. An unbrellais a
necessary evil. A walking-stick is a quite unnecessary good.
This, | fancy, is the real explanation of the perpetual |osing

of unbrellas; one does not hear of people |osing walking sticks.
For a wal king-stick is a pleasure, a piece of rea

personal property; it is nissed even when it is not needed.

When ny right hand forgets its stick may it forget its cunning.
But anybody may forget an unbrella, as anybody night

forget a shed that he has stood up in out of the rain.

Anybody can forget a necessary thing.

If I mght pursue the figure of speech, | night briefly say

that the whole Collectivist error consists in saying that because
two nen can share an unbrella, therefore two nen can share

a wal ki ng-stick. Unbrellas night possibly be replaced by sone kind
of common awni ngs covering certain streets fromparticul ar showers.



But there is nothing but nonsense in the notion of swinging a
conmunal stick; it is as if one spoke of twirling a comunal nustache
It will be said that this is a frank fantasia and that no sociol ogists
suggest such follies. Pardon me if they do. | will give a precise
parall el to the case of confusion of sticks and unbrell as,

a parallel froma perpetually reiterated suggestion of reform

At |east sixty Socialists out of a hundred, when they have spoken
of common | aundries, will go on at once to speak of common kit chens.
This is just as mechani cal and unintelligent as the fancifu

case | have quoted. Sticks and unbrellas are both stiff rods

that go into holes in a stand in the hall. Kitchens and
washhouses are both large roonms full of heat and danmp and steam
But the soul and function of the two things are utterly opposite.
There is only one way of washing a shirt; that is, there is only
one right way. There is no taste and fancy in tattered shirts.
Nobody says, "Tonpkins likes five holes in his shirt, but |

must say, give nme the good old four holes."” Nobody says,

"This washerwoman rips up the left leg of ny pyjamas; now if

there is one thing | insist onit is the right leg ripped up."
The ideal washing is sinply to send a thing back washed.

But it is by no neans true that the ideal cooking is sinply

to send a thing back cooked. Cooking is an art; it has

init personality, and even perversity, for the definition

of an art is that which nust be personal and may be perverse.

I know a nan, not otherw se dainty, who cannot touch

conmon sausages unl ess they are al nost burned to a coal

He wants his sausages fried to rags, yet he does not insist

on his shirts being boiled to rags. | do not say that

such points of culinary delicacy are of high inportance.

| do not say that the communal ideal nust give way to them

What | say is that the communal ideal is not conscious of

their exi stence, and therefore goes wong fromthe very start,

m xing a wholly public thing with a highly individual one.

Per haps we ought to accept communal kitchens in the social crisis,
just as we should accept comunal cat's-neat in a siege.

But the cultured Socialist, quite at his ease, by no neans

in a siege, tal ks about comunal kitchens as if they

were the sane kind of thing as communal | aundries.

This shows at the start that he m sunderstands human nature

It is as different as three nen singing the sane chorus from
three nen playing three tunes on the sane piano.

* ok %

[11
THE DREADFUL DUTY OF GUDGE

In the quarrel earlier alluded to between the energetic Progressive
and the obstinate Conservative (or, to talk a tenderer |anguage,

bet ween Hudge and Gudge), the state of cross-purposes is at the present
nmonent acute. The Tory says he wants to preserve fanmly life

in C ndertown; the Socialist very reasonably points out to himthat
in Cndertown at present there isn't any famly life to preserve.

But Hudge, the Socialist, in his turn, is highly vague and nysterious
about whether he would preserve the fanily life if there were any;

or whether he will try to restore it where it has di sappeared.

It is all very confusing. The Tory sonetines talks as if he wanted
to tighten the donestic bonds that do not exist; the Socialist

as if he wanted to | oosen the bonds that do not bind anybody.



The question we all want to ask of both of themis the origina

i deal question, "Do you want to keep the famly at all?" |If Hudge,

the Socialist, does want the family he rmust be prepared for the

natural restraints, distinctions and divisions of labor in the famly
He must brace hinself up to bear the idea of the wonman having

a preference for the private house and a man for the public house.

He must nanage to endure sonehow the idea of a wonman bei ng wonanly,

whi ch does not nean soft and yiel ding, but handy, thrifty, rather hard,
and very humorous. He rnust confront w thout a quiver the notion

of a child who shall be childish, that is, full of energy,

but wi thout an idea of independence; fundanmentally as eager for
authority as for information and butter-scotch. If a man, a wonman

and a child live together any nore in free and soverei gn househol ds,
these ancient relations will recur; and Hudge must put up with it.

He can only avoid it by destroying the famly, driving both sexes into
sexl ess hives and hordes, and bringing up all children as the children of
the state--like Aiver Twist. But if these stern words nust be addressed
to Hudge, neither shall Qudge escape a somewhat severe adnonition

For the plain truth to be told pretty sharply to the Tory is this,

that if he wants the famly to remain, if he wants to be strong enough
to resist the rending forces of our essentially savage conmerce,

he must nake sonme very big sacrifices and try to equalize property.

The overwhel m ng mass of the English people at this particul ar instant
are sinply too poor to be donmestic. They are as donestic as they

can nanage; they are nmuch nore donmestic than the governing class;

but they cannot get what good there was originally neant to be in

this institution, sinply because they have not got enough noney.

The man ought to stand for a certain magnanimity, quite lawfully expressed
in throwi ng noney away: but if under given circunstances he can only
do it by throwing the week's food away, then he is not nmagnani nous,

but nmean. The wonman ought to stand for a certain wi sdomwhich is

wel | expressed in valuing things rightly and guardi ng noney sensi bl y;
but how is she to guard noney if there is no noney to guard?

The child ought to | ook on his nother as a fountain of natural fun

and poetry; but how can he unless the fountain, |ike other fountains,
is allowed to play? What chance have any of these ancient arts

and functions in a house so hideously topsy-turvy; a house where

the woman is out working and the man isn't; and the child is forced

by law to think his school naster's requirenents nore inportant

than his nother's? No, GQudge and his friends in the House of Lords

and the Carlton Club nust nmake up their mnds on this natter

and that very quickly. |If they are content to have England turned into
a beehive and an ant-hill, decorated here and there with a few faded
butterflies playing at an old gane called donesticity in the intervals
of the divorce court, then let themhave their enpire of insects;

they will find plenty of Socialists who will give it to them

But if they want a domestic Engl and, they nust "shell out,"

as the phrase goes, to a vastly greater extent than any Radica
politician has yet dared to suggest; they nmust endure burdens nuch
heavi er than the Budget and strokes nuch deadlier than the death duties;
for the thing to be done is nothing nore nor |ess than the distribution
of the great fortunes and the great estates. W can now only avoid

Soci alism by a change as vast as Socialism |If we are to save property,
we nust distribute property, alnbst as sternly and sweepingly as did
the French Revolution. If we are to preserve the famly we nust

revol uti oni ze the nati on.



A LAST | NSTANCE

And now, as this book is drawing to a close, | will whisper in

the reader's ear a horrible suspicion that has sonetines haunted ne:

t he suspicion that Hudge and Gudge are secretly in partnership.

That the quarrel they keep up in public is very nmuch of a put-up job,
and that the way in which they perpetually play into each other's hands
is not an everlasting coincidence. Gudge, the plutocrat, wants an
anarchic industrialism Hudge, the idealist, provides himwth lyric
prai ses of anarchy. Gudge wants wonen-workers because they are cheaper
Hudge calls the woman's work "freedomto live her own life."

Gudge wants steady and obedi ent worknmen, Hudge preaches teetotalisnm-
to worknen, not to Gudge--Gudge wants a tame and tim d popul ati on

who wi Il never take arms agai nst tyranny; Hudge proves from Tol sto

t hat nobody nust take arns agai nst anything. Gudge is naturally

a healthy and wel |l -washed gentl eman; Hudge earnestly preaches

the perfection of Gudge's washing to people who can't practice it.
Above all, Gudge rules by a coarse and cruel system of sacking

and sweating and bi-sexual toil which is totally inconsistent with

the free famly and which is bound to destroy it; therefore Hudge,
stretching out his arns to the universe with a prophetic smle, tells us
that the family is sonething that we shall soon gloriously outgrow

I do not know whether the partnership of Hudge and Gudge i s consci ous

or unconscious. | only know that between themthey still keep the common
man honeless. | only know | still neet Jones wal king the streets

inthe gray twilight, looking sadly at the poles and barriers and | ow
red goblin [anterns which still guard the house which is none the | ess

hi s because he has never been in it.

* k%

\Y
CONCLUSI ON

Here, it may be said, ny book ends just where it ought to begin.

| have said that the strong centers of nodern English property
nmust swiftly or slowy be broken up, if even the idea of property
is to renmain anong Englishnmen. There are two ways in which it
could be done, a cold adnministration by quite detached officials,
which is called Collectivism or a personal distribution

so as to produce what is called Peasant Proprietorship. | think
the latter solution the finer and nore fully human, because it
nmakes each nan as sonebody bl aned sonebody for saying of the Pope,
a sort of small god. A nman on his own turf tastes eternity or,

in other words, will give ten mnutes nore work than is required.
But | believe | amjustified in shutting the door on this vista

of argunent, instead of opening it. For this book is not designed
to prove the case for Peasant Proprietorship, but to prove

t he case agai nst nmodern sages who turn reformto a routine.

The whol e of this book has been a ranbling and el aborate urging

of one purely ethical fact. And if by any chance it shoul d happen
that there are still sone who do not quite see what that point is,
I will end with one plain parable, which is none the worse

for being also a fact.

Alittle while ago certain doctors and ot her persons pernitted
by nmodern law to dictate to their shabbier fellowcitizens, sent



out an order that all little girls should have their hair cut short.

| mean, of course, all little girls whose parents were poor.
Many very unheal thy habits are common anong rich little girls,
but it will be long before any doctors interfere forcibly with them

Now, the case for this particular interference was this,

that the poor are pressed down from above into such stinking

and suffocating underworlds of squal or, that poor people nust not
be allowed to have hair, because in their case it nust nean lice
in the hair. Therefore, the doctors propose to abolish the hair.
It never seens to have occurred to themto abolish the lice

Yet it could be done. As is comon in nost nodern di scussions

t he unnentionable thing is the pivot of the whole discussion

It is obvious to any Christian nman (that is, to any man with a
free soul) that any coercion applied to a cabnman's daughter ought,
if possible, to be applied to a Cabinet Mnister's daughter.

I will not ask why the doctors do not, as a matter of fact

apply their rule to a Cabinet Mnister's daughter.

I will not ask, because | know. They do not because they dare not.
But what is the excuse they would urge, what is the plausible
argunent they would use, for thus cutting and clipping poor children
and not rich? Their argunment would be that the disease is nore
likely to be in the hair of poor people than of rich. And why?
Because the poor children are forced (against all the instincts

of the highly donestic working classes) to crowd together in close
roons under a wildly inefficient systemof public instruction

and because in one out of the forty children there may be of f ense.
And why? Because the poor man is so ground down by the great
rents of the great ground landlords that his wife often has

to work as well as he. Therefore she has no time to | ook

after the children, therefore one in forty of themis dirty.
Because t he wor ki ngnan has these two persons on top of him

the landlord sitting (literally) on his stomach, and the

school master sitting (literally) on his head, the workingman must
allow his little girl's hair, first to be neglected from poverty,
next to be poi soned by proniscuity, and, lastly, to be abolished
by hygi ene. He, perhaps, was proud of his little girl's hair.

But he does not count.

Upon this sinple principle (or rather precedent) the soci ol ogical
doctor drives gayly ahead. Wen a crapul ous tyranny crushes nen
down into the dirt, so that their very hair is dirty, the scientific
course is clear. It would be Iong and | aborious to cut off the heads
of the tyrants; it is easier to cut off the hair of the slaves.

In the sane way, if it should ever happen that poor children
scream ng with toot hache, disturbed any school naster or artistic
gentlenman, it would be easy to pull out all the teeth of the poor

if their nails were disgustingly dirty, their nails could be

pl ucked out; if their noses were indecently blown, their noses

could be cut off. The appearance of our hunbler fellowcitizen
could be quite strikingly sinplified before we had done with him

But all this is not a bit wilder than the brute fact that a doctor
can wal k into the house of a free man, whose daughter's hair

may be as clean as spring flowers, and order himto cut it off.

It never seens to strike these people that the | esson of lice

in the slums is the wongness of sluns, not the wongness of hair.

Hair is, to say the least of it, a rooted thing. Its eneny
(like the other insects and oriental arm es of whom we have spoken)
sweep upon us but seldom In truth, it is only by eternal institutions

like hair that we can test passing institutions |ike enpires.
If a house is so built as to knock a man's head of f when he enters it,



it is built wong.

The nob can never rebel unless it is conservative, at |east enough
to have conserved sone reasons for rebelling. It is the nost

awful thought in all our anarchy, that nost of the ancient blows
struck for freedomwould not be struck at all to-day, because of

t he obscuration of the clean, popular custons from which they cane.
The insult that brought down the hammer of Wat Tyl er mi ght now

be call ed a medi cal exam nation. That which Virginius | oathed

and avenged as foul slavery might now be praised as free | ove.

The cruel taunt of Foulon, "Let themeat grass," might now be
represented as the dying cry of an idealistic vegetarian

Those great scissors of science that would snip off the curls

of the poor little school children are ceasel essly snappi ng

closer and closer to cut off all the corners and fringes

of the arts and honors of the poor. Soon they will be tw sting
necks to suit clean collars, and hacking feet to fit new boots.

It never seens to strike themthat the body is nore than rainent;

that the Sabbath was nade for man; that all institutions shal
be judged and damed by whether they have fitted the normal flesh
and spirit. It is the test of political sanity to keep your head.

It is the test of artistic sanity to keep your hair on

Now t he whol e parabl e and purpose of these |ast pages, and indeed of all
these pages, is this: to assert that we nust instantly begin all over
again, and begin at the other end. | begin with a little girl's hair.
That | know is a good thing at any rate. \Whatever else is evil,

the pride of a good nmother in the beauty of her daughter is good.

It is one of those adamanti ne tendernesses which are the touchstones

of every age and race. |If other things are against it, other things
nmust go down. If landlords and | aws and sciences are against it,

| andl ords and | aws and sciences rmust go down. Wth the red hair of one
she-urchin in the gutter | will set fire to all nodern civilization
Because a girl should have | ong hair, she should have clean hair;
because she shoul d have cl ean hair, she should not have an uncl ean hone:
because she should not have an uncl ean honme, she should have a free

and | ei sured not her; because she should have a free nother, she should
not have an usurious |andlord; because there should not be an usurious
| andl ord, there should be a redistribution of property; because there
shoul d be a redistribution of property, there shall be a revol ution
That little urchin with the gold-red hair, whom| have just watched
toddl i ng past nmy house, she shall not be | opped and | aned and altered;
her hair shall not be cut short like a convict's; no, all the kingdoms
of the earth shall be hacked about and nutilated to suit her

She is the hunman and sacred i mage; all around her the social fabric
shall sway and split and fall; the pillars of society shall be shaken
and the roofs of ages cone rushing down, and not one hair of her head
shal | be harned.

* x %

THREE NOTES
* k%

|

ON FEMALE SUFFRAGE

Not wishing to overload this long essay with too many parentheses,



apart fromits thesis of progress and precedent, | append here three
notes on points of detail that may possibly be m sunderstood.

The first refers to the fenale controversy. It nay seem

to many that | disniss too curtly the contention that all wonen
shoul d have votes, even if nost wonen do not desire them

It is constantly said in this connection that mal es have

received the vote (the agricultural |aborers for instance)

when only a minority of themwere in favor of it. M. Glsworthy,
one of the fewfine fighting intellects of our tine, has tal ked
this language in the "Nation." Now, broadly, | have only to
answer here, as everywhere in this book, that history is not a

t oboggan slide, but a road to be reconsidered and even retraced.
If we really forced General Elections upon free |aborers who
definitely disliked General Elections, then it was a thoroughly
undenocratic thing to do; if we are denpcrats we ought to undo it.
We want the will of the people, not the votes of the people;

and to give a man a vote against his will is to make voting

nore val uabl e than the denocracy it decl ares.

But this analogy is false, for a plain and particular reason
Many votel ess wonen regard a vote as unwonanly.

Nobody says that nost votel ess nen regarded a vote as unmanly.
Nobody says that any votel ess nmen regarded it as unmanly.

Not in the stillest haml et or the nbst stagnant fen could you
find a yokel or a tranp who thought he lost his sexual dignity
by being part of a political nmob. |If he did not care about a vote
it was solely because he did not know about a vote; he did not
understand the word any better than Binetallism H's opposition
if it existed, was nerely negative. H's indifference to a vote
was really indifference.

But the femal e sentinment against the franchi se, whatever its size,

is positive. It is not negative; it is by no neans indifferent.

Such wonen as are opposed to the change regard it (rightly or wongly)
as unfemnine. That is, as insulting certain affirmative traditions
to which they are attached. You may think such a view prejudiced;

but | violently deny that any denocrat has a right to override

such prejudices, if they are popular and positive. Thus he woul d

not have a right to make nillions of Moslens vote with a cross

if they had a prejudice in favor of voting with a crescent.

Unless this is admtted, denocracy is a farce we need scarcely keep up
If it is admtted, the Suffragists have not nmerely to awaken

an indifferent, but to convert a hostile majority.

Il
ON CLEANLI NESS | N EDUCATI ON

On re-reading nmy protest, which I honestly think nuch needed,
agai nst our heathen idolatry of nere ablution, | see that it
may possibly be misread. | hasten to say that | think washing
a nost inportant thing to be taught both to rich and poor

| do not attack the positive but the relative position of soap
Let it be insisted on even as nuch as now, but |et other

t hi ngs be insisted on much nore. | ameven ready to admit
that cleanliness is next to godliness; but the noderns

will not even admit godliness to be next to cleanliness.



In their tal k about Thomas Becket and such saints and heroes
they nake soap nore inportant than soul; they reject godliness
whenever it is not cleanliness. |If we resent this about renote
saints and heroes, we should resent it nmore about the many saints
and heroes of the sluns, whose unclean hands cl eanse the worl d.
Dirt is evil chiefly as evidence of sloth; but the fact renains
that the classes that wash nost are those that work |east.
Concerning these, the practical course is sinple; soap should
be urged on them and advertised as what it is--a luxury.

Wth regard to the poor also the practical course is not hard
to harnonize with our thesis. If we want to give poor people
soap we rnust set out deliberately to give them |l uxuries.

If we will not make themrich enough to be clean

t hen enphatically we nust do what we did with the saints.

We nust reverence themfor being dirty.

* ok %

11
ON PEASANT PROPRI ETORSHI P

| have not dealt with any details touching distributed ownership,
or its possibility in England, for the reason stated in the text.
This book deals with what is wong, wong in our root of

argunent and effort. This wong is, | say, that we will go

forward because we dare not go back. Thus the Socialist says

that property is already concentrated into Trusts and Stores:

the only hope is to concentrate it further in the State. | say

the only hope is to unconcentrate it; that is, to repent and return
the only step forward is the step backward.

But in connection with this distribution | have laid nyself open to

anot her potential mstake. |n speaking of a sweeping redistribution
| speak of decision in the aim not necessarily of abruptness
inthe means. It is not at all too late to restore an approxi mately

rati onal state of English possessions without any nere confiscation.
A policy of buying out landlordism steadily adopted in England

as it has already been adopted in Ireland (notably in M. Wndhan s
wise and fruitful Act), would in a very short tine rel ease the |ower
end of the see-saw and nmake the whol e pl ank swing nore | evel

The objection to this course is not at all that it would not do,
only that it will not be done. |If we |eave things as they are,
there will alnpbst certainly be a crash of confiscation

If we hesitate, we shall soon have to hurry. But if we start doing
it quickly we have still tine to do it slowy.

Thi s point, however, is not essential to nmy book. Al | have to urge
bet ween these two boards is that | dislike the big Witeley shop
and that | dislike Socialismbecause it will (according to Socialists)

be so like that shop. It is its fulfilnment, not its reversal
I do not object to Socialismbecause it will revolutionize our conmerce,
but because it will leave it so horribly the sane.
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