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PREFACE TO THE POPULAR EDITION

THE changes in this pamphlet consist of two
fiew efforts in character sketcking, and a few
lines added to some of the ten sketches which
appeared in the first edition. I have nowhere
made any alterations in the original text,
but have contributed the additions in the
form of postscripts.;

One mav ke permitted, I hope, to express
gratitude for the welcome given to this little
volume not only in the British Isles, but
throughout the English-speaking world. It
would seem that wherever our language has
travelled there is now a conviction that true
leadership lies in the conjunction of high
intelligence and an incorruptible moral in-
tegrity. Humanity, one may say, is some-
thing more than dissatisfied with its leaders.
It begins to know why those leaders are
unsatisfactory. This is the first step towards
a more rational government and a more
seemly world order. Satisfaction with the
present leaders of democracy, here and else-
where, would be an indication of intellectual
incompetence : satisfaction with the present
condition of the world would be a symptom
of moral death ; but a widespread manifesta-
tion of a knowledge on the part of humanity
of the qualities of true leadership is a sign
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8 PREFACE

that the world will ultimately recover from
its present distresses and emerge with
intelligence from the havoc wrought by the
terrible retribution which overtook immoral
statesmanship in 1914.

If I may presume to offer a word of counsel
to those for, whom this present edition is
chiefly intended, I would beg them to be
guided in theinchoice of leaders mainly by
moral qualities, that is to say qualities of
character rather than of intellect, and then
to be as loyal to those chosen leaders as they
should be severe in their judgment on lesser
men whose interest lies in making bad blood
between the captain and the rank and file.

Discipline is essential to the existence of
democracy : without it there can be nothing
but disorder, disappointment, and defeat.
The great beginning is a reasonable goal’;
then a choice of high-minded leaders; and
then a stout and loyal heart for the long
march to a more just and beautiful world.
When democracy demands character in its
leaders, when it feels in its blood the atlantic
difference between a specious “‘ talker "’ and a
man of profound virtue, then, but not even
then without loyalty, can it hope to find a
happy issue out of all its afflictions.
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INTRODUCTION

LET me say that I hope I have not betrayed
any confidences in these skeétches.

Public men must expect criticism, and no
criticism is so good for them, and therefore for
the State, as criticism of character ; but their
position is difficult, and they may justly com-
plain when thdise to 'whom they have spoken
in the candour of private conversation make
use of such confidences for a public purpose.

If here and there I have in any degree
approached this offence, let me urge two
excuses. First, inspired by a pure purpose
I might very easily have said far more than I
have said ; and, second, my purpose is neither
to grind my own axe (as witness my anony-
mity) nor to inflict personal pain (as witness
my effort to be just in all cases), but truly to
raise the tone of our public life,

It is the conviction that the tone of our
public life is low, and that this low tone is
reacting disastrously in many directions,
which has set me about these studies in
political personality.

There is too much dust on the mirrors of
Downing Street for our public men to see
themselves as others see them. Some of that
dust is from the war ; some of it is the old-
fashioned political dust intended for the eyes

1* 9



10 INTRODUCTION

of the public; but I think that the worst of
all hindrances to true vision is breathed on
the mirrors by those self-regarding public
men in whom principle is crumbling and
moral earnestness is beginning to moulder.
One would wipe away those smears.

My duster is honest cotton ; the hand that
holds it is at least clean ; and the energy of
the rubbing is inspired solely by the hope that
such labour may be of some benefit to my
country.

I think our statesmen may be better ser-
vants of the great narion they have the
honour to serve if they see themselves as
others see them—others who are not political
adversaries, and who are more interested in
the moral and intellectual condition of the
State than in the fortunes of its parties.

No man can ever be worthy of England ;
but we must be anxious when the heart and
centre of public service are not an earnest
desire to be as worthy of her as possible.
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THE MIRRORS OF
DOWNING STREET

CHAPTER 1

MR. LLOYD GEORGE

“ And ways, like nzifts that vise against the sum,
Made him but greater seem, not grealey grow.”

DRYDEN.

IF you think about it, no one since Napoleon
has appeared on the earth who attracts so
universal an interest as Mr. Lloyd George.
This is a rather startling thought.

It is significant, I think, how completely a
politician should overshadow all the great
soldiers and sailors charged with their nation’s
very life in the severest and infinitely the most
critical military struggle of man’s history.

A democratic age, lacking in colour, and
antipathetic to romance, somewhat obscures
for us the pictorial achievement of this remark-
able figure. He lacks only a crown, a robe,
and a gilded chair easily to outshine in visible
picturesqueness the great Emperor. His
achievement, when we consider what hung
upon it, is greater than Napoleon’s, the narra-
tive of his origin more romantic, his character
more complex. And yet who does not feel
the greatness of Napoleon ?—and who does

13



14 THE MIRRORS OF DOWNING ST.

not suspect the shallowness of Mr. Lloyd
George ?

History, it is certain, will unmask his pre-
tensions to grandeur with a rough, perhaps
with an angry hand ; but all the more because
of this unmasking posterity will continue to
crowd about the exposed hero asking, and
perhaps for centuries continuing to ask,’
questions concerning his place in the history

of the world. ‘“ How came it, man of straw,
that in Armageddon there was none greater
than you?”

The coldest blooded amongst us—Mr. Mas-
singham of The Nation, for example—must
confess that it was a moment rich in
the emotion which bestows immortality on
incident when this son of a village school-
master, who grew up in a shoemaker’s shop,
and whose boyish games were played in the
street of a Welsh hamlet remote from all
the refinements of civilization and all the
clangours of industrialism, announced to a
breathless Europe, without any pomposity of
phrase and with but a brief and contemptuous
gesture of dismissal, the passing away from
the world’s stage of the Hapsburgs and
Hohenzollerns—those ancient, long glorious,
and most puissant houses whose history for
an zon was the history of Europe.

Such topsy-turvydom, such historical
anarchy, tilts the figure of Mr. Lloyd George
into a salience so conspicuous that for a
moment one is tempted to confuse prominence
with eminence, and to mistake the slagheap
of upheaval for the peaks of Olympus.
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But how is it that this politician has at-
tained even to such super-prominence ?

Another incident of which the public knows
nothing, helps one, I think, to answer this
question. Early in the struggle to get muni-
tions for our soldiers a meeting of all the prin-
cipal manufacturers of armaments was held in
Whitehall with the object of persuading them
to pool their trade secrets. For a long time
this meeting was nothing more than a succes-
sion of blunt speeches on the part of provincial
manufacturers, showing with an unanswerable
commercial logic that the suggestion of reveal-
ing these secrets on which their fortunes de-
pended was beyond the bounds of reason. All
the interjected arguments of the military and
official gentlemen representing the Govern-
ment were easily proved by these hard-headed
manufacturers, responsible to their work-
people and shareholders for the prosperity of
their competing undertakings, to be im-
practicable if not preposterous.

At a moment when the proposal of the
Government seemed lost, Mr. Lloyd George
leant forward in his chair, very pale, very
quiet, and very earnest. ‘‘ Gentlemen,’ he
said in a voice which produced an extra-
ordinary hush, ‘““have you forgotten that
your sons, at this very moment, are being
killed—killed in hundreds and thousands ?
They are being killed by German guns
for want of British guns. Your sons, your
brothers—boys at the dawn of manhood !—
they are being wiped out of life in thousands !
Gentlemen, give me guns. Don’'t think
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of your trade secrets. Think of your children.
Help them ! Give me those guns.”

This was no stage acting. His voice broke,
his eyes filled with tears, and his hand,
holding a piece of notepaper before him,
shook like a leaf. There was not a man who
heard him whose heart was not touched, and
whose humanity was not quickened. The
trade secrets were pooled. The supply of
munitions was hastened.

This is the secret of his power. No man of
our period, when he is profoundly moved,
and when he permits his genuine emotion to
carry him away, can utter an appeal to con-
science with anything like so compelling a
simplicity. His failure lies in a growing ten-
dency to discard an instinctive emotionalism
for a calculated astuteness which too often
attempts to hide its cunning under the garb
of honest sentiment. His intuitions are un-
rivalled ; his reasoning powers inconsiderable.

When Mr. Lloyd George first came to
London he shared not only a room in Gray’s
Inn, but the one bed that garret contained
with a fellow-countryman. They were both
inconveniently poor, but Mr. Lloyd George
the poorer in this, that as a member of
Parliament his expenses were greater. The
fellow-lodger, who afterwards became private
secretary to one of Mr. Lloyd George’s rivals,
has told me that no public speech of Mr.
Lloyd George ever equalled in pathos and
power the speeches which the young member
of Parliament would often make in those
hungry days, seated on the edge of the bed,
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or pacing to and fro in the room—speeches lit
by one passion and directed to one great
object, lit by the passion of justice, directed
to the liberation of all peoples oppressed
by every form of tyranny.

This spirit of the intuitional reformer, who
feels cruelty and wrong like a pain in his own
-blood, is still present in Mr. Lloyd George,
but it is no longer the central passion of his
life. It is, rather, an aside: as it were a
memory that revives only in leisure hours.
On several occasions he has spoken to me of
the sorrows and sufferings of humanity with
an unmistakable ‘sympathy. I remember
in particular one occasion on which he told
me the story of his boyhood : it was a moving
narrative, for never once did he refer to his
own personal deprivations, never once express
regret for his own loss of powerful encourage-
ments in the important years of boyhood.
The story was the story of his widowed mnther
and of her heroic struggle, keeping house for
her shoemaking brother-in-law on the little
money earned by the old bachelor's village
cobbling, to save sixpence a week—sixpence
to be gratefully returned to him on Saturday
night. “ That is the life of the poor!” he
exclaimed earnestly. Then he added with
bitterness, “ And when I try to give them
five shillings a week in their old age I am
called the ‘ Cad of the Cabinet’!”

Nothing in his life is finer than the struggle
he waged with the Liberal Cabinet during his
days as Chancellor of the Exchequer. The
private opposition he encountered in Downing
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Street, the hatred and contempt of some of
his Liberal colleagues, was exceeded on the
other side of politics only in the violent mind
of Sir Edward Carson. Even the gentle John
Morley was troubled by his hot insistences.
“1 had better go,” he said to Mr. Lloyd
George ; I am getting old : I have nothing
now for you but criticism.” To which the
other replied, “ Lord Morley, I would sooner
have your criticism than the praise of any
man living ’—a perfectly sincere remark;
sincere, I mean, with the emotionalism of the
moment. His schemes were disordered and
crude ; nevertheless the spirit that informed
them was like a new birth in the politics of
the whote world. A friend of mine told
me that he had seen pictures of Mr. Lloyd
George on the walls of peasants’ houses in the
remotest villages of Russia.

But those days have departed and taken
with them the fire of Mr. Lloyd George’s
passion. The laboured peroration about the
hills ot his ancestors, repeated to the point of
the. ridiculous, is all now left of that fervid
period. He has ceased to be a prophet.
Surrounded by second-rate people, and
choosing for his intimate friends mainly the
new rich, and now thoroughly liking the game
of politics for its amusing adventure, he has
retained little of his original genius except its
quickness.

His intuitions are amazing. He astonished.
great soldiers in the war by his premonstra-
tions. Lord Milner, a cool critic, would sit by
the sofa of the dying Dr. Jameson telling how
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Mr. Lloyd George was right again and again
when all the soldiers were wrong. Lord
Rhondda, who disliked him greatly and
rather despised him, told me how often Mr,
Lloyd George put heart into a Cabinet that
was really trembling on the edge of despair.
It seems true that he never once doubted
ultimate victory, and, what is much more
remarkable, never once failed to read the
German’s mind.

I think that the doom that has fallen upon
him comes in some measure from the amuse-
ment he takes in his mental quickness, and
the reliance he is sometimes apt to place upon
it. A quick mind may easily be a disorderly
mind. Moreover quickness is not one of the
great qualities. It is indeed seldom a partner
with virtue. Morality appears on the whole
to get along better without it. According
to Landor, it is the talent most open to
suspicion :

““ Quickness is among the least of the mind's
properties, and belongs to her in almost her
lowest state: nay, it doth not abandon her
when she is driven from her home, when she
is wandering and insane. The mad often
retain it ; the liar has it ; the cheat has it:
we find it on the racecourse and at the card-
table : education does not give it, and reflec-
tion takes away from it.”

When we consider what Mr. Lloyd George
might have done with the fortunes of humamty
we are able to see how great is his distance
from the heights of moral grandeur.

He entered the war with genuine passion.
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He swept thousands of hesitating minds into
those dreadful furnaces by the force of that
passion. From the first no man in the world
sounded so ringing a trumpet note of moral
indignation and moral aspiration. Examine
his earlier speeches, and in all of them you will
find that his passion to destroy Prussian
militarism was his passion to re-create civil-
ization on the foundations of morality and
religion. He was Peace with a sword. Ger-
many had not so much attempted to drag
mankind back to barbarism as opened a gate
through which mankind might march to the
promised land. Lord Morley was almost
breaking his heart with despair, and to this
day regards Great Britain’s entrance into the
war as a mistake. Sir Edward Grey was
agonizing to avert war ; but Mr. Lloyd George
was among the first to see this war as the
opportunity of a mnobler civilization. De-
stroy German militarism, shatter the Prussian
tradition, sweep away dynastic autocracies,
and what a world would result for labouring
humanity !

This was 1914. But soon after the great
struggle had begun the note changed. Hatred
of Germany and fear for our Allies’ steadfast-
ness occupied the foremost place in his mind.
Victory was the objective, and his definition
of victory was borrowed from the prize-ring.
A better world had to wait. He became more
and more reckless. There was a time when his
indignation against Lord Kitchener was almost
uncontrollable. For Mr. Asquith he never
entertained this violent feeling, but gradually
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lost patience with him, and only decided that
he must go when procrastination appeared to
jeopardise ‘“ a knock-out blow.”

Anyone who questioned the cost of the war
was a timid soul. What did it matter what
the war cost so long as victory was won ?
Anyone who questioned the utter recklessness
which characterized the Ministry of Muni-
tions was a mere fault-finder. I spoketohim
once of the unrest in factories, where boys
could earn £15 and £16 a week by merely
watching a machine they knew nothing about,
while the skilled foremen, who alone could put
those machines right, and who actually in-
vented new tools to make the new machines
of the inventors, were earning only the fixed
wage of fifty shillings a week. I thought
this arrangement made for unrest and must
prove dangerous after the war. So eager,
so hot was his mind on the end, that he missed
the whole point of my remark. *‘ What does
it matter,” he exclaimed impatiently, ‘“ what
we pay those boys as long as we win the war?”’

And the end of it was the humiliation of
the General Election in 1918. Where was
the new world then ? He was conscious only
of Lord Northcliffe’s menace. Germany must
pay and the Kaiser must be tried ! There was
no trumpet note in those days, and there has
been no trumpet note since. Imagine how
Gladstone would have appealed to the con-
science of his countrymen! Was there ever
a greater opportunity in statesmanship ?
After a victory so tremendous, was there any
demand on the generosity of men’s souls
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which would not gladly have been granted ?:
The long struggle between capital and labour,
which tears every state in two, might have
been ended : the heroism and self-sacrifice of
the war might have been carried forward to
the labours of reconstruction: the wounds of
Europe might have been healed by the
charities of God almost to the transfiguration
of humanity.

Germany must pay for the war !—and he
knew, that by no possible means could Ger-
many be made to pay that vast account
without the gravest danger of unemployment
here and Bolshevism in Central Europe !
The Kaiser must be tried !—and he knew that
the Kaiser never would be tried !

Millennium dipped below the horizon, and
the child’s riding-whip which Lord North-
cliffe cracks when he is overtaken by a fit
of Napoleonic indigestion assumed for the
Prime Minister the proportions of the Damo-
clesian sword. He numbered himself among
the Tououpinambos, those people who ““ have
no name for God and believe that they will
get into Paradise by practising revenge and
eating up their enemies.”

I can see nothing sinister in what some
people regard as his plots against those who
disagree with him. He tries, first of all, to
win them to his way of thinking : if he fails,
and if they still persist in attacking him, he
proceeds to destroy them. It is all part ol
life’s battle! But one would rather that the
Prime Minister of Great Britain was less
mixed up in journalism, less afraid of journal-
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ism, and less occupied, however indirectly,
in effecting, or striving to effect, editorial
changes. His conduct in the last months of
the war and during the election of 1918 was
not only unworthy of his position, but marked
him definitely as a small man. He won the
election, but he lost the world.

It is a great thing to have won the war, but
to have won it only at the cost of more wars
to come, and with the domestic problems of
statesmanship multiplied and intensified to a
degree of the gravest danger, this is an achieve-
ment which cannot move the lasting admira-
tion of the human race.

The truth is that Mr. Lloyd George has
gradually lost in the world of political make-
shift his original enthusiasm for righteousness.
He is not a bad man to the exclusion of good-
ness ; but he is not a good man to the exclu-
sion of badness. A woman who knows him
well once described him to me in these words :
‘“ He is clever, and he is stupid ; truthful and
untruthful ; pure and impure; good and
wicked ; wonderful and commonplace: in
a word, he is everything.” I am quite sure
that he is perfectly sincere when he speaks of
high aims and pure ambition; but I am
equally sure that it is a relief to him to speak
with amusement of trickery, cleverness, and
the tolerances or the cynicisms of worldliness.
~ Something of the inward man may be seen
in the outward. Mr. Lloyd George—I hope I
may be pardoned by the importance and
interest of the subject for pointing it out—is
curiously formed. Hisheadisunusually large,
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and his broad shoulders and deep chest
admirably match his quite noble head; but
below the waist he appears to dwindle away,
his legs seeming to bend under the weight of
his body, so that he waddles rather than
walks, moving with a rolling gait which is
rather like aseaman’s. He is,indeed, a giant
mounted on a dwarf’s legs.

So in like manner one may see in him a soul
of eagle force striving to rise above the earth
on sparrow’s wings.

That he is attractive to men of a high order
may be seen from the devotion of Mr. Philip
Kerr ; that he is able to find pleasure in a far
lower order of men may be seen from his
closer friendships. It is impossible to imagine
Mr. Gladstone enjoying the society of Mr.
Lloyd George’s most constant companion,
although that gentleman is a far better crea-
ture than the cause of his fortunes ; and one
doubts if Lord Beaconsfield would have
trusted even the least frank of his private
negotiations to some of the men who enjoy
the Prime Minister's political confidence.
Nor can Mr. Lloyd George retort that he makes
use of all kinds of energy to get his work
done, for one knows very well that he is far
more at his ease with these third-rate people
than with people of a higher and more in-
tellectual order. For culture he has not the
very least of predilections ; and the passion
of morality becomes more and more one of
the pious memories of his immaturity.

Dr. Clifford would be gladly, even beauti-
fully, welcomed ; but after an hour an inter-
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ruption by Sir William Sutherland would be
a delightful relief.

M. Clemenceau exclaimed of him, lifting up
amazed hands, “ I have never met so ignorant
a man as Lloyd George ! ”’ A greater wit said
of him, “I believe Mr. Lloyd George can
read, but I am perfectly certain he never does.”
- I detect in him an increasing lethargy both
of mind and body. His passion for the plat-
form, which was once more to him than any-
thing else, has almost gone. He enjoys well
enough a fight when he is in it, but to get
him into a fight is not now so easy as his
hangers-on would wish. The great man is
tired, and, after all, evolution is not to be
hurried. He loves his arm-chair, and he
loves talking. Nothing pleases him for a
longer spell than desultory conversation with
someone who is content to listen, or with some-
one who brings news of electoral chances.
Of course he is a tired man, but his fatigue
is not only physical. He mounted up in
youth with wings like an eagle, in manhood
he was able to run without weariness, but the
first years of age find him unable to walk
without faintness—the supreme test of
character. If he had been able to keep the
wings of his youth I think he might have been
almost the greatest man of British history.
But luxury has invaded, and cynicism ; and
now a cigar in the depths of an easy-chair,
with Miss Megan Lloyd George on the arm,
and a clever politician on the opposite side of
the hearth, this is pleasanter than any poetic
vapourings about the millennium.
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If only he could rise from that destroying
chair, if only he could fling off his vulgar
friendships, if only he could trust himself to
his vision, if only he could believe once again
passionately in truth, and justice, and
goodness, and the soul of the British people !

One wonders if the angels in heaven will
ever forgive his silence at a time when the
famished children of Austria, many of them
born with no bones, were dying like flies at
the shrivelled breasts of their starving
mothers. One wonders if the historian sixty
years hence will be able to forgive him his
rebuff to the first genuine democratic move-
ment in Germany during the war. His re-
sponsibility to God and to man is enormous
beyond reckoning. Only the future can decide
his place here and hereafter. It is a moral
universe, and, sooner or later, the judgments
of God manifest themselves to the eyes of men.

One seems to see in him an illustrious
example both of the value and perils of
emotionalism. What power in the world is
greater, controlled by moral principle ? What
power so dangerous, when moral earnestness
ceases to inspire the feelings ?

Before the war he did much to quicken the
social conscience throughout the world; at
the outbreak of war he was the very voice of
moral indignation ; and during the war he
was the spirit of victory ; for all this, great is
our debt to him. But he took upon his
shoulders a responsibility which was nothing
fess than the future of civilization, and here
he trusted not to vision and conscience but
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to compromise, makeshift, patches, and the
future of civilization is still dark indeed.

This I hope may be said on his behalf when
he stands at the bar of history, that the cause
of his failure to serve the world as he might
have done, as Gladstone surely would have
done, was due rather to a vulgarity of mind
for which he was not wholly responsible than
to any deliberate choice of a cynical partner-
ship with the powers of darkness.

PosTscriprT

Mr. Lloyd George has changed his opinions,
but not improved his character. The man
who is now talking comparative sense is the
same man who talked the wild nonsense
in 1918. The same temper which then in-
furiated Germany is now perplexing France.
The same conjurer who then promised to
produce El Dorado from a broken pickel-
haube, and a little later promised to produce
the millennium from the empty pockets of
Bolshevism, is now protesting that he will
presently produce a clean world from the
grimy shirt-sleeves of the Coalition.

He seems wholly unable to distinguish
between a change of linen and a bath. He
thinks that to alter one’s opinions is to alter
one’s mind. He persuades himself that when
an opportunist swings round from north to
south, he ceases to be an opportunist. Appar-
ently he has no idea of the value of fixed
principles or the meaning of regeneration.
His ear is still to the ground, his eye still on
the main chance.



CHAPTER I
LORD CARNOCK

“ Usually the greatest boasters ave the smallest workers.
The deep vivers pay a larger tribute to the sea than shallow
brooks, and yet empty themselves with less noise.””—SECKER.

ONE evening in London I mentioned to a
man well versed in foreign affairs that I was
that night meeting Lord Carnock at dinner.
“Ah!” he exclaimed, ‘“ the man who made
the war.”

I mentioned this remark to Lord Carnock.
He smiled and made answer, “ What charming
nonsense !’ I asked him what he thought
was in my friend’s mind. ‘ Oh, I see what
he meant,” was the answer ; “ but it is a wild
mind that would say any one man made the
war.” Later, after some remarks which I do
not feel myself at liberty to repeat, he said :
‘ Fifty years hence I think an historian will
find it far more difficult than we do now to
decide who made the war.”

If Lord Carnock were to write his memoirs,
not only would that volume help the historian
to follow the immediate causes of the war to
one intelligible origin, but it would also afford
the people of England an opportunity of seeing
the conspicuous difference between a states-
man of the old school and a politician of these
latter days.

28
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When I think of this most amiable and cul-
tivated person, and compare his way of
looking at the evolution of human life with
Mr. Lloyd George’s way of reading the political
heavens, a sentence in Bagehot's essay on
Charles Dickens comes into my mind:
““ There is nothing less like the great lawyer,
dcquainted with broad principles and apply-
ing them with distinct deduction, than the
attorney’'s clerk who catches at small points
like a dog biting at flies.”

No one could be less like the popular poli-
tician of our very noisy days than this slight
and gentle person whose refinement of mind
reveals itself in a face almost ascetic, whose
intelligence is of a wide, comprehensive, and
reflecting order, and whose manner is certainly
the last thing in the world that would recom-
mend itself to the mind of an advertising
agent. But there is no living politician who
watched so intelligently the long beginnings
of the war or knew so certainly in the days of
tension that war had come, as this modest
and gracious gentleman whose devotion to
principle and whose quiet faith in the power
of simple honour had outwitted the chaotic
policy and the makeshift diplomacy of the
German long before the autumn of 1914.

This may be said without revealing any State
secret or breaking any private confidence :

As Sir Arthur Nicolson, our Ambassador at
St. Petersburg, Lord Carnock won for Eng-
land, as no other man had done before him,
the love of Russia. The rulers of Russia
trusted him. He was their friend in a dark-
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ness which had begun to alarm them, a
darkness which made them conscious of their
country’s weakness, and which brought to
their ears again and again the rumbles of
approaching storm. Lord Carnock, sincerely
loving these people, received their confidence
as one friend receives the confidence of
another. His advice was honourable advice.
He counselled these friends to set their
house in order and to stand firm in the con-
viction of their strength. Their finances
were a chaos, their army was disorganized ;
let them begin in those quarters; let them
bring order into their finances and let them
reorganize their army.

‘While he was at St. Petersburg, after a
wide experience in other countries, he twice
saw Russia humiliated by Germany. Twice
he witnessed the agony of his Russian friends
in having to bow before the threats of Prussia.
Remember that the rulers of Russia in those
days were the most charming and cultivated
people in the world, whereas the Prussian as a
diplomatist was the same Prussian whom, even
as an ally of ours in 1815, Croker found * very
insolent, and hardly less offensive to the
English than to the French.”* The Russians
felt those humiliations as a gentleman would
feel the bullying of an upstart.

! Croker writes from Paris of a visit to St. Cloud, where
he found Bliicher and his staff in possession : ““ The great
hall was a common guard-house, in which the Prussians
were drinking, spitting, smoking, and sleeping in all direc-
thns." Denon complained greatly of the Prussians and
said he was ‘ malheureux to have to do with a béte feroce,
un animal indécrottable, le Prince Bliicher.”
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Lord Carnock was at the Foreign Office in
July 1914. He alone knew that Russia would
fight. For the rest of mankind, certainly for
the German Kaiser, it was to be another blood-
less humiliation of the Russian Bear. Admiral
von Tirpitz wanted war : Bethmann-Hollweg
did not. The great majority of the German
people, in whom a genuine fear of Russia had
increased under the astute propaganda of the
War Party, hoped that the sword had only to
be flashed in Russia’s face for that vast bar-
barian to cower once again. Few statesmen
in Europe thought otherwise. Sir Edward
Grey, I have good reason to think, did not
consider that Russia would fight. He erred
with that great number of educated Germans
who thought the sword had only to be rattled
a little more loudly in the scabbard for
Russia to weaken, and for Germany to gain,
without cost, the supreme object of her policy
—an increasing ascendancy in the Balkans.
But this time Russia was ready, and this time
Lord Carnock knew Russia would fight. I
am not sure that Lord Carnock was not the
only statesman in Europe who possessed this
knowledge—the knowledge on which every-
thing hung.

It is easy for thoughtless people, either in
their hatred or love of Bolshevism, to forget
that the old Russia saved France from
destruction and made a greater sacrifice
oi her noblest life than any other nation in
the great struggle. The first Russian armies,
composed of the very flower of her man-
hood, fought with a matchless heroism, and,
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so fighting, delivered France from an instant
defeat.

Lord Carnock may justly be said to have
prepared Russia for this ordeal—for a true
friend helps as well as gives good advice. But
it would be a total misjudgment of his char-
acter which saw in this great work a clever
stroke of diplomatic skill. :

Lord Carnock was inspired by a mora
principle. He saw that Russia was tempting
the worst passions of Germany by her weak-
ness. He felt this weakness to be unworthy
of a country whose intellectual achievements
were so great as Russia’s. He had no enmity
at all against the Germans. He saw their
difficulties, but regretted the spirit in which
they were attempting to deal with those
difficulties—a spirit hateful to a nature so
gentle and a mind so honourable.

He had studied for many years the Balkan
problem. He knew that as Austria weakened,
Germany would more and more feel the
menace of Russia. He saw, over and over
again, the diplomacy of the Germans thrust-
ing Austria forward to a paramount position
in the Balkans, and with his own eyes he saw
the Germans in Bulgaria and Turkey fastening
their hold upon those important countries.
If Russia weakened, Germany would be
master of the world. A strong Russia might
alarm Germany and precipitate a conflict,
but it was the world’s chief fortress against
Prussian domination.

For the sake of Russia he worked for
Russia, loving her people and yet seeing the



LORD CARNOCK 33

dangers of the Russian character; hoping
that a self-respecting Russia might save
mankind from the horrors of war and, if war
came, the worse horrors of a German world-
conquest. This work of his, which helped
so materially to save the world, was done
with clean hands. It was never the work of
a2 war-monger. No foreigner ever exercised
so great an influence in Russia, and this
influence had its power in his moral nature.
I had this from M. Sazonoff himself.

Such a man as Lord Carnock could not
make any headway in English political life.
It is worth our while to reflect that the
intelligence of such men is lost to us in our
home government. They have no taste for
the platform, the very spirit of the political
game is repellent to them, and they recoil
from the self-assertion which appears to be
necessary to political advancement in the
House of Commons. No doubt the intelli-
gence of men like Mr. J. H. Thomas or Mr.
William Brace, certainly of Mr. Clynes, is
sufficient for the crudest of our home needs,
sufficient for the daily bread of our political
life ; but who can doubt that English politics
would be lifted into a higher and altogether
purer region if men like Lord Carnock were
at the head of things, to provide for the spirit
of man as well as for his stomach ?

More and more, I think, gentlemen will
stand aloof from politics—I mean, gentlemen
who have received in their blood and in their
training those notions of graciousness, sweet-
ness, and nobleness which flow from centuries

2
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of piety and learning. Only here and there
will such a man accept the odious conditions
of our public life, inspired by a sense of duty,
and prepared to endure the intolerable ugliness
and dishonesty of politics for the sake of a
cause which moves him with all the force of
a great affection. But on the whole it is
probable that the political fortunes of this
great and beautiful country are committed
for many years to hands which are not merely
over-rough for so precious a charge, but not
near clean enough for the sacredness of the
English cause.

Only by indirect action, only by a much
more faithful energy on the part of Aristocracy
and the Church, and a far nobler realization
of its responsibilities by the Press, can the
ancient spirit of England make itself felt in
the sordid lists of Westminster. Till then he
who crows loudest will rule the roost.



CuarTer III
LORD FISHER

“ Look for a tough wedge for a tough log.”
PuBLIUS SYRUS.

No man I have met ever gave me so authentic
a feeling of originality as this dare-devil of
genius, this pirate of public life, who more
than any other Englishman saved British
democracy from a Prussian domination.

It is possible to regard him as a very simple
soul mastered by one tremendous purpose and
by that purpose exalted to a most valid great-
ness. If this purpose be kept steadily in mind,
one may indeed see in Lord Fisher something
quite childlike. At any rate it is only when
the overmastering purpose is forgotten that
he can be seen with the eyes of his enemies ;
that is to say as a monster, a scoundrel, and
an imbecile.

He was asked on one occasion if he had been
a little unscrupulous in getting his way at the
Admiralty. He replied that if his own
brother had got in front of him when he was
trying to do something for England he would
have knocked that brother down and walked
over his body.

Here is a man, let us be quite certain, of a

35
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most unusual force, a man conscious in him-
self of powers greater than the kindest could
discern in his contemporaries, a man pos-
sessed by a demon of inspiration. Fortu-
nately for England this demon drove him in
one single direction: he sought the safety,
honour, and glory of Great Britain. If his
contemporaries had been travelling whole=
heartedly in the same direction I have no
doubt that he might have figured in the
annals of the Admiralty as something of a
saint. But unhappily many of his associates
were not so furiously driven in this direction,
and finding his wurgings inconvenient and
vexatious they resisted him to the point of
exasperation : then came the struggle, and,
the strong man winning, the weaker went off
to abuse him, and not only to abuse him, but
to vilify him and to plot against him, and lay
many snares for his feet. He will never now
be numbered among the saints, but; happily
for us, he was not destined to be found among
the martyrs.

He has said that in the darkest hours of his
struggle he had no one to support him save
King Edward. Society was against him ;
half the Admiralty was crying for his blood ;
the politicians wavered from one side to the
other ; only the King stood fast and bade
him go on with a good heart. When he
emerged from this tremendous struggle his
hands may not have been as clean as the angeis
could have wished ; but the British Navy was
no longer scattered over the pleasant waters
of the earth, was no longer thinking chiefly
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of its paint and brass, was no longer a pretty
sight from Mediterranean or Pacific shores—
it was almost the dirtiest thing to be seen in
the North Sea, and quite the deadliest thing
in the whole world as regards gunnery.

This was Lord Fisher’'s superb service. He
foresaw and he prepared. Not merely the
form of the Fleet was revolutionized under
his hand, but its spirit. The British Navy
was baptized into a new birth with the pea-
soup of the North Sea.

When this great work was accomplished he
ordered a ship to be built which should put
the Kiel Canal out of business for many years.
That done, and while the Germans were spend-
ing the marks which otherwise would have
built warships in widening and deepening
this channel to the North Sea, Lord Fisher
wrote it down that war with Germany would
come in 1914 and that Captain Jellicoe would
be England’s Nelson.

From that moment he lost something of
the hard and almost brutal expression which
had given so formidable a character to his
face. He gave rein to his natural humour.
He let himself go; quoted more freely from
the Bible, asserted more positively that the
English people are the lost tribes of Israel,
and waited for Armageddon with a humorous
eye on the perturbed face of Admiral Tirpitz.

In July, 1914, he was out of office. A
telegram came to him from Mr. Winston
Churchill, First Lord of the Admiralty,request-
ing to see him urgently. Lord Fisher refused
to see him, believing that Mr. Churchill had
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jockeyed Mr. Reginald McKenna out of the
Admiralty—Mr. McKenna who had most
bravely, nay heroically, stood by the naval
estimates in face of strong Cabinet opposi-
tion. On this groupd he refused to meet Mr.
Churchill. But a telegram from Mr. McKenna
followed, urging him to grant this interview,
and the meeting took place, a private meeting
away from London. Mr. Churchill informed
Lord Fisher of the facts of the European
situation, and asked him for advice. The
facts were sufficient to convince Lord Fisher
that the tug-o’-war between Germany and
England had begun. He told Mr. Churchill
that he must do three things, and do them all
by telegram before he left that room: he
must mobilize the Fleet, he must buy the
Dreadnoughts building for Turkey, and he
must appoint Admiral Jellicoe Commander-
in-Chief of the Grand Fleet. To do either of
the first two was a serious breach of Cabinet
discipline ; to do the last was to offend a
string of Admirals senior to Admiral Jellicoe.
Mr. Churchill hesitated. Lord Fisher insisted.
“ What does it matter,” he said, *“ whom you
offend ?—the fate of England depends on you.
Does it matter if they shoot you, or hang you,
or send you to the Tower, so long as England
is saved ? 7 And Mr. Churchill did as he was
bidden—the greatest act in his life, and
perhaps one of the most courageous acts in
the history of statesmanship. Lord Fisher
said afterwards, ‘ You may not like Winston,
but he has got the heart of a lion.”

Thus was England saved, and Germany
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doomed. Before war was declared the British
Fleet held the seas, and in command of that
Fleet was the quickest working brain in the
Navy.

On one occasion, during the dark days of
the war, I was lunching at the Admiralty with
Lord Fisher, who had then been recalled to
office. He appeared rather dismal, and to
divert him I said, “ I've got some good news
for you—we are perfectly safe and Germany
is beaten.” He looked up from his plate
and regarded me with lugubrious eyes. I
then told him that Lord Kitchener had been
down at Knole with the Sackvilles and had
spent a whole day in taking blotting-paper
impressions of the beautiful mouldings of the
doors for his house at Broome. ‘ Does
that make you feel safe? > he demanded ;
and then, pointing to a maidservant at the
sideboard, he added, ‘“ See that parlourmaid ?
—well, she’s leaving ; yesterday I spent two
hours at Mrs. Hunt's registry office inter-
viewing parlourmaids. Now, do you feel
safe? ”

His return to the Admiralty brought him no
happiness—savewhen he sent Admiral Sturdee
to sea to avenge the death of Admiral Cradock.
He was perhaps too insistent on victory, a
crushing and overwhelming victory, for a
Fleet on which hung the whole safety of the
Allies, and a Fleet which had experienced the
deadly power of the submarine. He was
certainly not too old for work. To the last,
looking as if he was bowed down to the point
of exhaustion by his labours, he outworked all
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his subordinates. As for energy, he would
have hanged I know not how many admirals
if he had been in power during the last stages
of the war.

His experience of Downing Street filled him
up to the brim with contempt for politicians.
It was not so much their want of brains that
troubled him, but their total lack of character:
Only here and there did he come across a man
who had the properties of leadership in even a
minor degree : for the most part they had no
eyes for the horizon or for the hills whence
cometh man’s salvation ; they were all ears,
and those ears were leaned to the ground to
catch the rumbles of political emergencies.

To find men at the head of so great a nation
with no courage in the heart, with no exalta-
tion of captaincy in the soul, without even the
decency to make sacrifices for principle, made
him bitterly contemptuous. At first he could
scarcely bridle his rage, but as years went
on he used to say that the politicians had
deepened his faith in Providence. God was
surely looking after England or she would
have perished years agone. In his old age
he ceaselessly quoted the lines of William
Watson :

“ Time, and the Ocean, and some fostering star
In high cabal have made us what we are ”;

and damned the politician with all the vigour
of the Old Testament vernacular.

I have often listened to a minister’s confi-
dential gossip about Lord Fisher ; nothing in
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these interesting confidences struck me so
much as the self-satisfaction of the little
minister in treating the man of destiny as an
amusing lunatic.

PostscrirT

This man altogether dwarfed his contem-
"poraries. His contempt for most of them did
not arise, however, from a conscious mental
superiority. He blamed no one for lack of
prophetic vision or for a small quibbling in-
tellect. He disliked politicians and despised
them because they had little enthusiasm for
the British Commonwealth and no courage
in leadership.

These pygmies were not at their ease in his
company. When they felt that their skins
were safe they got rid of him. They cold-
shouldered him out of the national life, and
the basest of them claimed the laurels which
belonged to him as the saviour of the country.
He was not even invited by the Admiralty
to witness the surrender of the German Fleet.
So did the ass kick the dying lion.

He had desired that the last words he should
hear on earth are those which compose the
final supplication of Te Deum Laudamus.
They were whispered into his ear by a friend
at the moment of death, and a gleam of bright-
ness appeared in his face as he pressed her
hand, signifying that he understood.

He was the strongest Englishman of his
time, the most unselfish, the most devoted, and
the most fearless.

2%



CHAPTER 1V

MR. ASQUITH

““ Not to mention loss of time, the tone of their feelings is
lowered : they become less in earnest about those of their
opinions vespecting which they must vemain silent in the
society they frequent: they come to look wupon their most
elevated objects as unpractical, or at least too vemote from
realization to be more than a vision or a theory : and if,
more fortunate than most, they retain their higher principles
unimpaived, yet with respect to the persons and affairs of
their own day, they insensibly adopt the modes of feeling and
Judgment in which they can hope for sympathy from the
company they keep.”—JoHN STUART MIiLL.

NoTHING in Mr. Asquith’s career is more
striking than his fall from power ; it was as
if a pin had dropped.

_ Great men do not at any time fall in so
ignominious a fashion, much less when the
fate of a great empire is in the balance.

The truth is that Mr. Asquith possesses
all the appearance of greatness but few of
its elements. He has dignity of presence,
an almost unrivalled mastery of language, a
trenchant dialectic, a just and honourable
mind ; but he is entirely without creative
power and has outgrown that energy of moral
earnestness which characterized the early
years of his political life.

He has never had an idea of his own. The
“ diffused sagacity ’ of his mind is derived

42
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from the wisdom of other men. He is a
cistern and not a fountain.

His scholarship has made no difference to
scholarship. His moral earnestness has made
no difference to morality. He acquired scholar-
ship by rote, politics by association, and
morality by tradition. To none of these
things did he bring the fire of original passion.
The force in his youth was ambition, and the
goal of his energy was success. No man ever
laboured harder to judge between the thoughts
of conflicting schools; few men so earnest
for success ever laboured less to think for
themselves. He would have made a noble
judge ; he might have been a powerful states-
man ; he could never have been a great man
as Mazzini, Bismarck, and Gladstone were
great men.

There are reasons for suspecting his moral
qualities. When he allowed Lord Haldane
to resign from the Cabinet at the shout of a
few ignorant journalists he sacrificed the
oldest of his friends to political exigencies.
This was bad enough; but what made it
worse was the appearance of heroic courage
he assumed in paddling to Lord Haldane’s
rescue long after the tide of abuse had fallen.
During the time he should have spoken
to the whole nation, during the time he
should have been standing sword in hand at
the side of his friend, he was in negotiation
with Sir Edward Carson.

It is a mistake to say that he brought
England into the war. England carried Mr.
Asquith into the war. The way in which
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politicians speak of Mr. Asquith as having
‘““ preserved the unity of the nation” in
August, 1914, is index enough of the degraded
condition of politics. A House of Commons
that had hesitated an hour after the invasion
of Belgium would have been swept out of
existence by the wrath and indignation of the
people. Mr. Asquith was the voice of Eng-
land in that great moment of her destiny, a
great and sonorous voice, but by no means
her heart. He kept faction together at a
moment when it was least possible for it to
break apart; but he did not lead the nation
into war. It was largely because he seemed
to lack assurance that Lord Haldane was
sacrificed. The Tories felt that Mr. Asquith
would not make war whole-heartedly ; they
looked about for a scapegoat ; Lord Haldane
was chosen for this purpose by the stupidest
of the Tory leaders; and the bewildered
Prime Minister, with no mind of his own, and
turning first to this counsellor and then to
that, sacrificed the most intellectual of modern
War Ministers, called Sir Edward Carson to
his side, and left the British war machine to
Lord Kitchener.

We must make allowance for the time. No
minister in our lifetime was confronted by
such a gigantic menace. Moreover, the
Cabinet was not united. Mr. Asquith came
out of that tremendous ordeal creditably, but
not, I think, as a great national hero. As for
his conduct of the war, it was dutiful, pains-
taking, dignified, wise; but it lacked the im-
pression of a creative original mind. He did
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not so much direct policy and inspire a nation
as keep a Cabinet together. One seemed to
see in him the decorative chairman of a board
of directors rather than the living spirit of
the undertaking.

When the historian comes to inquire into
the trivial consequences of Mr. Asquith’s fall
‘from power he will be forced, I think, to lift
that veil which Mr. Asquith has so jealously
drawn across the privacy of his domestic life.
For although he ever lacked the essentials of
greatness, Mr. Asquith once possessed nearly
all those qualities which make for powerful
leadership. Indeed, it was said in the early
months of the war by the most able of his
political opponents that it passed the wit of
man to suggest any other statesman at that
juncture for the office of Prime Minister.

His judicial temperament helped him to
compose differences and to find a workable
compromise. His personal character won
the respect of men who are easily influenced
by manner. There was something about him
superior to a younger generation of politicians
—a dignity, a reticence, a proud -and solid
self-respect. With the one exception of Mr.
Alfred Spender, a man of honour and the
noblest principles, he had no acquaintance
with journalism. He never gave anybody
the impression of being an office-seeker, and
there was no one in Parliament who took
less pains to secure popularity. Above all
things, he never plotted behind closed doors ;
never descended to treason against a rival.

Search as men may among the records of
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his public life they will fail to discover any
adequate cause of his fall from power. He
was diligent in office; he took always the
highest advice in every military dispute;
he settled the chief difficulty at the War Office
without offence to Lord Kitchener ; he gave
full rein to the fiery enmergy of Mr. Lloyd
George ; he was in earnest, but he was never
excited ; he was beset on every side, but he
never failed to maintain the best traditions
of English public life; he was trusted and
respected by all save a clique. Even in the
humiliation of the Paisley campaign he was
so noble a figure that the indulgence with
which he appeared to regard the rather violent
aid of a witty daughter was accepted by the
world as touchingly paternal—the old man
did not so much lean upon the arm of his
child as smile upon her high-spirited antics.
One must trespass upon the jealously
guarded private life to discover the true cause
of his bewildering collapse. Mr. Asquith sur-
rendered some years ago the rigid Puritanism
of early years to a domestic circle which was
fatal to the sources of his original power.
Anyone who compares the photographs of
Mr. A§qu1th before and after the dawn of the
twentieth century may see what I mean. In
the earlier photographs his face is keen, alert,
powerful, austere; you will read in it the
rigidity of his Nonconformist upbringing,
the seriousness of his Puritan inheritance,
all the moral earnestness of a nobly ambitious
character. In the later photographs one is
struck by an increasing expression of festivity,
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not by any means that beautiful radiance of
the human spirit which in another man was
said to make his face at the age of seventy-two
““a thanksgiving for his former life and a
love-letter to all mankind,” but rather the
expression of a mental chuckle, as though he
had suddenly seen something to laugh at in
“the very character of the universe. The face
has plumped and reddened, the light-coloured
eye has acquired a twinkle, the firm mouth
has relaxed into a sportive smile. You can
imagine him now capping a ‘“ mot "’ or laugh-
ing deeply at a daring jest ; but you cannot
imagine him with profound and reverend
anxiety striving like a giant to make right
reason and the will of God prevail.

Like Mr. Lloyd George, his supplanter, he
has lost the earnestness which brought him to
the seats of power. A domestic circle, brilliant
with the modern spirit and much occupied
in sharpening the wits with epigram and
audacity, has proved too much for his original
stoicism. He has found recreation in the
modern spirit. After the day’s work there
has been nothing so diverting for him as the
society of young people ; chatter rather than
conversation has been as it were prescribed
for him, and when he should have been think-
ing or sleeping he has been playing cards.

It is possible to argue that this complete
change from the worries of the day’s work has
veen right and proper, and that his health has
been the better for it ; but physical well-being
can be secured by other means, and no
physical well-being is worth the loss of moral
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power. There are some natures to whom
easy-going means a descent. There are some
men, and those the strongest sons of nature,
for whom the kindest commandment is,
“ Uphill all the way.”

Mr. Asquith, both by inheritance and tem-
perament, was designed for a strenuous life,
a strenuous moral life. He was never in-
tended for anything in the nature of a fldneur.
If he had followed his star, if he had rigor-
ously pursued the path marked out for him
by tradition and his own earliest propensities,
he might have been an unpleasant person for
a young ladies’ tea-party and an unsympa-
thetic person to a gathering of decadent
artists, he might indeed have become as heavy
as Cromwell and as inhuman as Milton ; but
he would never have fallen from Olympus
with the lightness of thistledown.

PosTtscrirT

One can now speak with less reserve of
the influences which have destroyed Mr.
Asquith. The diaries of Mr. Blunt and Mrs.
Asquith make it clear that the temptations of
a '5001al existence, altogether out of keeping
with grave responsibilities, have seduced a once
noble character into indolence and futility.

‘“ This evolution of the square-toed As-
quith,” wrote Mr. Blunt, ‘‘ with his middle-
class Puritanical bringing up and his severity
of conduct, into a ‘gay dog’ of London
society is to me irresistibly funny.”

He resembles nothing so much as a portrait
by a great master restored by a vorticist.



CHAPTER V

LORD NORTHCLIFFE

€«

- .. We cannot say that they have a great nature, or
strong, or weak, or light ; it is a swift and imperious imagina-
tion which veigns with sovereign power over all theiv beings,
which subjugates their genius, and which prescribes for
them in turn those fine actions and those faults, those heights
and thoese littlenesses, those flights of enthusiasm and those fits
of disgust, which we are wrong in charging either with hypocrisy
or madness.”—VAUVENARGUES.

A GREAT surgeon tells me he has no doubt
that Carlyle suffered all his life from a
duodenal ulcer. ‘“One may speculate,” he
says, ‘“on the difference there would have
been in his writings if he had undergone the
operation which to-day is quite common.”

This remark occurs to me when I think
about Lord Northcliffe.

There is something wrong with his health.
For a season he is almost boyish in high
spirits, not only a charming and a most con-
siderate host, but a spirit animated by the
kindliest, broadest, and cheerfullest sym-
pathies. Then comes a period of darkness.
He seems to imagine that he may go blind,
declares that he cannot eat this and that,
shuts himself up from his friends, and feels
the whole burden of the world pressing on
his soul.

49
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It is impossible to judge him as one would
judge a perfectly healthy man.

The most conspicuous thing in his char-
acter is its transilience. One is aware in him
of an anacoluthic quality, as if his mind sud-
denly stopped leaping in one direction to
begin jumping in a quite contrary direction.
It cannot be said that his mind works in any
direction. It is not a trained mind. It does
not know how to think and cannot support
the burden of trying to think. It springs at
ideas and goes off with themin haste too great
for reflection. He drops these ideas when he
sees an excuse for another leap. Sequence to
Lord Northcliffe is a synonym for monotony.
He has no esprit de suite. But he has leaps
of real genius. An admirable title for his
biography would be, ‘ The Fits and Starts
of a Discontinuous Soul.” There is something
of St. Vitus in his psychology. You might
call him the Spring-Heeled Jack of Journalism.

A story told of one of his journalists illus-
trates the difficulty of dealing with so un-
certain a person. Lord Northcliffe invited
this journalist, let us call him Mr. H., to
lun(;heon. They approached the lift of Car-
melite House, and Lord Northcliffe drew back
to let his guest enter before him—he has
excellent manners and, when he is a host, is
scrupulously polite to the least of people in
his employment. Mr. H. approached the
lift, and raising his hat and making a profound
bow to the boy in charge of it, passed in before
Lord Northcliffe. Nothing was said during
the descent. On leaving the lift Mr. H.
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again raised his hat and bowed low to the boy.
When they were out of earshot Lord North-
cliffe remonstrated with him on his behaviour.
““You shouldn’t joke,”” he said, ‘‘ with these
boys, it makes discipline difficult.” * Joke!”
exclaimed Mr. H.; ‘““good heavens, I wasn’t
joking ; how do I know that to-morrow he
“will not be the editor of the Daily Mazl?

This story has a real importance. It em-
phasizes a remarkable characteristic of Lord
Northcliffe’s variability. It emphasizes the
romantic quality of his mind. Nothing would
please him more than to discover in one of his
office boys an editor for The Times. His own
life has given him almost a novelette’s passion
for romance. He lives in that atmosphere.
Few men I have known are so free from snob-
bishness or so indifferent to the petty con-
ventions of society. The dull life of the world
is hateful to him. He would make not only
the journalism of the suburbs sensational, he
would make the history of mankind a fairy-
story.

It is difficult to understand his power in the
world. He is not the great organizer that
people suppose ; all the organization of his
business has been done by Lord Rothermere,
a very able man of business; nor is he the
inspirational genius one is so often asked
to believe. Mr. Kennedy Jones is largely
responsible for the journalistic fortunes of
Lord Northcliffe.

I am disposed to think that it is the
romantic quality of his mind which is the
source of his power. All the men about him
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are unimaginative realists. He is the artist
in command of the commercial mind, the poet
flogging dull words into a kind of wild music.
Mr. Kennedy Jones could have started any of
his papers, but he could never have imparted
to them that living spirit of the unexpected
which has kept them so effectually from
dullness. Carmelite House could give the
news of the world without Lord Northcliffe’'s
help, but without his passion for the twists
and turns of the fairy-story it could never
have presented that news so that it catches
the attention of all classes.

I have never been conscious of greatness in
Lord Northcliffe, but I have never failed to
feel in his mind something unusual and
remarkable. He is not an impressive person,
but he is certainly an interesting person.
One feels that he has preserved by some
magic of temperament, not to be analysed by
the most skilful of psychologists, the spirit of
boyhood. You may notice this spirit quite
visibly in his face. The years leave few
marks on his handsome countenance. He
loves to frown and depress his lips before the
camera, for, like a child, he loves to play at
being somebody else, and somebody else with
him is Napoleon—I am sure that he chose
the title of Northcliffe so that he might sign
his notes with the initial N—but when he is
walking in a garden, dressed in white flannels,
and looking as if he had just come from a
Turkish bath, he has all the appearance of a
youth. It is a tragedy that a smile so agree-
able should give way at times to a frown as
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black as midnight; that the freshness of his
complexion should yield to an almost jaun-
diced yellow ; and that the fun and frolic of
the spirit should flee away so suddenly and
for such long periods before the witch of
melancholy.

_ Of his part in the history of the world no
historian will be able to speak with unqualified
approval. His political purpose from begin-
ning to end, I am entirely convinced, has been
to serve what he conceives to be the highest
interests of his country. I regard him in the
matter of intention as one of the most honour-
able and courageous men of the day. But he
is reckless in the means he employs to achieve
his ends. I should say he has no moral
scruples in a fight, none at all ; I doubt very
much if he ever asks himself if anything is
right or wrong. I should say that he has
only one question to ask of fate before he
strips for a fight—is this thing going to be
Success or Failure ?

In many matters of great importance he
has been right, so right that we are apt to
forget the number of times he has been wrong.
Whether he may not be charged in some
measure at least with the guilt of the war,
whether he is not responsible for the great
bitterness of international feelings which
characterized Europe during the last twenty
years, is a question that must be left to the
historian. But it is already apparent that for
want of balance and a moral continuity in his
direction of policy Lord Northcliffe has done
nothing to elevate the public mind and much
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to degrade it. He has jumped from sensation
to sensation. The opportunity for a fight
has pleased him more than the object of the
fight has inspired him. He has never seen
in the great body of English public opinion
a spirit to be patiently and orderly educated
towards noble ideals, but rather a herd to be
stampeded of a sudden in the direction which
he himself has as suddenly conceived to be
the direction of success.

The true measure of his shortcomings may
be best taken by seeing how a man exercising
such enormous power, power repeated day by
day, and almost at every hour of the day,
might have prepared the way for disarma-
ment and peace, might have modified the
character of modern civilization, might have
made ostentation look like a crime, might
have brought capital and labour into a
sensible partnership, and might have given to
the moral ideals of the noblest sons of men
if not an intellectual impulse at least a con-
vincing advertisement.

The moral and intellectual condition of the
world, a position from which only a great
_sp1r1tua1 palingenesis can deliver civilization,
is a charge on the sheet which Lord North-
cliffe will have to answer at the seat of
judgment. He has received the price of that
condition in the multitudinous pence of the
people ; consciously or unconsciously he has
traded on their ignorance, ministered to their
vulgarities, and inflamed the lowest and most
corrupting of their passions : if they had had
another guide his purse would be empty.
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All the same, it is the greatest mistake for
his enemies to declare that he is nothing
better than a cynical egoist trading on the
enormous ignorance of the English middle-
classes. He is a boy, full of adventure, full of
romance, and full of whims, seeing life as the
finest fairy-tale in the world, and enjoying
‘every incident that comes his way, whether it
be the bitterest and most cruel of fights or
the opportunity for doing someone a romantic
kindness.

You may see the boyishness of his nature
in the devotion with which he threw himself
first into bicycling, then into motoring, and
then into flying. He loves machinery. He
loves every game which involves physical
risk and makes severe demands on courage.
His love of England is not his love of her
merchants and workmen, but his love of her
masculine youth.

He has been generosity itself to his brothers,
with all of whom he does not, unfortunately,
get on as well as one could wish. The most
beautiful thing in his life is the love he
cherishes for his mother, and nothing delights
him so much as taking away her breath by
acts of astonishing devotion. A man so
generous and so boyish may make grave mis-
takes, but he cannot be a deliberately bad
man.

PostscripT

The tragic death of Lord Northcliffe has
called forth panegyrics on his life which would
have been extravagant in the case of Addison,
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Burke, Coleridge, or Matthew Arnold. Per-
haps it must be charged against his account
that he brought into the world this spirit of
pamphleteering exaggeration, so fatal to all
sense of proportion and so dangerous to the
high and austere cause of truth. He destroyed
all those rational standards by which our
fathers judged of a policy or a man, and sub-
stituted in their place the repetitionary and
intimidating gramophone.

I think Scrutator in Truth has uttered the
truest and therefore the most useful reflec-
tion on Lord Northcliffe’s life. ““ Above all,”
says this sane and responsible writer, * he
excelled in judging the taste of the crowd,
in the art of dressing the window, and in the
copiousness with which he fed the public
appetite for something new every day. . . .
Inasensealmost every tradesman who supplies
a public want is entitled to consider himself a
public benefactor ; but something must de-
pend on the nature of the goods.” And he
concludes in this fashion :

“ With Lord Northcliffe has come the reign
of the millionaire newspaper owner, con-
trolling a huge machine which may be used
for many purposes besides enlightening the
public mind, or even filling the proprietor’s
pocket. Lord Northcliffe himself wielded
great power. He took a personal pleasure in
it. In other words, the exercise of power
gratified his vanity. It cannot be to the
advantage of any community that the power
which money normally has at its command
should be multiplied and re-multiplied in
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utterly irresponsible hands by the control of
such a potent engine as the Northcliffe Press.
In the painful aberrations which preceded and
foretold his final collapse, Lord Northcliffe
exemplified the possible results of uncontrolled
power in the hands of any mere mortal, how-
ever big. He loved to think of himself and to
be thought of as ‘ the Napoleon of the Press.’
Mankind owes little to its Napoleons. In Lord
Northcliffe’s case it seems not impossible that
the Napoleonic burden of his ambition helped
to break him down. It would be better for
everybody that the Imperial mantle and eagles
should disappear with him from Fleet Street
and its neighbourhood.”



CHAPTER VI

MR. ARTHUR BALFOUR

“ A sceptre once put into the hand, the grip is instinctive,
and he who is firmly seated in authority soon learns to think

security, and not progress, the highest lesson of statecraft.”—
J. R. LoweLL.

IN one of the Tales Crabbe introduces to us
a young lady, Arabella by name, who read
Berkeley, Bacon, Hobbes, and Locke, and was
such a prodigy of learning that she became
the wonder of the fair town in which, as he
tells us, she shone like a polished brilliant.
From that town she reaped, and to that town
she gave, renown :

And strangers coming, all were taught t’admire
The learned Lady, and the lofty Spire.

One feels that in Mr. Balfour there is some-
thing of both the learned Lady and the lofty
Spire. He is at once spinsterish and archi-
tectural. 1 mean that he is a very beautiful
object to look at, and at the same time a
frustrated. and perverse nature. Moreover
his learning partakes of a drawing-room
character, Whi}e his loftiness dwindles away
to a point which affords no foothold for the
sons of man. One may look up to him now
and again, but a constant regard would be
rewarded by nothing more serviceable to the
admirer than a stiff neck. He points upward

58
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indeed, but to follow his direction is to dis-
cover only the void of etheric vacancy. Like
his learning, which may astonish the simple,
but which hardly illuminates the student,
his virtues leave one cold. Someone who
knows him well said to me once, ‘“ He is
no Sir Galahad. Week-ending and London
society have deteriorated his fibre.”

He began life well, but he has slackness in
his blood and no vital enthusiasm in his heart.
His career has been a descent. He has taken
things—ethically and industrially—easily, too
easily.

It is a pity that Nature forgot to bestow
upon him those domestic motions of the
heart which humanize the mind and beautify
character, for in many ways he was fitted to
play a great part in affairs of State, and with
real emotion in his nature would have made
an ideal leader of the nation during the struggle
with Germany. He is a conspicuous example
of the value of sensibility, for lacking this one
quality he has entirely failed to reach the great-
ness to which his many gifts entitled him.

Few men can be so charming : no man can
be more impressive. His handsome appear-
ance, his genial manner, his distinguished
voice, his eagerness and playfulness in con-
versation, all contribute to an impression of
personality hardly equalled at the present
time. He might easily pass for the perfect
ideal of the gentleman. In a certain set of
society he remains to this day a veritable
prince of men. And his tastes are pure, and
his life is wholesome.
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A lady of my acquaintance was once prais-
ing to its mother a robust and handsome
infant who could boast a near relationship
with Mr. Arthur Balfour. ¢ Yes,” said the
mother, with criticism in her eyes and voice,
‘1 think he is a nice child, but we rather fear
he lacks the Balfourian manner.”” Even in
childhood ! ’

This Balfourian manner, as I understand it,
has its roots in an attitude of mind—an atti-
tude of convinced superiority which insists in
the first place on complete detachment from
the enthusiasm of the human race, and in the
second place on keeping the vulgar world at
arm’s length.

It is an attitude of mind which a critic or a
cynic might be justified in assuming, for it is
the attitude of one who desires rather to
observe the world than to shoulder any of its
burdens; but it is a posture of exceeding
danger to anyone who lacks tenderness or
sympathy, whatever his purpose or office may
be, for it tends to breed the most dangerous of
all intellectual vices, that spirit of self-satis-
faction which Dostoievsky declares to be the
infallible mark of an inferior mind.

To Mr. Arthur Balfour this studied attitude
of aloofness has been fatal, both to his char-
acter and to his career. He has said nothing,
written nothing, done nothing, which lives
in the heart of his countrymen. To look
back upon his record is to see a desert, and a
desert with no altar and with no monument,
without even one tomb at which a friend
might weep. One does not say of him, “ He
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nearly succeeded there,” or “ What a tragedy
that he turned from this to take up that " :
one does not feel for him at any point in his
career as one feels for Mr. George Wyndham
or even for Lord Randolph Churchill ; from
its outset until now that career stretches
before our eyes in a flat and uneventful plain
of successful but inglorious and ineffective
self-seeking.

There is one signal characteristic of the
Balfourian manner which is worthy of remark.
It is an assumption in general company of a
most urbane, nay, even a most cordial spirit.
I have heard many people declare at a public
reception that he is the most gracious of men,
and seen many more retire from shaking his
hand with a flush of pride on their faces as
though Royalty had stooped to inquire after
the measles of their youngest child. Such is
ever the effect upon vulgar minds of geniality
in superiors : they love to be stooped to from
the heights.

But this heartiness of manner is of the
moment only, and for everybody ; it mani-
fests itself more personally in the circle of his
intimates, and is irresistible in week-end
parties ; but it disappears when Mr. Balfour
retires into the shell of his private life and
there deals with individuals, particularly
with dependents. It has no more to do with
his spirit than his tailcoat and his white tie.
Its remarkable impression comes from its
unexpectedness ; its effect is the shock of
surprise. In public he is ready to shake the
whole world by the hand, almost to pat it
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on the shoulder ; but in private he is careful
to see that the world does not enter even the
remotest of his lodge gates.

“ The truth about Arthur Balfour,” said
George Wyndham, ““ is this : he knows there’s
been one ice-age, and he thinks there’s going
to be another.”

Little as the general public may suspect
it, the charming, gracious, and cultured Mr.
Balfour is the most egotistical of men, and a
man who would make almost any sacrifice to
remain in office. It costs him nothing to
serve under Mr. Lloyd George ; it would have
cost him almost his life to be out of office
during a period so exciting as that of the
Great War. He loves office more than any-
thing this world can offer ; neither in philo-
sophy nor music, literature nor science, has
he ever been able to find rest for his soul.
It is profoundly instructive that a man with
a real talent for the noblest of those pursuits
which make solitude desirable and retirement
an opportunity should be so restless and dis-
satisfied, even in old age, outside the doors of
public life.

The most serious effect upon his character
of this central selfishness may be seen in his
treatment of George Wyndham. Mr. Balfour
has had only one friend in his parliamentary
life, Alfred Lyttelton, but George Wyndham
came nearer to his affections than any other
man in the Unionist Party, and was at oine
time Mr. Balfour’s devoted admirer. Never-
theless, in the hour of his tragedy, in the
hour which broke his heart and destroyed his
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career, Mr. Balfour, who should have cham-
pioned him against the wolves of the Party,
and might, I verily believe, have saved both
him and Ireland, turned away his face and
rendered homage to political opportunism.
Wyndham’s grave and the present condition
of Ireland stand as sorrowful reminders of
that unworthy act.

Wyndham was by no means a first-rate
politician, but he was a sincere man, some-
thing, too, of a genius, and I think there was
genuine inspiration in his method of solving
the Irish question.

This incident reveals in Mr. Balfour a
capacity for meanness which rather darkens
his good qualities. It prevents one from be-
lieving that his conduct has always been
guided by noble and disinterested motives.
The historian might have said that although
he mistook astuteness and adroitness in
parliamentary debate for statesmanship, and
although he accomplished nothing for the
good of his country, he yet lent a certain
dignity and nobleness to public life at a time
when it was besieged by new forces in
democracy having no reverence for tradition
and little respect for good manners; but
when the full truth of the Wyndham incident
is related it will be difficult for the historian
to avoid a somewhat harsh judgment on Mr.
Balfour’s character.

Nor does the Wyndham incident stand
alone. His treatment of Mr. Ritchie and Lord
George Hamilton was very bad. Then there
was the case of Joseph Chamberlain, who
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had good reason never to forgive him. Some
day Mr. Asquith—or will it be Mrs. Asquith ?—
may tell the story of dealings with Mr. Balfour
which were not of a handsome character.
The more these things are revealed the worse
I think it will be for Mr. Balfour’'s character.

But such is the personal effect of the man
that even those whom he has treated badly
never bring any public charge against him.
With the exception of Mr. Asquith and Joseph
Chamberlain, all forgave him, and even sought
to find excuses for his inexplicable lapse. But
I am inclined to think that this indicates
weakness on the part of the victim rather
than grace on the part of the victimizer.

There are other ways in which his lack of
sensibility manifests itself in an unpleasant
fashion. He is so self-absorbed that he
appears to be wholly unaware of those who
minister to his comfort. Of his servants he
never knows the least detail, not even their
names, and even a devoted secretary who has
served him faithfully for many years may
find himself treated almost as a stranger in a
moment of need. I fear it must be said that
in financial matters Mr. Balfour is as close-
fisted as any miser, although I believe that
this meanness has its rise, not so much in
avariciousness as in a total incapacity to realize
the importance of money to other people.

It has been said that the whole history
of philosophical thought is an attempt -to
separate the object and the subject. Mr.
Balfour appears to have made this separation
complete. For him there is no object. His
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mind has embraced his subjective self, and
has not merely refused the fruitless effort of
attempting to stand outside its functions
in order to perceive its own perceptions, but,
abandoning the unperceived perceptions and
the inactive activities of ultimate reality, it
has canonized its own functions and deified
its own subjective universe. So complete, in-
deed, is this separation that he can scarcely be
called selfish, since for him there exists no ob-
jective field for the operation of unselfishness.

I lament this self-absorption of Mr. Balfour
as much as I lJament in his cousin Lord Robert
Cecil the lack of the fighting qualities of
leadership. To no man of the Unionist Party
after the death of Lord Beaconsfield and Lord
Salisbury have more hopeful opportunities
presented themselves for creative states-
manship. He might have settled the Irish
Question. He might have avoided the Boer
War, in the conduct of which he behaved
with real nobleness at the beginning. He
might have saved Germany from her own
war-mongers. In any case he might have led
the Unionist Party towards construction and
so have prevented the slap-dash methods at
reform set going by Mr. Lloyd George after
a long and irritating period of Tory pottering.
For few men in modern times have exercised
so great a fascination over that curious and
easily satisfied body, the House of Commons,
and no man in the public life of our times has
enjoyed a more powerful prestige in the
constituencies. Indeed, he stood for many
years as the most dignified and honourable

3
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figure in the public life of Great Britain, and
his influence in politics during the first part
of that period was without serious rivalry.

It must not be forgotten, too, that in the
days of ““ bloody Balfour ”’ he was not merely
chivalrous, but even Quixotic, in taking upon
himself the mistakes and misdoings of his sub-
ordinates in Ireland. He certainly had the
makings of a chivalrous figure, and perhaps
even a great man. One thinks that he began
his descent unconsciously, and that care-
lessness rather than any inherent badness led
gradually to an egoism which has proved fatal
to his powers and to his character.

To the self-absorbed, vision is impossible.
Mr. Balfour, unable to penetrate the future,
has lived from day to day, enjoying the game
of politics for the fun of confounding critics
and managing colleagues, enjoying too the
privilege and dignity of power, but never once
feeling the call of the future, or experiencing
one genuine desire to leave the world better
than he found it. And now he ends his
political career clinging to a decorative office
under the leadership of Mr. Lloyd George.

At the end of his Gifford Lectures, after an
argument which induced one of his listeners
to say that he had a stammer 1n his thoughts,
Mr. Balfour announced his faith in God. One
may recall Pascal’'s exclamation, ‘“ How far
it is from believing in God to loving Him ! ”

I have always thought it significant of-his
true nature that Mr. Balfour should be one
of the worst offenders in that unlovely Front
Bench habit of putting his feet up on the



MR. ARTHUR BALFOUR 67

Clerk’s table. The last time I was in the
House of Commons Mr. J. H. Thomas was
lying back on the Opposition Front Bench
with his legs in the air and his muddy boots
crossed on the table. The boorishness of this
attitude struck my companion very sharply.
But I pointed out to him that the difference
between Mr. Thomas, the Labour member,
and Mr. Balfour, the great gentleman, was
merely a size in boots.

PosTcrIPT

Mr. Balfour is now an earl. He stands as
high as ever in the affections of his country-
men, and his reputation for statesmanship has
been rightfully enhanced by the personal
ascendancy which distinguished him at the
Washington Conference.

His charm remains his greatest power, and
he uses it with the accomplished ease of a
virtuoso in the interests of himself and his
country. I hope he may yet exert that power
to see that Sir Auckland Geddes receives his
just reward, not only for the success of Great
Britain at the Washington Conference, but for
the brilliant manner in which he has earned
for the British Empire the affection and
respect of intellectual America.

There is always a danger that the architect
may be crowded out by the picturesque person
who lays the foundation-stone.



CHAPTER VII

LORD KITCHENER

“I mever knew a wman so fixed upen doing what h:
considered his duty.”—CROKER PAPERS.

Soon after he had taken his chair at the War
Office, Lord Kitchener received a call from
Mr. Lloyd George. The politician had come
to urge the appointment of denominational
chaplains for all the various sects represented
in the British Army.

Lord Kitchener was opposed to the idea,
which seemed to him irregular, unnecessary,
and expensive, involving a waste of transport,
rations, and clerks’ labour. But Mr. Lloyd
George stuck to his sectarian guns, and was so
insistent, especially in respect of Presbyterians,
that at last the Secretary of State for War
yielded in this one case. He took up his pen
rather grudgingly and growled out, “ Very
well : you shall have a Presbyterian.”” Then
one of his awkward smiles broke up the firm-
ness of his bucolic face. “ Let’s see,” he
{itSked; ‘“ Presbyterian ?—how do you spell
1 ? »

This was one of his earliest adventures with
politicians, and he ended it with a sly cut at
unorthodoxy. A little later came another
political experience which afforded him real
Insight into this new world of Party faction,

68
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one of those experiences not to be lightly dis-
missed with a jest.

He discovered at the War Office that pre-
parations had been made for just such an
emergency as had mnow occurred. The
thoughtfulness and thoroughness of this work
struck him with surprise, and he inquired the
name of its author. He was told that Lord
Haldane had made these preparations. ‘‘ Hal-
dane!’” he exclaimed; ‘‘but isn’t he the man
who is being attacked by the newspapers ? ”’

A chivalrous feeling which does not seem to
have visited the bosoms of any of Lord
Haldane’s colleagues visited the bosom of this
honest soldier. Someone about him who
had enjoyed personal relations with various
editors was dispatched to one of the most
offending editors conducting the campaign
against Lord Haldane with the object of
stopping this infamous vendetta.

“ I know what you say is true,” replied this
editor, ‘““and I regret the attack as much as
Lord Kitchener does ; but I have received my
orders and they come from so important a
quarter that I dare not disobey them.” He
gave Lord Kitchener’s emissary the name of
a much respected leader of the Unionist
Party.

Thus early in his career at the War Office
Lord Kitchener learnt that the spirit of the
public school does not operate in Westminster
and that politics are a dirty business.

At no time in his life was Lord Kitchener
‘““a racehorse amongst cows,” as the Greeks
put it, being, even in his greatest period, of
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a slow, heavy, and laborious turn of mind ;
but when he entered Mr. Asquith’s Cabinet
he was at least an honest man amongst
lawyers. He was a great man ; wherever he
sat, to borrow a useful phrase, was the head
of the table; but this greatness of his, not
being the full greatness of a complete man,
and having neither the support of a keen'
intellect nor the foundations of a strong moral
character, wilted in the atmosphere of poli-
tics, and in the end left him with little but
the frayed cloak of his former reputation.

There is no doubt that his administration
of the War Office was not a success. In all
important matters of strategy he shifted his
ground from obstinacy to sulkiness, yielding
where he should not have yielded at all, and
yielding grudgingly where to yield without
the whole heart was fatal to success: in the
end he was among the drifters, ‘‘something
between a hindrance and a help,” and the
efforts to get rid of him were perhaps justified,
although Mr. Asquith’s policy of curtailing
his autocracy on the occasions when he was
abroad had the greater wisdom.

I shall not trouble to correct the popular
idea of Lord Kitchener’s character beyond
saying that he was the last man in the world
to be called a machine, and that he solemnly
distrusted the mechanism of all organizations.
He was first and last an out-and-out indi-
vidualist, a believer in men, a hater of all
systems. As Sir Ian Hamilton has said,
wherever he saw organization his first instinct
was to smash it. I think his autocracy at the
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War Office might have been of greater service
to the country if all the trained thinkers of
the Army, that small body of brilliant men,
had not been in France. Even in his prime
Lord Kitchener was the most helpless of men
without lieutenants he could trust to do his
bidding or to improve upon it in the doing.

* It will better serve the main purpose of this
book to suggest in what particulars the real
greatness of this once glorious and finally
pathetic figure came to suffer shipwreck at
the hands of the politicians.

Lord Kitchener’s greatness was the indefin-
able greatness of personality. He was not a
clever man. He had no gifts of any kind.
In the society of scholars he was mum, and
among the lovers of the beautiful he cutan
awkward figure. At certain moments he had
curious flashes of inspiration, but they came
at long intervals and were seldom to be had
in the day of drudgery, when his mind was
not excited. On the whole his intelligence was
of a dull order, plodding heavily through
experience, mapping the surface of life rather
than penetrating any of its mysteries, making
slowly quite sure of one or two things rather
than grasping the whole problem at a stroke.

But there was one movement in his char-
acter which developed greatness and by its
power brought him to wonderful success and
great honour ; this was a deep, an unques-
tioning, a religious sense of duty.

He started life with a stubborn ambition.
As he went along he felt the rightness of duty,
and married his ambition to this Spartan
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virtue. He remained in most respects as
selfish a man as ever lived, as selfish as a
greedy schoolboy ; nevertheless by the power
of his single virtue, to which he was faithful
up to his last moments on this earth, he was
able to sacrifice his absorbing self-interest
to the national welfare even in a political
atmosphere which sickened him at every turn.

You may see what I mean by considering
that while he longed for nothing so much in
later life as the possession of Broome Park,
and that while his selfishness stopped hardly
at anything to enrich that house with pictures,
china, and furniture, and that while he would
shamelessly hint for things in the houses of
the people who were entertaining him, even
in the houses of his own subordinates, until
the weaker or the more timorous gave him the
object of his covetousness, nevertheless for
the sake of his country he clung to the un-
congenial chair in Whitehall, not merely
working like a cart-horse for what he con-
sidered to be his nation’s good, but suffering
without public complaint of any kind, and
scarcely a private grumble, all the numerous
humiliations that came his way either from
his own colleagues in the Cabinet or from a
powerful section of the newspapers outside.

I remember hearing from the late Mr. John
Bonner, a most admirable artist in many
fields, an amusing account of an interview
with Lord Kitchener which illustrates the
Field-Marshal’s passion for his Kentish home,
and also sheds a telling light on the sthetic
side of his character.
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Mr. Bonner had been recommended to Lord
Kitchener, who wanted amorini scattered
about the leafy gardens at Broome. Drawings
were made and approved: a few months
afterwards the amorini were set up in the
gardens.

Soon came a summons to the presence of
the great man. Mr. Bonner found him a
terrible object in a terrible rage. In his late
years, be it remembered, Lord Kitchener was
not good to look upon. He appeared a
coarse, a top-heavy person; and in anger,
his cross-eyes could be painfully disconcerting.

Lord Kitchener forgot that Mr. Bonner was
not only an artist of a singularly beautiful
spirit, but a gentleman. He blazed at him.
What did he mean by sticking up those
ridiculous little figures in Broome ?—what
did he mean by it ?—with an unpleasant
reference to the account.

The poor artist, terribly affrighted, said
that he thought Lord Kitchener had seen his
drawings and approved of them. *‘ Yes, the
drawings !|—but you can’t see the figures
when they’re up! What’s the good of some-
thing you can’t see?”

The great man, it appeared at last, wanted
amorini the size of giants; a rather Rosher-
ville taste.

“ He had knowledge,”” said Lady Sackville,
from whose beautiful house he borrowed
many ideas for Broome, and would have
liked to carry off many of its possessions,
particularly a William the Fourth drum
which he found in his bedroom as a waste-

3*
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paper receptacle ; “he had knowledge, but no
taste.”

Her daughter said to me on one occasion,
““ Every chair he sits in becomes a throne,”
referring to the atmosphere of power and
dignity which surrounded him.

It is instructive, I think, to remark how a
single virtue passionately held—held, I mean,
with a religious sense of its seriousness—can
carry even a second-class mind to genuine
greatness, a greatness that can be felt if not
defined. In every sense of the word great-
ness, as we apply it to a saint, a poet, or a
statesman, Lord Kitchener was a second-
class and even a third-class person; but so
driving was his sense of duty that it carried
him to the very forefront of national life, and
but for the political atmosphere in which he
had to work for the last few years of his dis-
tinguished service to the State, he might have
easily become one of the great and shining
heroes of British history. He had no taste ;
but the impression he made on those who had
was the impression of a great character.

_How was it that his greatness, that is to say
his greatness of personality, made so pitiable
an end ? What was lacking that this indubit-

able greatness should have been so easily
brayed in the mortar of politics ?

The answer, I think, is this: a single virtue
can bestow greatness, and the greatness may
never fail when it has time and space in which
to express itself; but many virtues of in-
tellect and character are necessary when time
is of the essence of the contract, and more
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especially in a situation of shared responsi-
bility.

Lord Kitchener knew many of his own fail-
ings. He was by no means a vain man.
Indeed, he suffered considerable pain from
the knowledge that he was not the tremendous
person of the popular imagination. This
knowledge robbed him of self-assurance. He
tried to live up to the legendary Kitchener,
and so long as he could find men as brave as
himself, but of swifter and more adaptable
intelligence, to do his bidding, he succeeded :
many of the public, indeed, believed in
the legendary Kitchener up to the day of
his tragic death—death, that unmistakable
reality, meeting him on a journey, the object
of which was to impress Russia with the
legendary Kitchener. But more and more,
particularly in consultation with the quick
wits of politicians, he found it impossible to
impersonate his reputation.

I have been told by more than one Cabinet
Minister that it was impressive to see how
the lightning intellects of Mr. Lloyd George
and Mr. Winston Churchill again and again
reduced the gigantic soldier to a stupefied
and sulking silence.

A proposal would be made by a minister,
and Mr. Asquith would turn to Lord
Kitchener for his opinion. Lord Kitchener
would say, “ It's impossible,” and close his
lips firmly. At this Mr. Lloyd George would
attack him, pointing out the reasonableness of
this proposal in swift and persuasive phrases.
Lord Kitchener, shifting on his chair, would
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repeat, “ It’s impossible.”” Then in question
after question Mr. Churchill would ask why
it was impossible. ‘ It’s impossible,” Lord
Kitchener would mumble at the end of these
questions. Finally, when nearly everybody
had attempted to extract from him the reason
for his refusal to countenance this proposal,
he would make an impatient side movement
of his head, unfold his arms, bend over the
papers on the table before him, and grunt out,
sometimes with a boyish smile of relief, ‘“ Oh,
all right, have it your own way.”

He lacked almost every grace of the spirit.
There was nothing amiable in his character.
Very few men liked him a great deal, and none,
I should say, loved him. I do not think he
was brutal by nature, although his nature
was not refined ; but he cultivated a brutal
manner. He had the happiness of three or
four friendships with cultivated and good
women, but the beautiful creature whom he
loved hungrily and doggedly, and to whom
he proposed several times, could never bring
herself to marry him. I think there was no
holy of holies in his character, no sanctuaries
for the finer intimacies of human life. As
Sainte-Beuve said of Rousseau, ‘ he has at
times a little goitre in his voice.” One sees
the fullness of his limitations by comparing
him with such great figures of Indian history
as the Lawrences and Nicholson : in that
comparison he shrinks at once to the dimen-
sions of a colour-sergeant.

But in attempting to study a man of this
nature, for our own learning, we should rather
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observe how notable a victory he achieved in
making so much of so little than vociferate
that he was not this thing or that.

He began life with no gifts from the gods ;
it was not in his horoscope to be either a saint
or a hero; no one was less likely to create
enthusiasm or to become a legend ; and yet
'by resolutely following the road of duty, by
earnestly and stubbornly striving to serve his
country’s interests, and by never for one
moment considering in that service the safety
of his own life or the making of his own for-
tune, this rough and ordinary man bred in
himself a greatness which, magnified by the
legend itself created, helped his country in
one of the darkest hours, perhaps the very

darkest, of its long history.
One could wish that behind this formidable

greatness of personality there had been great-
ness of mind, greatness of character, greatness
of heart, so that he might have been capable
of directing the whole war and holding the

oliticians in leash to the conclusion of a
righteous peace. But these things he lacked,
and the end was what 1t was.

« Character,’ says Epicharmus, “is destiny
to man.’ Lord Kitchener, let us assert, was
faithful to his destiny. And he was some-
thing more than faithful, for he sanctified
this loyalty to his own character by a devotion
to his country which was pure and incorrupt-
ible. Certainly he can mnever be styled
«the son of Cronos and Double-dealing.”



CuHAPTER VIII
LORD ROBERT CECIL

“ Nothing great was evey achieved withoud
enthusiasm.”—EMERSON.

IF a novelist take for his hero an educated
gentleman who expresses contempt for the
licence and indecencies of modern life, it is
ten to one that the critics, who confess them-
selves on other occasions as sick of prurient
tales, will pronounce this hero to be a prig.
In like manner, let a politician evince concern
for the moral character of the nation and it is
ten to one his colleagues in the House of Com-
mons and his critics in the Press, and every-
where the very men most in despair of politics,
will declare him to be a fanatic.

This has been the unfortunate fate of Lord
Robert Cecil. He is regarded by his country-
men as unpractical. Men speak well of him,
and confess willingly that he is vastly superior
in character and intellect to the ruck of poli-
ticians, but nevertheless wind up their pane-
gyrics with the regretful judgment that, alas!
he is a fanatic.

It is a thousand pities, I think, that he is
not a fanatic. It is for the very reason he is
not fanatical that his progress in politics has
been in the suburbs of the second rank. He
has every quality for the first rank, and for the
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foremost place in that rank, save the one
urging passion of enthusiasm. It is a sense of
humour, an engaging sense of diffidence, a
continual deviation towards a mild and gentle
cynicism, it is this spirit—the very antithesis
of a fanatical temper—which keeps him from
leadership.

" Thenation has reason on its side for suspect-
ing Lord Robert Cecil. In the mind of the
British people nothing is more settled than the
conviction that the conquering qualities of a
great captain are courage and confidence. He
has given no sign of these qualities. Nature,
it would seem, has fashioned him neither
pachydermatous nor pugilistic. He appears
upon the platform as a gentleman makes his
entrance into a drawing-room, not as a
toreador leaps into the bull ring. He ex-
presses his opinions as a gentleman expresses
his views at a dinner-table, not as an ale-
house politician airs his dogmatisms in the
tap-room. The very qualities which give such
a grace and power to his personality, being
spiritual qualities, prevent him from captur-
ing the loud and grateful loyalty of a political
party.

Now, while a man like Mr. Lloyd George
can only affirm his own essence by the exercise
of what we may call brute force, and by
making use of vulgar methods from which a
person of Lord Robert Cecil’s quality would
naturally shrink, it is nevertheless not at all
necessary for a man of noble character and
greater power to employ the same means in
order to earn the confidence of his countrymen.
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What is necessary in this case is not brute
force but fanaticism, and by fanaticism I
mean that spirit which in Cromwell induced
Hume to call him ¢ this fanatical hypocrite,”
and which Burke adequately defined in
saying that when men are fanatically fond of
an object they will prefer it to their own peace.

Lord Robert Cecil need not adopt the tricks
of a mountebank to achieve leadership of the
British nation, but he must contract so entire
a faith in the sacred character of his mission
that all the inhibiting diffidencies of his
modest nature will henceforth seem to him
like the whisperings of temptation. He must
cease to watch the shifts of public opinion.
He must cease merely to recommend the
probable advantage of rather more idealism
in the politics of Europe. He must act. He
must learn to know that a man cannot give
a great idea to the world without giving
himself along with it. The cause must con-
sume the person. Individual peace must
be sacrificed for world’s peace.

From the very beginning of the war Lord
Robert Cecil perceived that the need of the
nation was not for a great political leader,
but for a great moral leader. He told me so
with an unforgettable emphasis, well aware
that under the public show of our national
life the heart of the British people was
famishing for such guidance. He numbered
himself among those anxiously scanning the
horizon for such a leader. He should have
been instead answering the inarticulate cry
of the people for that leader.
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No good man of my acquaintance is more
powerfully convinced of the goodness of
British nature. He watches the British
people with an abiding affection. He believes
that they possess, even those of them who
appear most degraded and sordid, the foun-
dational virtues of Christian character—a
love of justice, an instinct for kindness, and
faith in truth. He knows that they are
more capable than any other people in Europe
of generous self-sacrifice, and that any
absence of grace in their manner which must
distress the superficial observer comes rather
of a passion for honesty than a lack of beauty.
And this knowledge of his goes with the con-
viction that no man will ever appeal to the
British nation in vain who bases his appeal on
justice, fair play, and charity. What a
nation to lead! What an inspiration for a
true leader !

He is convinced that no moral appeal has
ever been made to the British people in vain.
And yet he has never made that appeal. With
grief and sorrow he watches the stampeding
of the nation he so deeply admires into mur-
derous and indiscriminate hatred of our
enemies in the late war. He saw the majority
of the British people’s warlike mood degraded
and wvulgarized by the propaganda of hate.
But he made no move to save the national
honour. The better part, and as I firmly
believe the greater part, of the nation was
waiting for moral leadership: particularly
were the young men of the nation who marched
to death with the purest flame of patriotism
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in their hearts hungering for such leadership ;
but Lord Robert Cecil, the one man in Par-
liament who might have sounded that note,
was silent. The voice that should have made
Britain’s glory articulate, the voice that
might have brought America into the war 1n
1914 and rendered Germany from the outset
a house divided against itself, was never
heard. Lord Robert Cecil looked on, and Mr.
Lloyd George sprang into the prize-ring with
his battle-cry of the knock-out blow.

I wonder if even the sublimest humility can
excuse so fatal a silence. Great powers have
surely great responsibilities.

I remember speaking to Lord Robert on
one occasion of the shooting of Miss Cavell—
a brutal act which distressed him very deeply.
I said I thought we weakened our case against
Germany by speaking of that atrocious act as
a “ murder,” since by the rules of war, as she
herself confessed, Miss Cavell incurred the
penalty of death. He replied, ‘“ What strikes
me as most serious in that act is not so much
that the Germans should think it no crime to
shoot a woman, but that they should be
wholly incapable of realizing how such an
atrocious deed would shock the conscience of
the world. They were surprised—think of
it !—by the world’s indignation ! »’

In this remark you may see how far deeper
his reflections take him than what passes for
reflection among the propagandists of hate.
Abuse of Germany never occupied his mind,
which was sorrowfully engaged in striving to
comprehend the spiritual conditions of the
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German people : he realized, that is to say,
that we were not fighting an enemy who could
be shouted down or made ashamed by abusive
epithets, but that we were opposing a spirit
whose anger and temper were entirely different
from our own, and therefore a spirit which
must be understood if we were to conquer it.
‘Tt was not merely the armies of Germany
which must be defeated, it was the soul of
Germany which had to be converted. He saw
this clearly : he never ceased to work to that
end : but he failed to take the nation into his
confidence, and the public never understood
what he was after. A fanatic would have
left the nation in no doubt of his purpose.
Every now and then he has half let the
nation see what was in his mind. For
example, he has taken those illuminating,
those surely inspired, words of Edith Cavell
as the text for more than one address—
Patriotism is not enough. But beautiful and
convincing as these addresses have been,
their spirit has always had the wistful and
ptano tones of philosophy, never the con-
suming fervour of fanaticism. He knows, as
few other men know, that without a League
of Nations the future of civilization is in peril,
even the future of the white race ; but he has
never made the world feel genuine alarm for
this danger or genuine enthusiasm for the sole
means that can avertit. He has not preached
the League of Nations as a way of salvation ;
he has only recommended it as a legal tribunal.
It is apparently difficult for a politician,
however statesmanlike his qualities, to realize
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that politics cannot be even divorced from
morality, much less to comprehend that
morality is the very sinew of politics, being
in truth nothing more than the conscience of
a nation striving to express itself in State
action. Because of this politics become
degraded and sink to the lowest levels of a
mere factional manceuvring for place. They
engage the attention of the attorney, and
earn nothing but the contempt of the wise.
They become like the perversions of art in
the hands of those who assert that art has
nothing to do with morals; they interest
only a handful of experts.

But a man like Lord Robert Cecil does
surely apprehend that the essence of politics
is morality, and, therefore, his unwillingness to
use moral weapons in the political arena is
hard to understand. He debates where he
should appeal ; he criticizes where he should
denounce ; and he accepts a compromise
where he should lead a revolt. He is also
altogether too civil for the rogues with whom
he has to do.

I remember being in the House of Commons
on an afternoon when Mr. Lloyd George was
expected to make an important speech. Lord
Robert Cecil sat in a corner seat on the back
benches ; his brother, Lord Hugh, occupied
the corner seat on the front bench below
the gangway. During the Prime Minister’s
speech, which was a succession of small scor-
Ing points against the Labour Party, delivered
with that spirit of cocksureness which has
grown with him in the last few years, I
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noticed Lord Robert make a pencilled note on
a slip of paper and pass it across the gangway
with a nod of his head towards Lord Hugh. I
watched the journey of this little paper and
watched to see its effect. Lord Hugh un-
folded the slip of paper, read it, smiled very
boyishly all over his face, and, folding it up
again, slowly turned his head and looked back
towards his brother. The smile they ex-
changed was a Cecilian biography. One saw
in the light of that instant and whole-
hearted smile the danger of a keen sense of
ironical humour. Both these men have the
making of creative fanatics; in both of them
there is an intense moral earnestness, and in
both great intellectual power ; but nature has
mixed up with these gifts, which were intended
for mankind, a drollery of spirit, only amusing
in the confidence of private life, which they
have allowed to weaken their sincerities.
Humanity may be thankful that St. Paul was
without a sense of humour.

During the war, as Minister of Blockade,
Lord Robert Cecil rendered services of the
greatest magnitude to his countrymen: he
kept Sweden out of the war when the Russian
Foreign Office could hardly breathe for anxiety
on this point, and at a time when many British
newspapers were doing their best to facilitate
the great desire of Germany to march an
army through Sweden and Finland to the thus
edsily reached Russian capital. His Work, too,
at the Peace Conference in Paris entitles him
to the gratitude of the nation: he kept the
idea of the League of Nations alive in an
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atmosphere that was charged with war. He
prevented these conferences from making “a
Peace to end Peace.”” But on the whole I
feel that he is rather the shadow of great
statesmanship leaning diffidently over the
shoulder of political brute force than the
living spirit of great statesmanship leading
the moral conscience of the world away froni
barbarism towards nobler reason and less
partial truth.

PosTSCRIPT

It is a fact of serious importance that with
so good a case as that of the League of
Nations, Lord Robert Cecil has, nevertheless,
rather lost ground than made it since this
book was first published. I fear the cause
must be sought in Lord Robert’s personality,
although he has suffered gravely from the
hostility of a very powerful engine in the
Press. He fails to command confidence
because he fails to convey a sense of strength.
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MR. WINSTON CHURCHILL

“He was not free from that careless life-contemning
desperation, which sometisnes belongs to forcible natures.
. . . He was too heedless of his good name, and too blind
to the tyuth that though yight and wrong may be near neigh-
bouys, yet the line that separates them is of an awful sacredness.”
—JonN MoRLEY (of Danton).

MRr. WINSTON CHURCHILL was one of its most
interesting figures in the Parliament which
included Joseph Chamberlain, Charles Dilke,
and George Wyndham. With the fading ex-
ception of Mr. Lloyd George, he is easily the
most interesting figure in the present House of
Commons.

There still clings to his career that element
of great promise and unlimited uncertainty
which from his first entrance into politics has
interested both the public and the House of
Commons. He has disappointed his admirers
on several occasions, but not yet has he ex-
hausted their patience ordestroyed their hopes.

His intellectual gifts are considerable, his
personal courage is of a quality that makes
itself felt even in the bosom of hate, and he
possesses in a unique degree the fighting quali-
ties of the born politician. No man 15 more
difficult to shout down, and no man responds
more gratefully to opposition of the fiercer
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kind. If on several occasions he has disap-
pointed his friends, also on several occasions
he has confounded his enemies.

From his youth up Mr. Churchill has loved
with all his heart, with all his mind, with all
his soul, and with all his strength, three things
—war, politics, and himself. He loved war
for its dangers, he loves politics for the same
reason, and himself he has always loved for
the knowledge that his mind is dangerous—
dangerous to his enemies, dangerous to his
friends, dangerous to himself. 1 can think of
noman I have ever met who would so quickly
and so bitterly eat his heart out in Paradise.

He was once asked if politics were more to
him than any other pursuit of mankind.

‘“ Politics,” he replied, ‘‘ are almost as ex-
citing as war, and quite as dangerous.”

“ Even with the new rifle ? ”’

“Well, in war,” he answered, ‘“ you can
only be killed once, but in politics many times.”

Unhappily for himself, and perhaps for the
nation, since he has many of the qualities of
real greatness, Mr. Churchill lacks the uni-
fying spirit of character which alone can master
the discrepant or even antagonistic elements
in a single mind, giving them not merely force,
which is something, but direction, which is
much more. He is a man of truly brilliant
gifts, but you cannot depend upon him. His
love for danger runs away with his discretion ;
his passion for adventure makes him forget
the importance of the goal. Politics may be
as exciting and as dangerous as war, but in
politics there is no V.C,
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I am not enamoured of the logic of consist-
ency. It seems a rather ludicrous proceeding
for an impecunious young man to join a very
strictly political club with the idea in his mind
that he will always be in favour of that par-
ticular party’s programmes. Most of us, I
think, will agree that a man who never changes
his opinions is a stupid person, and that one
who boasts in grave and hoary age of his life-
long political consistency is merely confessing
that he has learnt nothing in the school of
experience. One sees the danger of this state
of mind when he thinks of the theologians
who burned men of science at the stake rather
than be false to their Christian dogmas.

Nevertheless, illogical and ridiculous as
consistency may appear, amounting in truth
to nothing more than either inability to see
the other side of an argument or a deliberate
refusal to acknowledge an intellectual mistake,
who can doubt that this quality of the mind
creates confidence ? On the other hand, who
can doubt that one who appears at this
moment fighting on the left hand, and at the
next moment fighting just as convincingly on
the right, creates distrust in both armies ?

A newspaper which says at one time,
‘“ France must be rolled in mud and blood,
her colonies must be taken from her and
given to Germany, she has no sense of
honour,” and at another time describes
every German as a Hun and hails France as
the glory of civilization, does not encourage
the judicious reader to look for guidance in
its editorial pronouncements. But the news-
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paper which felt itself obliged to offer France
a respectful admonition on one occasion
and even to oppose French policy with firm-
ness and to express sympathy with the
Germans, might afterwards acclaim the great
virtues of France and oppose itself to the
German nation without any loss of our
respect. In the one case the inconsistency
arises from hysterical and immoral passion,
in the other from a moral principle.

There is only one region in which consist-
ency has the great sanction of an indubitable
virtue : it is the region of moral character.
A good man, a man who makes us feel that
righteousness is the breath of his nostrils,
may change his intellectual opinions many
times without losing our confidence, deeply
as we may deplore his change. Goodness has
an effect on men’s minds which can hardly be
exaggerated. Conduct is the one sphere in
which consistency has an absolute merit. A
man whose whole life is governed by moral
principle has a constituency in the judgment
of all honest people and may be said to
represent mankind rather than a party. Even
a cynical opportunist like Lord Beaconsfield
had to confess, “So much more than the
world imagines is done by personal influence.”

Mr. Churchill has not convinced the world
of this possession. He carries great guns,
but his navigation is uncertain, and the flag
he flies is not a symbol which stirs the blodd.
His effect on men is one of interest and
curiosity, not of admiration and loyalty.
His power is the power of gifts, not character.
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Men watch him, but do not follow him. He
beguiles the reason, but never warms the
emotions. You may see in him the wonderful
and lightning movements of the brain, but
never the beating of a steadfast heart. He
has almost every gift of statesmanship, and
yet, lacking the central force of the mind
which gives strength and power of character,
these gifts are for ever at the sport of cir-
cumstance. His inconsistencies assume the
appearance of shifts and dodges.

There is one particular way in which I think
his inconsistencies have been dangerous to his
career. They have brought him too often
into inferior company.

Lord Northcliffe, with all his faults, is a
man to whom statesmen may speak their
minds without loss of influence, but there are
other' newspaper proprietors, financiers of
commercialized journalism, with whom a man
of Mr. Churchill’s power and position should
hold no personal relations. His is a mind
which stands in need of constant communion
with men of culture and refinement. He knows
the world by this time well enough; what he
does not know are the heights. His character
suffers, I think,from association with second-rate
people. He is too heedless of his good name.

Is it too late for him to acquire strength of
character ? His faults are chiefly the effects
of a forcible and impetuous temperament ;
they may be expected to diminish as age
increases and experience moulds. But char-
acter does not emerge out of tlie ashes of
temperament. It is not to be thought that
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Mr. Churchill is growing a character which will
presently emerge and create devotion in his
countrymen. Character for him must lie in
those very qualities which are now chiefly
responsible for his defects—his ardour, his
affectibility, his vehemence, his impetuous
rashness, his unquestioned courage. One
thing only can convert those qualities into
terms of character, it is a new direction.

There is perhaps only one other man in the
present House of Commons who could do
more than Mr. Churchill for his country and
the world. All Mr. Churchill needs is the
direction in his life of a great idea. He is a
Saul on the way to Damascus. Let him
swing clean away from that road of destruc-
tion and he might well become Paul on his
way to immortality. This is to say, that to
be saved from himself Mr. Churchill must be
carried away by enthusiasm for some great
ideal, an ideal so much greater than his own
place in politics that he is willing to face -
death for its triumph, even the many deaths
of political life.

At present he is but playing with politics.
Even in his most earnest moments he is only
“in politics ’ as a man is *“ in business.” But
politics for Mr. Churchill, if they are to make
him, if they are to fulfil his promise, must be
a religion. They must have nothing to do
with Mr. Churchill. They must have every-
thing to do with the salvation of mankind.

It is time, high time, he hitched his waggon
to a star.

Ever since I first met him, when he was
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still in the twenties, Mr. Churchill has seemed
to me one of the most pathetic and misunder-
stood figures in public life. People have got
it into their heads that he is a noisy, shame-
less, truculent, and pushing person, a sort of
intellectual Horatio Bottomley of the upper
classes. Nothingcouldbefurtherfrom thetruth.

Mr. Churchill is one of the most sensitive
of prominent politicians, and it is only by the
exercise of his remarkable courage that he has
mastered this element of nervousness. Am-
bition has driven him onward, and courage
has carried him through, but more often than
the public thinks he has suffered sharply in
his progress. The impediment of speech,
which in his very nervous moments would
almost make one think his mouth was roofless,
would have prevented many men from even
attempting to enter public life ; it has always
been a handicap to Mr. Churchill, but he has
never allowed it to stop his way, and I think
it is significant both of his courage and the
nervousness of his temperament that while
at the beginning of a speech this thickness of
utterance is most noticeable, the speaker’s
pale face showing two patches of fiery pink in
his cheeks, the utterance becomes almost
clear, the face shows no sign of self-conscious-
ness, directly he has established sympathy
with his audience. It is interesting to notice
an accent of brutality in his speaking, so
diiferent from the suave and charming tones
of Mr. Balfour; this accent of brutality,
however, is not the note of a brutal character,
but of a highly strung temperament fighting
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its own sensibilities for mastery of its own
mind. Mr. Churchill is more often fighting
himself than his enemies.

His health has been against him : his heart
and his lungs have not given him the support
he needs for his adventurous and stormy
career. At times, when every man’s hand has
seemed to be against him, he has had to fight
desperately with both body and mind to keep
his place in the firing line. Some of his friends
have seen him in a state of real weakness,
particularly of physical weakness, and for
myself I have never once found him in a
truculent or self-satisfied frame of mind. I
believe he is at heart a modest man, and I am
quite certain he is a delicate and a suffering
man. But for the devotion of his wife I think
he could not have held his place so long.

Fate, too, has opposed him. His enemies
are never tired of shouting the two names of
Antwerp and Gallipoli. They are convenient
terms of abuse: I suppose they would have
destroyed most politicians ; certainly they are
more deadly than such a phrase as “ spiritual
home,” for although the world may be
ignorant of the fact, every honest, educated
man must acknowledge a debt of gratitude to
the thinkers of ancient Germany, while to be
associated with operations which involve the
suffering, the death, and the defeat of British
troops is in every way more fatal to reputation.

But, in truth, both these strokes of military
strategy were sound in conception. 1 doubt
indeed if the military historian of the future,
with all the documents before him, will not



MR. WINSTON CHURCHILL o5

chiefly condemn the Allies for their initial
failure to make Antwerp a sea-fed menace to
the back of the German armies; while even
in our own day no one doubts that if Lord
Kitchener, in one of his obstinate moods, had
not refused to send more divisions to Gallipoli
we should have taken Constantinople. The
fault of those operations lay not in attempting
them but in not adequately supporting them.

Mr. Churchill has had bad luck in these
matters, but even here it 1is the lack of
character which has served him most ill. He
never impressed Lord Kitchener as a man of
power, although that sullen temperament
grew in the end to feel an amused affection
for him. He did excellent work at the
Admiralty, work of the highest kind both
before and at the outbreak of war, but his
colleagues in the Cabinet never realized the
importance of this work, judging it merely as
‘““one of Winston’s new crazes.” Ministers
speak of him in their confidences with a
certain amount of affection, but never with
real respect. Many of them, of course, fear
him, for he is a merciless critic, and has an
element of something very like cruelty in his
nature ; but even those who do not fear him,
or on the whole rather like him, will never
tell you that he is a man to whom they turn
in their difficulties, or a man to whom the
whole Cabinet looks for inspiration.

General William Booth of the Salvation
Army once told Mr. Churchill that he stood in
need of ‘“ conversion.” That old man was a
notable judge of character.



CHAPTER X

LORD HALDANE

“He is Attic in the sense that he has no bombast, and
does not strive after effect, and that he can speak interestingly
on many subjects ‘ without raising his voice.’ ’—GILBERT
MuRrrAaY (on Xenophon).

Ir for nothing else, the nation owes Lord
Haldane a debt of gratitude for the example
he has given it in behaviour. No man so
basely deserted by his colleagues and so scan-
dalously traduced by his opponents ever faced
the world with a greater calm or a more
untroubled smile.

Lessing said of grief in sculpture that it
may writhe but it must not scream. Lord
Haldane has not even writhed. When a
member of the House of Lords asked him
what he proposed doing with the two sacks
crammed full of abusive letters addressed
to him there by correspondents who thus
obeyed a wvulgar editor’s suggestion, Lord
Haldane replied with very good humour, “I
have an oyster-knife in my kitchen, and an
excellent scullery-maid in my establishment :
I shall see only my personal letters.”

In the darkest hour of his martyrdem,
when the oldest and staunchest of his political
friends maintained an absolute silence, he
gave no sign of suffering and uttered no single
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word either of surprise or bitterness. He
seemed to some of us in those days almost
wanting in sensibility, almost inhuman in his
serenity. Newspaper articles which made
most of us either wince or explode with anger
did nothing more to the subject of their vili-
fication than to set him off laughing—a com-
fertable, soft-sounding, and enjoying laughter
which brought a light into his face and gently
shook his considerable shoulders. He loved
to produce at those moments the encomiums
pronounced on his work at the War Office by
those very newspapers only a few years before
at the hour of his triumphant retirement.
This tranquillity of spirit owed nothing to
an unimpressionable mind or a thick skin.
One came to see that it was actually that
miracle of psychology, a philosophic tem-
perament in action. I believe he could have
the toothache without a grimace. He has
not only studied philosophy, he has become
a philosopher, and not merely a philosopher
in theory but a philosopher in soul—a practis-
ing philosopher. He might stagger for a
moment under the shock of a tremendous
sorrow to one whom he loved, but not all the
shovings of all the halfpenny editors of our
commercialized journalism, not even the most
contemptible desertion of his friends, could
move his equilibrium by a hair’s breadth.
After the noble tributes paid to him by
Lord Haig and Lord French I need not trouble
the reader by dealing with the accusations
brought against the greatest of our War
Ministers by the gutter-press or by the baser

4
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kind of politicians. It is now acknowledged
in all circles outside of Bedlam that Lord
Haldane prepared a perfect instrument of war
which, shot like an arrow from its bow, saved
the world from a German victory; and among
intellectual soldiers it is generally held that if
France and Russia had been as well prepared
to fulfil their engagements as we were to fulfil
ours, the war would have ended in an almost
immediate victory for the Allies.!

It will be more instructive to ask how a
man who never made an enemy in his life,
and for whom many of our greatest men
have a deep affection, came of a sudden to be
the target of such general and overwhelming
abuse. I think I can do something to clear
up this mystery.

When he saw that the great conflict was
inevitable, Lord Haldane suggested to Mr.
Asquith, then acting as War Secretary, that
he should go down to the War Office, where
he was still well known and very popular with
the intellectual generals, and mobilize his own
machine for war. The harassed and over-
burdened Mr. Asquith gratefully accepted
this suggestion.

Accordingly Lord Haldane went down to
the War Office, and knowing that speed was

1 Tt is well known that Lord Haig regards Lord Haldane
as the greatest Secretary of State for War that England
ever had ; he has expressed his gratitude again and again
for the manner in which Lord Haldane organized the
military forces of Great Britain for a war on the Continént.
Lord French has said : “ He got nothing but calumny and
abuse ; but the reward to such a man does not come in the
ordinary way. I had proved the value of his great work,
and that is all the reward he ever wanted.”
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the one thing to save us from a German
avalanche, began to mobilize the Expedi-
tionary Force. Some of the generals were
alarmed. War was not yet declared. The cost
of mobilization ran into millions. Suppose
war did not come after all, how were those
millions to be met? Lord Haldane brushed
acsideeveryconsiderationof thiskind. Mobiliza-
tion was to be pushed on, cost what it might.
He had not studied his Moltke to no profit.

On leaving the War Office that same day,
after having mobilized the British Army, he
went across to the Foreign Office and was
there stopped by a certain soldier who asked
him how many divisions he was sending to
France. Lord Haldane very naturally re-
buked this person for asking such a question,
telling him that war was not yet declared
and that therefore perhaps no divisions at all
would go to France.

Never was a just reproof more fatal to him
who administered it.

I believe this soldier went straight off to an
important Civil Servant with the sensational
news that Lord Haldane was holding back the
Expeditionary Force, and afterwards carried
the same false news to one of the most violent
anti-German publicists in London, a frenzied
person who enjoys nevertheless a certain
power in Unionist circles. In a few hours it
was all over London that the Liberals were
going to desert France, that Lord Haldane,
a friend of the German Kaiser, had got back
to the War Office, and that he was preventing
mobilization.
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I am quite willing to believe that the
snubbed soldier honestly thought he was
spreading a true story ; I am sure that the
frenzied publicist believed this story with all
the lunatic fervour of his utterly untrained
and utterly intemperate mind ; but what I
cannot bring myself to believe for a moment
is that the Unionist statesman to whom thiis
story was taken, and who there and then gave
orders for a campaign against Lord Haldane,
was inspired by any motive less immoral, less
cynical, and less disgraceful to a man of
honour than a desire for office.

He saw the opportunity of discrediting the
Liberal Government through Lord Haldane
and took it. The Cabinet was to fall under
suspicion because one of its members could be
accused of pro-Germanism. Lord Haldane,
against whom his friend Lord Morley now
brings the sorrowful charge that he was
responsible for the war; Lord Haldane,
against whom all the German writers have
brought charges of stealing their War Office
secrets and of defeating their diplomacy,
was to be called a pro-German—a man
actually doing Germany’s work in the British
War Office. And this for a Party purpose.

Mr. Arthur Balfour, by nature the most
selfish of men and also an intemperate lover
of office, would never have stooped to such
dishonour ; but among the leaders of the
Unionist Party there was to be found a man
who saw in a lie the opportunity for a Party
advantage and took it.

In these matters a statesman need not show
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himself. A word to one or two newspaper
proprietors is sufficient. Nor need he hunt
up any arguments. The newspaper reporter
will not leave a dustbin unsearched. One
word, nay, the merest hint is sufficient. So
stupid, so supine, is the public, that Fleet
Street will undertake to destroy a man’s
reputation in a week or two.

It was in this fashion that Lord Haldane fell.

“You have killed me,” says Socrates,
“ because you thought to escape from giving
an account of your lives. But you will be
disappointed. There are others to convict
you, accusers whom I held back when you
knew it not, they will be harsher inasmuch as
they are younger, and you will wince the
more.”

One day the full truth of this scandalous
story will be told, and the historian will then
pronounce a judgment which will leave an
indelible stain on the reputation of some who
with a guilty conscience now sun themselves
in the prosperity of public approval. Their
children will not read that judgment without
bitter shame.

I condemn in this matter not only the man
who gave the order for calumny and slander
to set to work, but, first, the friends of Lord
Haldane who kept silence, and, second, the
democracy of these islands which allowed
itself to be deceived and exploited by the
lowest kind of newspapers.

Why was Sir Edward Grey silent ? He was
living in Lord Haldane’s house at the time,
and, agonizing over the abhorrent prospect of
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European slaughter and striving to the point
of a nervous collapse to avert this calamity,
was devotedly served and strengthened by
his host. Why was he silent ?

Why was Mr. Asquith silent? He knew
that Lord Haldane had delivered the War
Office from chaos and had given to this
country for the first time in its history a
coherent and brilliantly efficient weapon for
this very purpose of a war with Germany.
He spoke when it was too late. Why did he
not speak when the hounds were in full cry ?

And why were Mr. Lloyd George and Mr.
Winston Churchill silent ? Could they not
have told the nation that they had grudged
Lord Haldane his Army estimates, and that
they had even suggested another and less
expensive scheme of national defence—a
scheme that was actually examined by the
War Office experts and condemned ?

Let Mr. Lloyd George look back. If he
had had his way with the War Office, could
Germany have been stopped from reaching
Paris and seizing the Channel ports ? More-
over, if he had had his way, could he himself
have hoped to escape hanging on a lamp-
post ? Is it not true to say that in saving
France from an overwhelming and almost
immediate destruction the British Expedi-
tionary Force also saved his neck, the neck
of Mr. Winston Churchill, and the necks of all
the Cabinet ? But if this is so, and his own
conscience shall be the judge, how is it that he
said no word to the nation which might have
saved Lord Haldane from martyrdom ?
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The nation, I think, does not know what it
loses in allowing its judgment to be stampeded
by unconscionable journalism. Lord Haldane
is no political dilettante. Few men in modern
times have brought to politics a mind so
trained in right thinking, or a spirit so full of
that impressive quality, as Morley calls it,
the presentiment of the eve: ‘“a feeling of
the difficulties and interests that will engage
and distract mankind on the morrow.” Long
ago he foresaw the need in our industrial life
of the scientific spirit, and in our democracy
of a deeper and more profitable education.
“ Look at Scotland, the best educated nation ;
and at Ireland, the worst !’ For these things
he prepared. Long ago, too, he thought out
a better and a complete system of Cabinet
government. Long ago he had seen that the
enmity between Capital and Labour must be
brought to an end and an entirely new rela-
tion brought into existence, identifying the
prosperity of the one with the other. For
this, too, he had a scheme. These things were
the chief concern of his life, and only for these
things did he remain in politics.

The nation would have been in a healthier
condition if Lord Haldane’s reasoned policy
had been acted upon and Mr. Lloyd George’s
talent for oratory had been employed to
explain that reasoned policy to the less
educated sections of the public, instead of
used to arouse an angry opposition to the
unreasoned and disconnected reforms of his
own conception.

But what a topsy-turvy world ! Mr. Lloyd
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George is ‘‘ the man who won the war,” he
who did nothing to prepare for it, and sug-
gested some things that might have made it
difficult to be won ; while Lord Haldane, who
did prepare for it, and whose work did save
the whole world, is cast out of office. And
when the war is won, and Lord Haldane’s
position has been publicly and nobly vindi-
cated by Lord Haig, Mr. Lloyd George as
Prime Minister of England has a portfolio for
Mr. Austen Chamberlain and another for Dr.
Macnamara, but none for this man to whom
more than to any other politician he owes his
place and perhaps his life.

Lord Haldane is not what Prodicus used to
call ““ a Boundary Stone, half philosopher and
half practical statesman.” His philosophy is
his statesmanship, and his statesmanship is
his philosophy. He has brought to the study
of human life a profound mind and a trained
vision. His search after truth has destroyed
in him all pettiness of personal ambition. He
dg:sires, because he regards it as the highest
kind qf life, to further the work of creative
evolution, to be always on the side of spiritual
forces, and never to be deceived by transitory
materialism. Democracy has need of these
qualities, and a great empire without such
qualities in its statesmen can hardly endure
the test of time.

His faults are a too generous confidence in
the good sense of democracy and a lack ef
impassioned energy. He is too much a
thinker, too little a warrior. Unhappily he
1s not an effective speaker, and his writing is
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not always as clear as his ideas. He is at his
best in conversation with men whom he likes.

His activity is enormous, but it is the
activity of the scholar. He works far into
the night, takes little or no exercise, and
avoids ‘‘ that dance of mimes ’—the life of
society. By hard reading he keeps himself
abreast of knowledge in almost every one of
its multitudinous departments, and will go a
long journey to hear a scientific lecture or to
take part in a philosophical discussion. He
is the friend of philosophers, theologians, men
of science, men of letters, and many a humble
working man. He was never privately
deserted in the long months of his martyrdom.
His charming London house, so refined and so
dignified in its simplicity, was the frequent
meeting-place of many even in those bad days
when the door outside was daubed with paint,
the windows broken, and a policeman stood
on guard. A few of us wished he took his ill-
treatment with a fiercer spirit; but looking
back now I think that even the youngest of us
perceives that he was unconsciously teaching
us by his behaviour one of the noblest lessons
to be learned in the school of life.

Let his fate teach democracy that when it
has found a leader whom it can trust, it must
be prepared to fight for him as well as to
follow him. No statesman is safe from the
calumny of newspapers, and no statesman
violently and persistently attacked in a crisis
can depend upon the loyalty of his colleagues.
It is not in our politics as it is in our games.

4*



CuAPTER XI

LORD RHONDDA

“ Whereof what better witness can ye expect 1 should
produce than one of your own now silling in Parliament.”’ —
MiLTON.

In the Merry Passages and Jests of old Sir
Nicholas Lestrange record is made of the fol-
lowing witty definition : “ Edm. Gurney used
to say that a mathematitian is like one that
goes to markett to buy an axe to break an egg.”

This perhaps had been the fate of Lord
Rhondda, for he was by nature of a true
mathematical turn, had not the circumstances
of his economic life forced him to apply this
natural tendency to the practical affairs of
commerce. But nature herself had given
him with this aptitude for mathematics
another quality which must eventually, one
would suppose, have saved him from the
unfruitful fate of a theorist—he was a man
of rare imagination. And so this mathe-
matician, who was also a poet, brought a
unique mind to the affairs of commerce and
there scored a success which attracted atten-
tion in both hemispheres.

I do not know a better example to illustrate
the main thesis of this book than the case
of Lord Rhondda. No doubt the case of a
greater man, Lord Leverhulme, would lend
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itself to a far stronger illustration of that
thesis, but, unfortunately, for my argument
and for the nation, Lord Leverhulme has
never had an opportunity of vindicating in
office those qualities which the House of
Commons neglected or overlooked during the
years in which, like Lord Rhondda, he sat
humbly on its back benches.

For the best part of his manhood Lord
Rhondda was a political failure. The House
of Commons, which prides itself on its
judgment of men, treated him as a person
of no importance. He represented one of
the largest industrial constituencies in the
country, was always returned by an over-
whelming majority, and was known to be in
his own district an administrator of far-
reaching talent; but because he could not
speak effectually, and because the House of
Commons—that most self-satisfied assembly
of mediocrities—did not take to him, he was
never offered by his political leaders during
all the long years of his patient service even
an under-secretaryship.

This was the man who saved the nation
from one of its greatest perils during perhaps
the most critical period of the war.

As one examines Lord Rhondda’s adminis-
tration of the Ministry of Food one discovers
an interesting and surely an important fact
in the psychology of our public life.

His triumph, which was one of the greatest
in the war, lay almost entirely in the region of
personality. For his gravest difficulties were
not so much in the office of the Ministry as
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in the great and grumbling world outside,
where toiling men and women stood outside
provision shops for hours in the rain and cold
only to be told in the vast majority of cases
when their turn came that supplies were
exhausted for that day.

By the power of his imagination Lord
Rhondda saw that the first step towards saving
a very perilous situation was to convince this
vast world of seething discontent that absolute
justice should characterize the administration
of his office. To this end, satisfied that those
about him were men of devoted zeal and real
talent, he set himself to the creation of a
public opinion favourable to the discharge of
his duties. And by a stroke of inspiration he
saw that to achieve this tranquillity of the
public mind he must give his own personality
to the world. His character must become
a public possession. A man, and not an office,
must stand for Food Control. The instinct of
the Briton for justice and fair play must receive
assurance from a moral personality.

Therefore no member of the Government
was more accessible, or more ready to be
interviewed and photographed, than the Food
Controller. It was not vanity, but fore-
seeing statesmanship, which opened his door
to the humblest newspaper reporter who
visited the Ministry. His personality—a
moral, just, fearless, and confident person-
ality—had to be conveyed to the mind of the
public, and every interview he gave to the
Press had this important objective for its
reason. He saw the morals of an economic
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situation, and he solved those economics
very largely by making a moral impression
on the public mind.

The work of his office was carried to victory
by Sir William Beveridge, Captain Tallents,
Professor Gonner, and other very able men in
charge of rationing ; but this work must have
failed had it not been for public confidence in
Lord Rhondda’s integrity ; and, moreover,
Lord Rhondda’s character played no small
partin firing that work with a zeal and passion
which were excelled by no other department of
public service. Men not only worked hard
for him, they worked for him affectionately.

His choice of Mr. J. R. Clynes was inspired
by the same idea. He had heard this labour
member speak, and had been impressed by
the moral qualities of his oratory; he knew
that in choosing him to represent the Food
Ministry in the House of Commons he might
be sure of the confidence of Labour, both there
and in the circles of trade unionism. He
was not deceived. Mr. Clynes was the most
loyal and impressive of lieutenants, who, on
one occasion in particular, saved a difficult
situation.

Lord Rhondda realized the moral qualities
of statesmanship. He appealed to the highest
instincts of his countrymen. This was his
greatest achievement.

He was in many ways a lovable man. The
quality which chiefly drew people to him was
his extreme boyishness. The remarkable
beauty of his face always seemed to me an
expression of this delightful boyishness—his



110 THE MIRRORS OF DOWNING ST.

smile deepening this effect in a most charming
manner. He loved life with a boy’s fervour,
regarding it always as an opportunity for
winning success. The difficulties of work,
like the difficulties of a mathematical problem,
called out the athletic qualities of an other-
wise shy and almost effeminate nature. He
loved to pit his brains against other men,
rejoiced to discover obstacles in his path,
never despaired when things went against
him, and infinitely preferred the battle for
success to the success itself. In this, too,
he was a boy; he had to win a fight fairly
and honourably to enjoy the victory. 1
believe him to have been one of the most
honest and straightforward men that ever
made a fortune in business.

There was no man less embittered by failure
and disappointment. He seems to have had
reason to believe that Mr. Lloyd George frus-
trated his early efforts as a politician; indeed,
he told me more than once that Mr. Lloyd
George had deliberately set himself to that
end; and yet it was at Mr. Lloyd George’s
earnest beseeching that he accepted the office
of Food Controller; and once a member of his
Cabinet, he seldom spoke of this old opponent
without the warmest admiration.

“You can’t trust him a yard,” he said to
me on one occasion, laughing very good-
naturedly ; ““ but there is not a man in the
Government who can hold a candle to him
for courage and inspiration. I know very
well that T could never have done what he has
done. More than any man in the country
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he has pulled us through the critical days of
the war. He is wonderful—nothing short of
wonderful—and sometimes I feel almost fond
of him, for he has many likeable sides to his
character ; all the same, I know very well
he is not to be trusted. I took office on
certain conditions, not one of which has he
observed. He is one of those men with whom
you cannot deal confidently.”

This was the bitterest thing I ever heard
him say of his former enemy. As regards the
old days in the House of Commons, he told
me that there was room for only one leader in
Wales, and that, while Mr. Lloyd George
could speak, he couldn’t, and so Mr. Lloyd
George, who was consumed by personal
ambition, had won the battle. In saying
this he smiled like a boy, and only grew
serious when he added of those wasted years,
‘““ The bother is I had a lot of useful things I
wanted to do for the country.”

He was convinced that he could have paid
off the whole of the National Debt during
those years.

A good judge of statesmen said of Lord
Rhondda that he would have made the
greatest Chancellor of the Exchequer these
islands had ever possessed. I do not think
there can be any doubt of this, for his genius
lay in figures, and he had extraordinary
swiftness in seeing his way through expensive
chaos to economical order. His mind was
constructive, if not positively creative. He
was never happier—except when birds’-
nesting or romping with young people—than
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when he was in an arm-chair working out with
pencil and paper some problem of administra-
tion which involved enormous figures. He
would sit up to the small hours of the morning
over this work, and would come down to
breakfast radiant with happiness, bursting
with energy, exclaiming, “ I had a glorious
time last night!” Certainly he would have
brought to the Treasury an original mind,
and a mind, moreover, profoundly acquainted
with the activities of trade and commerce—
those important factors in national finance
which appear to cut so small a figure in the
minds of bankers and officials.

Although a rather dull speaker, few men of
my acquaintance were more lucid and con-
vincing in conversation, particularly when he
addressed a sympathetic mind. This was
notably the case when he was unfolding his
ideas on the conflicting theories of Indi-
vidualism and Socialism. If his conversa-
tions on this head could be printed in a book
they would make difficult work even for the
most ingenious apologists of Socialism. He
was persuaded that no theory of Socialism
could be put into successful practice without
involving the loss of personal freedom, and
that without Individualism there would be
no initiative, no audacity, and no creative
energy in the development of an industry.
Whenever he was in conflict with Socialists
he would say to them, * Why don’t you buy
me out and run the mines yourselves ? You
have plenty of money in your unions, and I
am quite willing to sell.”
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There were several strange and interesting
movements in his otherwise quite simple and
boyish nature. For example, he had no
religious faith worth speaking about, certainly
no dogmatic faith of any kind ; but he always
said his prayers. Then he held the theory
that old age was a form of disease, and so
avoided, as much as was possible, the society
of old people, fearing contagion; the young
people with whom he loved to surround him-
self, and on whom he delighted to play many
practical jokes, he called his * young germs.”

He was entirely free from all forms of snob-
bishness, and would make fun of titles and
honours and ridicule aristocratic pretensions ;
yet he went somewhat painfully out of his way
to get a title from his Party when he retired
from the House of Commons, and was justly
indignant at the way this bargain was
broken by the Liberal leaders of that day.
I think he wanted a title at that time chiefly
to prove to his constituents that he had faith-
fully done his duty by them.

He seldom read a book of any account after
he came down from Cambridge, but hardly a
day of his life passed that he did not learn by
heart a number of fine sayings which appealed
to him in a book of quotations. These quota-
tions he would fire off at his family till they
cried for mercy, or another set.

He was far happier among his Herefords at
Llanwern than in London or in Cardiff, but he
was for ever postponing the day of his retire-
ment from public life. He kept all his boy’s
love for birds and animals, and had a real
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feeling for beautiful things in nature ; but the
game of life drew him always towards the city.

At one time he smoked a prodigious number
of cigars and drank a bottle of port every night,
but about twenty years before his death he
gave up both habits on the challenge of a
friend and never reverted to them again.
Mr. William Brace, the miners’ leader, said
to me one day, ‘“ Rhondda has the income of
a duke and the tastes of a peasant, whereas
I have the income of a peasant and the tastes
of a duke.” T told Lord Rhondda this, and
he smiled quietly over the remark, saying,
‘““He’s a very pleasant fellow, Brace: fond
of pictures, and a good judge of them, too.
Yes, I suppose my tastes are rather simple
when you come to look at them, but I don’t
find them cheap.” He was on excellent
terms with Labour politicians, knew many of
the old miners with real intimacy, and could
{mu}cdle large bodies of men with consummate
act.

I do not think for a moment that he was
a very great man, but I can think of few
Cabinet ministers during the last thirty
years who were anything like so well fitted to
render the nation real and lasting service.
Lord Rhondda had genius, and though a
boyish egoist in his private life he was
earnestly and most eagerly anxious to sacrifice
all he possessed for the good of the State.
That he came so late’'and for so brief a period
to power I regard, if not as a national mis-
fortune, at any rate as a striking condemna-
tion of our methods of government.



CHAPTER XII
LORD INVERFORTH

« Gratitude is a fruit of great cultivation ; you do not find
¢ among gross people.”—DR. JOHNSON,

WE are keeping up Voltaire's idea of our
English character. Instead of only admirals,
however, we are now hanging all sorts and
descriptions of our public servants, but
whether to encourage the others or to pay off
a grudge, who shall determine ?

Lord Inverforth takes his hanging very well.
One might go so far as to say that he is not
merely unaware of the noose round his neck
but so perverse as to think he is still alive.
His sense of humour is as good to him as a
philosophic temperament.

I like his sense of humour. It manifests
itself very quietly and with a flash of unex-
pectedness. One day at luncheon he was
speaking of Lord Leverhulme, whose ac-
quaintance he had made only a week or
two before. Someone at the table said,
““ What I like about Leverhulme is his sim-
plicity. In spite of all his tremendous under-
takings he preserves the heart of a boy.”
With a twinkle in his eyes, and in a soft, in-
quiring voice, ““ Have you ever tried to buy
glycerine from him ? ” asked Lord Inverforth.

This story has a sequel. I mentioned it

I15
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to Lord Leverhulme. ‘ One day two Eng-
lishmen,” he replied at once, ‘‘ were passing
the Ministry of Munitions. They saw Lord
Inverforth going in. One who did not recog-
nize him said, ‘ Anyone can tell that man;
he’'s a Scotsman.” To which the other, who
did recognize him, replied, ‘Yes, but you
couldn’t tell #hat Scotsman anything else.”
You might repeat that story to Lord Inver-
forth the next time you meet him.”

I did, and the Minister of Munitions ac-
cepted the compliment with a good grace.

It is a fortunate thing for this country that
a man of so remarkable a genius for organiza-
tion as Lord Inverforth should be found
willing to serve the national interests in spite
of an almost daily campaign of abuse directed
against his administration. I sometimes wish
he would bring an action for libel against one
of these critics. It would be an amusing case.
He might claim damages of, let us say,
£7,000,000 or even £10,000,000, for he is a
man of gigantic interests—claiming these
damages on the score that his alleged libellers
have injured his reputation as a man of busi-
ness in all quarters of the world. They would
have him the craziest muddler and the most
easily swindled imbecile outside Fleet Street
—where alone wisdom is to be found. How
one would enjoy a verbatim report of the
cross-examination of these critics in their own
newspapers. ’

I will endeavour to show that Lord Inver-
forth is not quite so consummate an ass as
his critics would have the public to believe,



LORD INVERFORTH 117

but rather one of the very greatest men, in
his own particular line, who ever came to the
rescue of a chaotic Government.

Let me not be supposed to insist that a great
man of business is a great man. I regard
Lord Inverforth as an exceedingly great man
of business, one of the very greatest in the
world, and this fact I hope to make clear in
a few lines, but I do not regard him as a
national hero in the wider sense of that term.
He has too many lacks for that, and some of
them essential to true and catholic greatness.

He could never fire the imagination of a
people, nor does he convey a warm and
generous feeling to theheart. His enthusiasms
are all of a subdued nature. The driving
force in his character which has made him so
powerful a man of business, owes little to the
higher virtues. He has found the plain of
life too full of absorbing interest and too
crowded with abounding opportunities for
getting on to raise his eyes to the mountains.
This is not to say that he is a man of no
ideals, but to say that his ideals are of too
practical and prosaic a kind ever to stir the
pulses with excitement.

Nevertheless I regard him as a born states-
man, and could wish that the conditions of
political life made it more easy for a man of
his gifts to serve the country than men with
the gifts of, let us say, Dr. Macnamara or
Sir Hamar Greenwood.

The world knows so little of him that
perhaps I may begin my political reflections
in this case with a brief summary of his
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career, such details of a business man’s
biography as may contribute to an under-
standing of his character.

Andrew Weir, as he was in those days, went
to school at Kirkcaldy, where he was chiefly
notable for seeking information on more sub-
jects than came under the jurisdiction of his
pedagogue’s ferule. A benign Rosa Dartle
might have been his godmother. He was for
ever consulting encyclopadias and books of
reference. However badly he knew his Greek
verbs or his Latin syntax he had a very
shrewd and curious knowledge of the world
when he left school at fifteen to enter the local
branch of the Commercial Bank of Scotland.

At school he had wanted to own ships.
This ambition still lodged in his brain. His
thoughts were all at sea. There was no
romance in the world so pleasing to his soul
as the romance of the merchant marine. He
had a real passion for harbours. He loved
the idea of far voyages. The smells of car-
goes and warehouses composed a sea-bouquet
for him which he esteemed sweeter than all
the scents of hedges and wood. If there
was a big man for him in the world it was
the sailor.

I don’t think he had so profound a feeling
for bankers. Not quite so downright as Lord
Leverhulme in stating his opinion of bankers,
Lord Inverforth nevertheless regards them on
the whole as lacking in courage and imagina-
tion. He said to himself on his banker’s
stool, “ I will learn all I can, but I won’t stay
here; T’ll be a shipowner.”
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In his twentieth year he bought a sailing
ship. This was at Glasgow in the year 1885.
He called himself Andrew Weir and Co. He
had the feeling that sailing ships, engaged in
coastwise trade, might be bigger. He an-
nounced his intention of building a large coast-
ing ship. Peopleinformed him, with an almost
evangelical anxiety as to his commercial
salvation, that he was a lunatic. But the
big ship was a success. He built more and
bigger. Then, in 1896, he said to himself,
“ Why shouldn’t steam be used in the coast-
ing trade ? ”’ and he went into steam. Again
there were inquiries after his mental health,
but the steamer flourished like the big sailing
ship. At the beginning of what the curate
called ‘‘this so-called twentieth century,”
the firm of Andrew Weir and Co. flew its flag
in all the ports under heaven, and controlled
the largest fleet of sailing ships in the world.

There is this fact to be noticed in particular,
Mr. Andrew Weir's inquisitive mind had not
merely mastered the grammar of shipowning
but had crammed the cells of his brain with
the whole encyclopadia of commercial geo-
graphy. He knew each season what the least
of the islands of the world was producing,
and the crops, manufactures, and financial
condition of every country across the sea. He
knew, also, the way in which the various
nations conducted the business of transport.
From his office in Glasgow he could see the
whole vast labours of industrious and mer-
cantile man, that Brobdingnagian ant of this
revolving globe, merely by closing his eyes.
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The map of the world’s commerce was cine-
matographed upon his brain.

One thing more remains to be said. Mr.
Andrew Weir inherited the moral traditions
of Scotch industry. He grew rich, but not
ostentatious. His increasing fortune went
back and back into trade. He never dreamed
either of cutting a figure in plutocratic society
or making himself a public character. A
quiet, rather shy, and not often articulate
person, he lived a frugal life, loving his busi-
ness because it occupied all his time and satis-
fied nearly every curiosity of his inquiring
mind.

War came, and Mr. Weir was busier than
ever with his ships. Not until 1917 did it
occur to the Government that the work of
buying supplies for its gigantic armies was
something only to be mastered by a man of
business. The nation may be grateful to Mr.
Lloyd George for having discovered in Glasgow
perhaps the one man in the British Isles who
knew everything there was to know about
commercial geography.

Mr. Andrew Weir entered the War Office in
March, 1917, as Surveyor General of Supply.
The position was not merely difficult in its
nature, but -difficult in its circumstances.
Soldiers are jealous animals, and not easily
does the War Office take to the black-coated
man of business. Mr. Weir was tact itself.
For some weeks the soldiers were hardly awazre
of his presence, then they learned that the
quiet Scotsman in the black coat was saying
the most laudatory things about their
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organization ; then they found themselves
marvellously improving this organization
merely by acting on the most modestly given
suggestions from the smooth civilian; and
finally the very greatest of them discovered
that somehow or another Supply had now got
a wonderful ‘“ move on,” and that among
other things this wonderful “ move on’’ had
brought the civilian on top of them—still
smooth and modest, still in the background,
but absolute master of the whole machinery.

Lord Inverforth’s work soon involved not
merely the care of the British Armies but the
care of the Allied nations. What did he do?
Besieged by the unconscionable rascals of the
world, fawning or blustering to get contracts
at extraordinary prices, Lord Inverforth
struck a master blow at this international
cupidity by obtaining control of the principal
raw materials and instituting the system of
costing. Manufacturers got their contracts on
a fixed basis of profits. Lord Inverforth knew
the exact cost of every stage in the manufac-
ture of each article he bought, and he saw that
the manufacturer received from the taxpayer
only a small percentage of profit on that cost.

The greatest thing he did at that time, and
the bravest, for he did it without authoriza-
tion and at a cost of £250,000,000, was to buy
up the Australasian wool-clip from 1917 to
1920. In this way Germany was doomed to
defeat. England, so to speak, had the
clothing of humanity in her right hand.

But Lord Inverforth also controlled flax,
hemp, leather, and jute, so that the enemy’s
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case was as hopeless as our own was
secure.

These gigantic operations involved an
expenditure of over £500,000,000. They
brought an actual profit to the British Govern-
ment of over £20,000,000, saved the taxpayer
Heaven only knows how many millions, and
were conducted at an administrative cost of
three shillings for every £100.

Nothing like it had ever been done before
in the world.

Early in 1918 Lord Inverforth was asked to
clear up war’s rubbish-heap. He became
Minister of Munitions. Within twenty-four
hours his body of expert buyers had become
the Disposal Board—a body of expert sellers.

The property of the British taxpayer was
scattered over four continents, and in all
manner of places in those four continents. It
was composed of 350,000 different kinds of
things.

At once Lord Inverforth was again besieged
by the rascals. There was an army of them,
composed of many “ rings,” seeking to buy up
these * waste products of war”’ at a knock-
down price. At the same time came the
blustering contractor, cheated by peace of
his contract, with a claim for millions on one
ground or another.

Lord Inverforth made it clear, first, that the
stores were to be sold at a commercial value,
and, second, that he would protect the tax-
payer against extortionate claims on the part
of contractors. As regards this second diffi-
culty, pressure was brought against him from
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the very highest political quarters to admit
certain claims and to avoid legal action. His
reply was, “I will resign before I initial
those claims.”

He fought them all, and he beat them all.
He saved the taxpayer millions of pounds.

As for the disposal of stores, he has already
brought to the Exchequer over £500,000,000,
and before these pages are printed that
sum may be increased to something like
£800,000,000.

The least imaginative reader will perceive
from this brief statement that a wveritable
Napoleon of Commerce has presided over the
business side of the war. Where there was
every opportunity for colossal waste, there
has been the most scientific economy ; where
there was every likelihood of wholesale cor-
ruption, there has been an unsleeping vigil-
ance of honesty ; and where, at the end, there
might have been a tired carelessness resulting
in ruinous loss, there has been up to the very
last moment an unremitting enthusiasm for
the taxpayers’ interest which has resulted in
a credit contribution to the national balance
sheet of £800,000,000.

I have left to the last this not unworthy
feature of Lord Inverforth’s labours. Those
labours have been given to the nation. He,
at the head of things, and the chiefs of the
Disposal Board under him, have refused to
accept any financial reward. One and all
they deserted their businesses and slaved from
morning to night in the national interests, and
one and all theygave their services to the State.
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What has been Lord Inverforth’s reward
from the public? From first to last he has
been attacked by a considerable section of
the Press, and has been accused in Parlia-
ment of incredible waste and incorrigible
stupidity. Let it be supposed (I do not grant
it for a moment) that he made mistakes, even
very great mistakes, still, on the total result
of his gigantic labours, does not the public
owe him a debt of gratitude ? Has he not been
an honest man at the head of a department
where dishonesty had its chief opportunity ?
Did he not strike a death-blow at Germany
when he secured, with a suddenness which
ruined his rivals in the field, the wool-clip of
the world ? Is there one man in these islands
who thought for a moment that the overplus
of stores would fetch a sum of £800,000,000 ?

I will say a word about Slough, which is
still the favourite cry of Lord Inverforth’s
critics, who have held their peace about the
“ dumps " since the publication of the White
Paper describing the sale of stores.

Slough was the work of the War Office. It
was begun badly. Mistakes of a serious kind
were made. It might have been a financial
disaster. But Lord Inverforth is a chivalrous
man. He has never disclosed the fact that he
inherited Slough. In the face of violent
criticism he has maintained a dignified silence,
letting the world think that he was the parent
of the idea, and bending all his energies to
make it a success. He has had his reward.
Slough has been sold, and the transaction
shows a profit for the taxpayer.
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During the last years of his administration
I saw a good deal of Lord Inverforth. He
was anxious to get back to his own work.
He asked again and again to be relieved of his
duties—the machinery he had set up being in
excellent running order. But the Prime
Minister begged him to stay, and he has
stayed, against his will and against his own
interests, and all the time he has been sub-
jected to a stream of malignant criticism.

Let the reader ask himself whether the case
of Lord Inverforth is likely to encourage the
best brains in the country to come to the
political service of the nation. Is there not
a danger that we may fall into the American
position, and have our great men in com-
merce and our second-rate men in politics ?

I regard Lord Inverforth as one of the few
very great men in commerce who have the
qualities of genuine statesmanship. I am not
at liberty to give my chief grounds for this
belief, but before long the world may know
from Lord Inverforth’s commercial activities
on the Continent that more than any other
man in these islands he has seen the way and
taken the step to reconstruct the shattered
civilization of Europe.

On many occasions I have discussed with
him the future of mankind. I have found
him the least anxious and always the most
self-possessed observer of events. Quiet,
patient, practical,” and imaginative, inspired
too by humane motives, he cherishes the un-
shakable faith that Great Britain is destined
to lead civilization into the future as far as
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human eye can see. He places his faith in
British character. Rivalry on the part of
powerful nations, even when it is directed
against our key industries, does not disturb
him in the least. While others are crying,
““How shall we save ourselves?’’ he is
pushing the fortunes of the British race in
every quarter of the world. And where
British trade goes, on the whole there goes too
the highest civilizing power in the world—
British character. It is significant of his
faith that he has ever worked to get the
British mercantile marine manned by men
of the British race, and to this end has led
the way in improving the conditions of the
British seaman’s life.

““ All the fallacies and wild theories of revo-
lutionary minds,” he once said to me, ‘ break
ultimately on the rock of industrial fact. The
more freely nations trade together the more
clearly will it be seen that humanity must
work out its salvation within the limits of
economic law. And the way to a smooth
working out of that salvation is by recogniz-
ing the claims of the moral law. We are
men before we are merchants. There is no
reason why mistrust should exist between
management and labour. The economic law
by no means excludes, but rather demands,
humaneness. 1 believe that a system of
profit-sharing can be devised which will bring
management and labour into a sensible
partnership. Selfishness on the part of
capital is as bad as selfishness on the part of
labour. Both must be unselfish, both must
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think of the general community, and both must
work hard. The two chief enemies of mankind
are moral slackness and physical slackness.”

There is no man living who would make a
better Chancellor of the Exchequer than this
merchant prince, who, however, has had
enough of politics and is going back very
gladly to his desk in the City. He is not in
the least soured by the public ingratitude,
and rightly judges it to be rather the voice
of unscrupulous and stunt-seeking journalism
than the considered judgment of the nation.
But he has a very poor opinion of the way in
which the Government of the country con-
ducts its business.



CHAPTER XIII
LORD LEVERHULME

* Dullnes is so much stronger than genius because theve
ts so much move of it, and it is better ovganized and inove
naturally cohesive inter se. So the Awctic volcano can do
nothing against Arvctic ice.””—SAMUEL BUTLER.

THE reader may properly wonder to find the
figure of Lord Leverhulme brought before the
mirrors of Downing Street.

But let me explain why I introduce this in-
dustrial Triton into the society of our political
minnows.

Lord Leverhulme rejected politics only when
politics rejected him. He is of that distin-
guished company to whom the House of
Commons has turned both a deaf ear and a
cold shoulder. He failed where Mr. Walter
Long succeeded, and fell where Dr. Macna-
mara rose.

I once asked a Cabinet Minister how it was
that a man of such conspicuous quality had
failed to win office. ““I really cannot tell
you,” he replied with complacency; ‘ but I
remember very well that the House of
Commons never took to him. It is curious
how many men who do well outside the
House of Commons fail to make good inside.”

Curious indeed ! But more curious still, we

may surely say, that the House of Commons
128
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should continue, in the light of this knowledge,
to enjoy so good an opinion of itself.

I suppose that nobody will now dispute
that Lord Leverhulme is easily the foremost
industrialist, not merely in the British Isles,:
but in the world. I can think of no one who
approaches him in the creative faculty. Not
even America, the country of big men and
big businesses, has produced a man of this
truly colossal stature. Mr. Rockefeller is a
name for a committee. Mr. Carnegie was
pushed to fortune by his more resolute hench-
men. But Lord Leverhulme, as is very well
known in America, has been the sole architect
of his tremendous fortunes, and in all his
numerous undertakings exercises the power
of an unquestioned autocrat.

Mr. Lloyd George once remarked to me that
the trouble with Lord Leverhulme is that he
cannot work with other men. But this is
only true in part. Lord Leverhulme can
work very well with men who are not fools.
When 1 told him of Mr. Lloyd George's
remark, “ Well, I don’t know,” he replied,
‘1 have been working with other men all my
life ! ” Yes, but this, too, expresses only part
of the truth. He has been working with these
other men as an accepted master.

It is not so in politics. There a man of
power cannot pick and choose his colleagues.
He must work with fools as well as men of
ability. And never can he work as a master.
Always at the Cabinet table he will find a
cabal of deadheads opposed to the exercise
of his authority, and in the department over

5
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which he is set to rule a bunch of traditional
Barnacles, without one spark of imagination
between them, who will fight his new ideas
at every turn.

The essence of politics and government is
mediocrity. The good sense of the House of
Commons is a conspiracy to resist genius and
to enthrone the average man. A department
of the State is well governed only when its
chief Civil Servant, by the grace of God,
chances to be a man of statesmanlike
capacity.

Like Lord Rhondda, Lord Leverhulme was
approached by the Government during the
numerous crises of the war to render service
to the State. His experience in this respect
confirmed his judgment that our system of
government is a chaos which would hardly be
tolerated in a business establishment of the
second class. 1 will give an incident.

It was a matter of grave urgency to the
Government that margarine should be manu-
factured in this country. A Cabinet Minister
begged Lord Leverhulme, on the score of
patriotism, to set up such a factory. Lord
Leverhulme expressed his willingness to take
up the project, but said that he must go to
the public for a certain sum of money to carry
it out. The Cabinet Minister made no demur
to this very natural proposal, but suggested
that it might be well if Lord Leverhulme
would call at the Treasury and inform thent of
his purpose.

Accordingly the great industrialist, able as
Was no other man in this particular to serve
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his country’s need, called humbly at the
Treasury for permission to ask the public for
capital. He was received by an official who
refused point-blank to listen to such a propo-
sition. Lord Leverhulme mentioned again
the name of the Cabinet Minister who had
requested him to embark on this venture.
This was nothing to the official. He had
nothing to do with other departments. His
business was to see that the public’s money
came to the Treasury; he was certainly not
going to countenance the raising of money for
an industrial purpose.

You could no more have got into this gentle-
man’s head than you could have got into the
head of a rabbit the idea that money invested
in an essential industrial undertaking pays the
State far better than money advanced to it
at the cost of 5 per cent.

Not to weary the reader with an incident,
however telling, the end of this affair was that
after going backwards and forwards between
a Cabinet Minister and a Treasury official,
Lord Leverhulme was at last permitted to ask
the public for a small sum of money which he
himself considered inadequate for the Govern-
ment’s purpose.

I have never heard him speak bitterly of his
political experiences, but I have never heard
him express anything but an amused contempt
for the antiquated machinery which passes
amongst politicians for a system of govern-
ment.

“ The English,” he says, ‘“have pushed
their fortunes, never by the aid of Govern-
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ment, but on the contrary almost always in
the teeth of Government opposition. There
is no man so lacking in imagination as
a Government official, and no man, unless
it is a banker, so wanting in courage as a
Cabinet Minister. The wealth of England is
the creation of her industrial population.
The brains, the faith, the energy of the
capitalist, and the brains, the loyalty, the
strength of labour, these have made us the
first nation of the world. There has been
only one real obstacle in our path. Not
foreign competition, for that is an incentive,
but the cowardice and stupidity of Govern-
ments. We possess an empire unrivalled in
its opportunities for trade and commerce, an
empire which, you would surely think, could
not fail to inspire a statesman with great
ideas. But what happens? We have a
Government which thinks it has exhausted
statesmanship by crippling industry at home
in order to pay off our war debt as quickly as
possible. Instead of setting itself to create
more wealth, with the wealth of the world
lying at its feet, it sets itself to dry up the
sources of wealth at the centre of the empire.
But it is no use talking. One thing a Govern-
ment in this country cannot stand, it is
imagination ; and another is courage. The
British Empire is in the hands of a lot of
clerks—and timid clerks at that. We must
do our best to get along without states-
manship at the head.”

The reader may not remember that some
years before Mr. Lloyd George plunged into
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a disordered series of social reforms, Lord
Leverhulme, sitting in the House of Commons,
introduced Bills of a reasonable and connected
character to ensure workmen against unem-
ployment and to set up a system of old age
pensions. He did not enter Parliament for
his own glorification. He had nothing to
gain, but much to lose, by devoting himself
to the business of Westminster. But he
believed that he could benefit the State as a
legislator, and he entered Parliament with
the definite intention of introducing order
into what was self-evidently a condition of
dangerous chaos. He had a remedy for
slums, a remedy for unemployment, a remedy
for the poverty of the workman in old age,
and a remedy for the educational deadlock.
Further, he cherished the hope that he might
do something towards developing the wealth
and power of the British Empire, without
impairing the spirit of individualism which,
in his faith, is the driving power of British
fortune.

How many men who entered the House of
Commons with no ideas at all have been
taken to the friendly bosom of that assembly ?
Moreover, can the reader name with con-
fidence one Cabinet Minister in the past twenty
years who can fairly be compared in creative
genius with this remarkable man to whom the
House of Commons refused the least of its
rewards ? )

I saw Lord Leverhulme on several occasions
at the end of the war. He spoke to me with
great freedom of his ideas in the hope that I
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might carry them with effect to the Prime
Minister. He proved to me that it was the
nonsense of a schoolboy to talk of making
Germany pay for the war, and suggested that
the Prime Minister's main appeal to the
nation at the General Election of 1918 should
be a moral appeal for unity in the industrial
world. He had one master word for that
great moment in our history. It was the
word ‘‘ Production.”

I found this word unpopular in Downing
Street. Mr. Lloyd George was more mindful
of Lord Northcliffe than of one ‘“ who cannot
work with other men.” And so the word
went forth to the British peoples: Germany
must pay for the war, and the Kaiser must be
tried. At the eleventh hour before the
election there was no equivocation. Germany
should pay for the war. The Kaiser should
be tried. Instead of a great moral appeal,
which might have prevented all the disastrous
conflicts in industry, and might have preserved
the spirit of loyalty which had united the
people during the war, the Prime Minister
put himself at the head of a disreputable mob
calling for revenge.

“One disadvantage of the democratic
system,” says Mr. Birrell, “is that a Prime
Minister no longer feels himself responsible
for gcod government. He awaits a ‘ man-
date’ from a mob who are watching a football
match.”

‘We have only to compare this order of mind
with a mind like Lord Leverhulme’s to per-
cetve how it is that politics in our country
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tend more and more in the American direc-
tion. The big men are outside. Politics are
little more than a platform for a pugilistic
kind of rhetoric. He who can talk glibly
and with occasional touches of such senti-
mentalism as one finds in a Penny Reciter is
assured of the ear of the House of Commons,
and may fairly count on one day becoming
a Minister of State. But the field for the con-
structive, imaginative, and creative minds is
the field of commerce.

The danger of the State from this condition
of things is, unhappily, not only the loss of
creative statesmanship at the head of the
nation—serious as that is. The danger is
greater. Small men are more likely to fall
into dishonest ways than big men. There
lies, I think, our greatest danger. It seems
to me, observing our public life with some
degree of intimacy, that there is a growing
tendency for the gentleman to fall out of the
political ranks and for his place to be filled
by the professional politician, who in many
cases appears to be almost entirely without
moral principle. What can become of such a
movement save eventual corruption? At
present our politics are stupid but fairly
honest. There are still representatives of the
old school in the House of Commons. But
the conquering advance is from the ranks of
professionalism.

I would not have the reader to suppose that
1 consider Lord Leverhulme a heaven-sent
genius of statesmanship. The British consti-
tution is twelve men in a box, and the very
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spirit of that arrangement is distrust of the
expert. Moreover, there is wisdom in the
Eastern legend which says that in making
genius the fairies left out one essential gift—
the knowledge of when to stop.

Whether Lord Leverhulme would have
made a better statesman than, let us say, Sir
Henry Campbell Bannerman or Mr. Bonar
Law, it is surely certain, I think, that a true
statesman would have made every conceiv-
able use of his unusual mind. This, as I look
at things, is the ideal method of government.
I do not believe in the business man as states-
man. I believe in the trained, cultured, and
incorruptible gentleman as statesman, and
the business man as his adviser.

But until our politics are of a higher order
we can hardly expect the best minds in the
nation to feel any attraction to a political
career. More and more the professional
politician, the narrow man, the man of the
loud voice and the one idea, the man who has
few instincts of honesty in his mind and no
movement of high and disinterested patriotism
in his soul, will press himself upon the atten-
tion of democracy and, by intimidating his
leaders and browbeating his opponents, force
his way onward to office.



CHAPTER XIV
LORD DERBY

“ Peace with all the world is my sinceve wish. I am swre
it 1s ouy true policy.”’—GEORGE WASHINGTON.

“Of the fall ov success of mations, certain virtues are
the ground.”—ARNOLD.

A NUMBER of people look to Lord Derby with
something of the same feeling which turned
the attention of their fathers to Lord Harting-
ton. He is felt to be an honest man.

This quality has the habit of asserting its
value in the ebb of a crisis. When a strong
tide is running, and men are afraid for their
lives, there is a clamour for genius ; but when
the crisis has spent itself, and the Strong Man
with his Big Stick has disappointed the hopes
of unbalanced people, there is a desire for
those simple qualities in a leader which
inspire confidence rather than elation, faith
rather than hope.

In this way it has come to pass that Lord
Derby, always a hero in Lancashire, is now
something of a hero to a very considerable
body of the English nation. The aftermath
of war has proved itself an anti-climax.
Versailles has not evolved into Millennium.
On the whole, the nation is generous to Mr.
Lloyd George. It says that " he won the
war.” It associates itself neither with Lord
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Northcliffe nor Mr. Leo Maxse. It admires
the wit and brilliance of the Morning Post,
but suspects it of a little malice. It wishes
to be fair. It acknowledges the genius and
energy of ‘ the wonderful little man.” All
the same, it is coming to think that a change
in bowling would be of sound advantage to
the side, and, being a little tired of dazzling
overs which take no wickets, it is now in-
clined to tryaman who keeps a good length and
relies more on his head than on his pace or
his eccentricity.

There is little doubt, I think, that Lord
Derby would receive a remarkable response
from the country if he put himself forward as
a political leader. There is something about
him stolidly English. He has the appearance
of a northern farmer, with his clear blue eyes,
his thick eyebrows, and his full face the colour
of a Ribston pippin ; his voice, too, commends
him: it is deep, masculine, hearty; he is
an animated platform speaker, a friendly man
with no nonsense about him, a person who
could no more do a mean action than he would
stoop to flatter a fool. It is characteristic of
him that almost his only intimate friend in
politics is Lord Long, the Walter Long of the
House of Commons, whom so many men have
loved and none suspected of self-seeking.

But the trouble is that those very qualities
which make him so attractive to his friends
effectually prevent him from taking a definite
step towards leadership. He is the least
ambitious man in politics. He regards loyalty
to his leaders as a part of his religion. He is
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incapable of treason even in a good cause. He
thinks he fulfils his duty in criticizing the mis-
takes of a Government and in persuading it
into a right course : it never enters his head to
supplant a minister or to capture a post.
Further, he is modest : he doubts whether his
countrymen outside Lancashire really know
anything about him or care anything about his
opinions. And, further still, it must be ac-
knowledged that he loves his life as greatly as
he dislikes politics.

But a break-down in the national fortunes
might bring him nearer to the front, for, like
all good Englishmen of his class, he has a
sense of duty. Hesaid tomeonce: “ I am up
to the knees in politics ; I have no wish, I
assure you, to be up to the neck in them.” I
agreed with him, but pointed out that if he
ever got into politics up to the neck it would
surely be with the idea of making them less
disagreeable, of cleansing the Augean stables,
in which event he might not find the atmo-
sphere so noisome or his companions so un-
pleasant. Not by anything he said in reply
to this remark, but rather by the manner in
which he thought over his answer, I gathered
that a real call from the country would find
him with strength enough to conquer his love
of private ease.

We once discussed the next twenty years.
What can the British nation reasonably
expect to happen in that period ? Lord Derby
seemed to think that it would expect manna
from the sky, would give its ear only to the
statesman who promised a harvest of blessing,
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and then went on to say that the honest man
who told it the truth, namely that hard work
and economy are the only oars by which it can
pull through to a rational world order, would
find himself without an audience. I ven-
tured to criticize this point of view. On the
contrary, I argued, a nation disillusioned by
rash promises and cynical towards the rhetoric
of vote-catching opportunism, would give a
fair hearing to one who promised nothing
except to steer a straight course. Again I
felt that Lord Derby might respond to
any such manifestation on the part of his
countrymen.

But is a man who waits for a call a genuine
leader ? Is there likely to be in such a man,
a man who needs to be dragged away from
his enjoyments, the virtuous stuff of authentic
leadership ? The answer must depend, I think,
on one’s notion of a leader. Lord Derby is
not a leader of the heroic kind. He would
never set out at the head of a nation to seek
the Promised Land. He would lead chiefly
in the sense of not misleading. He would
follow the strait and narrow way of duty.
Short-cuts would not tempt him. A change
in speed would not occur to him. It would
content him to plod straight ahead, avoiding
the necessity of confessing at the end of each
day’s march, “ We have erred and strayed
from Thy ways, like lost sheep.” :

So far as I can gather his views, so far,
that is, as I am able to enter into the mind of
one who never utters his opinions with the
idea that inspires the composer of a prospectus,
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Lord Derby’s political outlook may be sum-
marized in the following fashion.

Eventually two parties will emerge from the
present hotch-potch of politics, the Constitu-
tional and the Communist Party. Till that
clean-cut divergence is effected by the march
of events, all those whose faith is in evolu-
tlonary change should support the present
Coalition.

But the Coalition cannot endure if it live
from hand to mouth on the scraps of oppor-
tunism. It should define its policy for the
next ten or twenty years, and that policy
should be founded on great principles which
commend themselves to the judgment of all
honest and rational people.

As regards foreign policy, the Constitu-
tionalists should seek peace in Europe by
friendship with France. Peace is the supreme
interest of mankind. Few men perceive more
clearly than Lord Derby that another war
would be the grave of civilization. He
believes that we can best avoid War, and take
our first step towards a long Peace, by getting
the peoples of France and Great Britain into
a working partnership. Such an alliance, he
holds, would bring America into European
politics. The three countries together could
keep War at bay until commerce is once more
on its feet, and all the democracies of the
world are converted to the idea of Peace.
America only hesitates because Europe has
not made up its mind. ]

He is convinced that France is neither
aggressive nor militaristic. He thinks she is
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misguided in her desire to keep Germany down,
but he is satisfied that this instinct proceeds
from a genuine and reasonable anxiety. We
can best relieve her of that anxiety by playing
a very vigorous part in fulfilling our obli-
gations under the Treaty of Versailles
concerning disarmament. If Great Britain
insisted with one voice on disarmament, if the
manufacture of warlike implements and stores
were definitely controlled by the political
conscience of mankind, France would grate-
fully lay down the terrible burden which she
has now assumed solely in the fear of German
aggression.

Certain newspapers speak of ‘“the Derby
policy,” implying that French Casarism has
its English champion in Lord Derby. This
idea is false. I have satisfied myself that
Lord Derby entertains no fantastic notions
concerning Germany'’s ability to pay for the
war. On the contrary, he has always seen
the futility of the uttermost farthing policy
of irresponsible journalism. He would make
Germany pay every penny incurred by France
in restoring her devastated areas; but he
would do nothing to hold Germany down as
a commercial nation. I think he would sup-
port the policy of wiping out all international
debts after Germany has satisfied the honour-
able demands of France for damages. As a
man who thoroughly realizes the importance
of commerce he would hasten the world’'s
return to normal conditions.

His ideas regarding home policy are
governed, so it seems to me, by faith in
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English common sense. He believes that
Englishmen do not quarrel. Left to them-
selves, employers and employed would work
out their industrial salvation without serious
upheavals. All our trouble at home proceeds
from men whose monetary interest lies in
making bad blood. Lord Derby, who has a
real affection for the workman, and who is by
no means blind to the existence of a dangerous
extremism among certain sections of em-
ployers, would legislate for moderate men.
He would make it easy for the honourable
representatives of capital and labour to settle
disputes, hard for the tyrant or the agitator
to break the peace.

He knows well enough the difficulties of such
a policy, but his courage is great, and I do not
think those difficulties would daunt him. At
any rate he would declare himself with no
ambiguity as the champion of discussion and
the sworn enemy of violence. The nation
would at least know where it stood. The
agitator would not be more firmly repressed
than the conscienceless representative of
capital. The accredited labour leader would
feel his position to be more secure. Tribunals
of employers and employed would enjoy
security of tenure and their decisions would
have the authority of a Parliamentary enact-
ment. Instead of shifts, compromises, un-
certainty, and all the ruinous disorganization
of constant strikes and lock-outs, the nation
would find its commercial life governed by
principles as beneficent, but quite as inexor-
able, as the laws of nature. Men would at
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least know that henceforth every change in
the relations of capital and labour would be
effected by reason and discussion, and that
the smallest manifestation of violence, from
one side or the other, would be instantly
arrested.

This idea of permanent peace in the in-
dustrial world is one of Lord Derby’s few
ambitions : were he not so eminently a man of
plain common sense, averse from anything
emotional or imaginative, I should describe
it as the chief passion of his political life. His
whole nature, so genial, tolerant, and happy,
is against violence. Anything which suggests
bullying or ferocity angers him extremely.
He worked like a giant during the war, almost
like a man inspired, because his soul hated
the spirit of Prussianism. Moreover, as a
Lancashire man, he sees the enormous import-
ance of trade, and, therefore, would do every-
thing in his power to end industrial chaos and
further the interests of commercial develop-
ment. He has never regarded trade as a
matter beneath the notice of statesmen and
philosophers. On the contrary, he is clearly
convinced that business is the one solid base
of national existence, the foundations on which
alone mankind can raise the superstructure of
a happier civilization,

It seems to me that Lord Derby’s unwilling-
ness to take a leading part in our politics is a
matter worthy of the nation’s serious thought.
Is it not true that since the dawn of the
present century the spirit of our political life
has lost something of the cleanness, much of
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the dignity, and all of the grandeur which
attracted great men in the Victorian era ?
Thirty years ago the nation was shocked by
the opinions of Charles Bradlaugh. Yester-
day a common swindler, Horatio Bottomley,
if his own story is to be credited, was on easy
social terms with the Lord Chancellor of
England. We have lowered the standards of
public life. Constituencies do not choose as
their representatives men of education and
character ; they accept almost any ad-
venturer sent down to them by the Party
caucus. They are easily gulled because they
are not vitally conscious of moral responsi-
bility. This loss of the sense of independence,
of responsibility, of self-respect is a greater
national loss than any loss of life and treasure
incurred in the war. It means that English
character has surrendered one of the main
qualities which distinguished it so honourably
in past years. It has become subservient,
passive, indolent, unimaginative, fatalistic.
It is no longer deeply conscious of moral
responsibility. It is no longer vitally alert in
the matter of its national duty.

Perhaps even a man like Lord Derby has not
altogether escaped this contagion. He loves
his pleasures. For him the great happiness
of existence lies in travel, in sport, in the
society of cheerful people. He has never
stooped to the vulgarities of fashion. No
breath of slander has ever touched his life.
He is one of the straightest as he is one of the
healthiest men who find their heaven in
English country life. But I do think that the
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same indolence of mind which, on the part of
the constituencies, has so fatally lowered the
whole tone of our political life, plays at least
some part in holding Lord Derby from more
vigorous activity in restoring our ancient
traditions.

It is some excuse for him that political life
is now so disagreeable that a gentleman can
scarcely care to touch it, except with a pair
of tongs; but there is a feeling for rightness
which can triumph over intellectual contempt,
even over moral disgust, and the pleasanter
the happiness a man has to lay down to serve
his country, the greater can be the impulse
towards self-sacrifice.



CHAPTER XV

LORD GREY OF FALLODON

. ““ We can, if we choose, bequeath these good things to ouy
posterity and may even shave in them ourselves. But the time
grows shovt. Swiftly run out the sands of opportunity.
Relentlessly the sinistey shadow crveeps across the dial towards
the spot whereon is written * Too Late.’ "'—AUSTIN FREEMAN.

HisTory is waiting to decide whether it shall
place a good mark or a bad mark against the
name of Lord Grey.

That he struggled to avert the war there
is no doubt. That he hated the idea of it,
that over its hideous advance he agonized
to the point of physical collapse, I have
authentic proof. Anyone who still thinks
that Lord Grey wanted a war or worked to
bring war about is either liar or fool.

But while men like Lord Morley think that
he could have avoided war by making it plain
to France and Russia that England would
take no part in their anti-German policy,
others, who abominate this suggestion, as
firmly hold that he could have averted war by
telling Germany, at the very first sign of
truculence in July 1914, that the whole weight
of the British Empire would be instantly
thrown on the side of France.

The hesitation of Great Britain, it is argued,
gave courage to the fire-eaters of German
militarism, and enabled them, pointing to
the perilous situation in Ireland, to persuade
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the nervous Kaiser that England must remain
hors de combat.

The defence put forward for Lord Grey
against this charge furnishes the historian
with a useful notion concerning his character.
He did not act with an instant intrepidity
because he was one of a divided Cabinet. He
did not lead: he was one of those who
debated. He had no vision in that hour of
crisis. He sat listening to arguments when a
greater man would have been listening to the
voice of conscience or attending to the impulse
of intuition. Long service under Mr. Asquith
had made him something of a lawyer. There
was so much to be said on each side of the
question. The great thing for the Cabinet was
to declare war, if war had to be declared, with-
out secessions. To the last moment, there-
fore, nothing must be said or done which could
offend the minds of men like Lord Morley, Sir
John Simon, and Mr. John Burns. The clock
of destiny was striking, but the voices of a
quarrelsome committee drowned its knell.
Lord Grey avoided rashness, but lost an
opportunity. Because of him, Great Britain
came 1nto the war with clean hands
and a good conscience, and for this we
owe him an almost immeasurable gratitude ;
but fearless championship of right, fearless
denunciation of wrong, might have whipped
the dogs of Prussianism back to their kennels.

The truth about Lord Grey is interesting
and instructive. He is an honourable and
upright man, of a mystical nature, and with a
high sense of duty, and with a very logical
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mind, and with some courage, but he is almost
entirely lacking in that quality of self-
certitude which is one of the strongest forces
in genius. Hehas many of the marks of great-
ness, but none of its fires. Outwardly he
presents the appearance of a Roman senator
in the great days of the Empire, one who
would call Casar to book and decide against
Augustus as to the succession ; but in reality,
many as are his merits, he has no strength to
command loyalty or to work the miracle of
conversion. Men respect him, but go their
own way. They listen to him, but keep their
own counsel. He impresses audiences, but
not individuals. It is easier for him to domin-
ate an assembly than to inspire a cabinet. He
is a public force rather than a personal power.
This lack in Lord Grey of the fires of genius
has cost the country a great price. With
real force in his character he would have
succeeded Mr. Gladstone, or at any rate Sir
Henry Campbell-Bannerman, in the leadership
of the Liberal Party, and the disastrous reign
of Mr. Asquith—chiefly disastrous because of
the men he admitted into his ministries—
would have been avoided. Traditional
Liberalism, with its note of culture and good
manners, might have held its own to the pre-
sent hour. The voice of the solicitor and the
hand of the tradesman would have been less ap-
parent in our national affairs. The tone of our
«public life would have been vastly different.*

1 After these words were written I came across the follow-
ing passage in the pages of Truth, one of the few journals
that maintain in these “stunt-hunting’ days a calm
observation and a courage that never degenerates into an
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But Lord Grey is not to be blamed, of
course, for this lack of genius. Our quarrel
on this score must lie with nature. The ad-
mirable company officer cannot be censured
for not possessing the qualities of Napoleon.
In deploring in Lord Grey a lack of self-confi-
dence and a driving power of initiative, one
does not condemn him : one’s purpose is to
insist on those virtues as the properties of
leadership. The younger generation, looking
to Parliament for a career, should take pains to
cultivate in itself qualities which Lord Fisher
was fond of describing as the great Nelsonic
attributes—self-reliance, fertility of resource,
fearlessnessof responsibility, power of initiative
—qualitieswhichcan certainly be educated and
developed, if not implanted ; qualities which
make for true leadership, if not for genius.

Lord Grey would have been an excellent
ambassador, if he could have given himself
the trouble of learning a foreign language.
Hisgiftsare of the viceregalrank. Hehas tact,
Impressiveness, loyalty, intelligence, modera-

hysterical attempt at bullying. The passage occurred in
an article on *“ Honours "’ under the date of July 5th, 1922:
“It was only after the death of Queen Victoria and her
statesmen of the austere school that a whisper of scandal
began to be heard. There was in 1904 some unpleasant
talking and writing in the papers about the Northcliffe and
Wandsworth peerages. The Olympian Arthur J., who was
then Prime Minister, had probably never heard of Harms-
worth or Stern; anyway, he disclaimed all responsibility,
and the old question arose, who got the money, and who
delivered the goods ? There was some gossip, on which 'I(
need not dwell, about a certain well-known lady. But it
was only after the arrival in power in 1906 of the party of
Messrs. Asquith and Lloyd George that a regular tariff
seems to have been established for knights, baronets, and
peers.” =
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tion, and an incorruptible sense of the moral
values. In any public office which did not de-
mand keenness of vision, the prophetic instinct,
swiftness of decision, and a creative energy of
mind, he would have done the State useful and
perhaps valuable service. Men of his stamp
laid the foundations of British power in India.
. ‘“ Grey followed Percy,” writes Lord Morley,
describing a debate in the House of Commons
(1908), “in the curiously high, simple, semi-
detached style, which, combined, as it always
is in him, with a clean-cut mastery of all the
facts of his case, makes him one of the most
impressive personalities in Parliament. . . .
He has got no great ample pinions like Mr.
Gladstone ; he hardly deserves what was said
of Daniel Webster, that every word he used
seemed to weigh a pound. Still, he is a
remarkable figure, wholly free from every
trace of the Theatre ; and I confess it warms
my heart to think that we have two men like
Grey and Percy to fill the seats of Power in
our country, when the time comes.”

The time came, and he whose heart warmed
at the thought of Grey as a minister of destiny
felt that heart grow cold, and turned away his
face from his friend in sorrow and in judgment.
In that same hour, too, those who were most
sharply opposed to the policy of Lord Morley
also felt their hearts grow cold. Lord Grey
disappointed both camps. One of the reasons
for this want of decision, this power of com-
mand, may be found in the fact that Lord
Grey is something of an unwilling politician.
He has ncver, not even under the inspiration



152 THE MIRRORS OF DOWNING ST.

of Mr. Gladstone, given to politics his whole
mind.

One may describe him as a mixture of
Socrates and Aristotle ; or, if you will, of Penn
and Gilbert White : a mystic who seeks in
long hours of silence to deepen his sense of
the companionship of God, and a naturalist
who finds in field, river, and wood a thousand
objects for his wondering contemplation and
his reverent curiosity. He is at heart a
Quaker, and by instinct a naturalist. He
loves solitude and cherishes silence. Even
during the war he followed the habit of
passing many hours alone in the fields, deepen-
ing in silence his knowledge of the invisible
reality. He has no disposition towards
chatter and frivolity. He dislikes crowds,
and avoids the vulgarities of excitement. He
is far fonder of animals and birds than of
human beings. But all the same there is
nothing selfish in his heart. He can give
himself most charmingly to those whom he
deeply loves, and a penetrating humour has
saved him both from morbidity and crankiness.

He was once asked his opinion of a well-
known novelist who traffics a good deal in the
unhealthy sexual relations of an artificial
society. He replied at once, “ Both feet in
the trough.” During the war he called upon
a relative who had turned the flower-beds in
front of her house into a potato-patch. On
his way to the door he stood and contemplated
these potatoes of patriotism with a lively
smile, and then pronounced judgment:
“ Mabel’s shop-window.”
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His humour is a little cynical, and his atti-
tude towards mankind is determined by a
certain measure of disdain. He has never felt
the call of battle, only the call of duty. He
takes part in the affairs of humanity as a squire
goes to the county bench, not as one whose
love for mankind inspires him to passionate
and chivalric service. He might have done
great things for his country, great things even
for the whole world, but coldness has held him
as its prisoner. His Liberalism has no fervour
of religion, and his humanity is always frappé.

It is too early to say of such a man that the
epitaph of his official life is already written
in the word Disappointment. That life, under
the sunshine of a second marriage, may yet
enjoy a St. Luke’s summer. Pamela Wynd-
ham, one may be allowed to say, is a woman
in whom inspiration is as natural and irre-
sistible as scent in a briar rose or as movement
in the sea. But I feel that Lord Grey is
rather the perfect example of what the rank
and file of the House of Commons ought to be
than a clear-cut pattern of national leadership.
We should seek to elevate the average, not to
lower the standards of greatness. Something
surely must be wrong, both with our social life
and our system of education, if with so long a
history, so notable a national experience, and
such illustrious traditions in religion, art, and
statesmanship we cannot easily fill the House
of Commons with men of Lord Grey’s mark
and find at least a score of statesmen on each
side of politics in whose judgment and power
the natior sould feel a great confidence.



CHAPTER XVI

CONCLUSION

“ While the advances made by objective science and ils
industrvial applications arve palpable and wundeniable all
avound us, it is a matter of doubt and dispute if our social
and moral advance towards happiness and virtue has been
great or any.”—MARK PATTISON.

AFTER all, a nation gets the politics that it
deserves. The fault is not in our stars, but in
ourselves, that we are underlings. If the tone
of public life is a low one it is because the tone
of society is not a high one. The remedy,
then, is not ‘ Sack the lot,” but rather,
‘“ Repent, lest a worse thing befall thee.”

It seems to me that a beginning in moral and
social reformation might be made if aristocracy
could be encouraged to affirm its ancient rights
by the performance of its inherent duties.

We are a nation without standards, kept
in health rather by memories which are fading
than by examples which are compelling. We
still march to the dying music of great tradi-
tions, but there is no captain of civilization
at the head of our ranks. We have indeed
almost ceased to be an army marching with
confidence towards the enemy, and have
become a mob breaking impatiently loosge
from the discipline and ideals of our past.

Aristocracy, it must be boldly said, has
played traitor to England. It hiuc-ceased to
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lead, and not because it has been thrust from
its rightful place by the rude hand of
democracy, but because it has deliberately
preferred the company of the vulgar. No one
has pulled it down, it has itself descended.
It has lost its respect for learning, it has
grown careless of manners, it has abandoned
faith in its duty, it is conscious of no solemn
obligations, it takes no interest in art, it is
indifferent to science, it is sick of effort, it
has surrendered gladly and gratefully to the
materialism of plutocracy.

If it could have lost itself in plutocracy the
harm would not have been so great; but it
still remains for the multitude a true aris-
tocracy, and looking up to that aristocracy
for its standards—an aristocracy whose private
life is now public property—the multitude has
become materialistic, throwing Puritanism to
the dogs, and pushing as heartily forward
to the trough as any full-fed glutton in the
middle or the upper ranks of life.

The standards set by the privileged classes
at this time are the same standards as ruled
in France before the Revolution. There is
no example of modesty, earnestness, restraint,
thrift, duty, or culture. Everything is
sensual and ostentatious, and shamefacedly
sensual and ostentatious.

It is time for the best people in aristocracy
to set their faces against this wanton and
destructive spirit. It is time a halt was called
to luxury and profligacy ; time that the door
was shut in the face of invading wvulgarity.
Creation hds not agonized in bloody sweat
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through countless ages of suffering and
achievement that those who possess the
highest opportunities for doing good should
pervert those opportunities into a mere plat-
form for the display of a harmful badness.
Evolution was not aiming at Belgravia when
it set out on its long journey from the flaming
mist of the nebula. We cannot suppose that
Nature is content with the egoism of the
social butterfly. The very blood of dead
humanity cries out for a higher creature.

Aristocracy, one sees, is too apt to regard
itself as the spoilt child of material fortune,
instead of humbly and with a sense of deepest
responsibility accepting the heavy duties of
moral leadership imposed upon it by the
labours of evolution.

It is to be hoped that the children of the
present generation of aristocracy may grow
up with no taste for the betting ring, the card
room, and the night club, or, at any rate,
that a certain number of them may find
their highest happiness in knowledge and
wisdom rather than in amateur theatricals
and fancy-dress balls. The human mind,
after all, cannot find rest in triviality, and
after so long a period of the most sordid and
vulgar self'-lndulgence it is reasonable to hope
that our aristocracy may experience a reaction.

If men would ask themselves, before they
rush out to seek her, What is Pleasure ? and
consult the past history of humanity as welk
as their own senses and inclinations, they
could hardly fail, except in the case of the
most degenerate, to discover that ‘the highest
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happiness is not of the nursery or the kitchen,
but rather of the living spirit.

Observation of nature, love of beautiful
things, delight in noble literature, gratitude
for the highest forms of wit and humour,
sympathy with all sorts and conditions of men,
reverence for the majesty of the universe,
kindness to all, love of children, and devotion
to the home, these operations of the human
spirit bring peace to the heart of man and
continue their ministrations to his happiness
with an increasing power of joy as his person-
ality enlarges itself to receive the highest
revelations of Life.

Something far greater than she is now doing
might be done by the Church to restore the
sanctions which once ruled human conduct
and gave a living force to public opinion.
Religion in these days is obviously too com-
plaisant. To watch the Church in the world
is to be reminded of a poor relation from the
provinces sitting silent and overawed in the
gilded drawing-room of a parvenu. There is
no sound of confidence in her voice. She
whines for the world’s notice instead of
denouncing its very obvious sins. She is too
much in this world, and too little in the other.
She is too careful not to offend Dives, and too
self-conscious to be seen openly in the com-
pany of Lazarus. It is impossible not to
think that a coarse world has shaken her faith
in Christian virtue. She clings to her tradi-
tions and her chetrines, but she has lost the
vigorous faith in spiritual life which gave
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beauty to those traditions, and has ceased
to set that example of entire self-sacrifice
which rendered her doctrines less difficult of
interpretation by the instructed. She has
ceased to preach, even with the dying embers
of conviction, that a man may gain the whole
world and yet lose his soul alive.

A responsibility hardly to be exceeded by
that of aristocracy rests upon the leaders of
Labour. Every voice raised to encourage the
economic delusions of Socialism is a voice on
the side of vulgarity and irreligion. Most of
the leaders of Labour know perfectly well that
economic Socialism is impossible, but by not
saying so with honest courage they commit
a grave sin, a sin not only against society but
against God. For democracy in England,
once the most sensible and kind-hearted
democracy in Europe, is placing its faith more
and more in the power of wages to buy
happiness, turning away with more and more
impatience from the divine truth that the
Kingdom of Heaven is within us.

It is a grievous thing to corrupt the mind of
the simple. Democracy in England has been
the chief representative of veritable English-
ness up to these days. It wasnever Latinized
or Frenchified. The cottage garden refused
to follow the bad example of the ‘‘ carpet-
bedder.” The poor have always been racy of
the soil. They have laughed at the absurdi-
ties of fashion and seen through the preten-
sions of wealth. They have believed in
heartiness and cheerfulness. All their proverbs
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spring out of a keen sense of virtue.
All their games are of a manly character.
To materialize this glorious people, to com-
mercialize and mammonize it, to make it
think of economics instead of life, to make it
bitter, discontented, and tyrannous, this is
to strike at the very heart of England.

-But though the leaders of Labour are guilty
of this corruption, there is no doubt that the
ugliness of spirit in democracy is the reflection
of the ugly life led by the privileged classes.
There is no reproach for this democracy when
it looks upward. It seesnothing but the reck-
less and useless display of wealth, nothing in
the full sunshine of prosperity but a Bacchana-
lian horde of irresponsible sensualists, nothing
there but a ramp of unashamed hedonism,
and a hedonism of the lowest order.

Democracy, nursing what it deems to be its
economic wrongs, and not unnaturally regard-
ing the wealthy classes with bitter anger, has
yet to learn that capital was largely the
creation of the Puritan character, and that
the prosperity of these British Islands was
laid in no small measure by the thrift and
temperance of those who lived simply because
they thought deeply. Capital, without which
Labour could have done little, is not a con-
trivance of the noisy rich, but the deliberate
creation of virtuous men. Capital, now re-
garded as an enemy, was once the visible
best friend of Labour.

Where is there now among the possessing
classes an examrie even of simplicity in dress,
modesty in behaviour, temperance in conduct,
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and thrift inliving? As for any higher example
—an example of wisdom, duty, self-sacrifice,
and moral earnestness—it is nowhere visible
in our national life to those who look upward.

Until we recover this ancient spirit our
politics must continue their descent to the
abyss, and democracy will listen to the cor-
rupting delusions of the economic Socialist.

We need the Puritan element in our charac-
ters, the Hellenic element in our minds, and
the Christian element in our souls. We must
set a higher value on moral qualities, on intel-
lectual qualities, and on Christian qualities.
We must learn to see, not gloomily and
heavily, but with joy and thanksgiving, that
our world is set in the midst of an infinite
universe, that it has a purpose in the scheme
of things, that we are all members one of
another, and that there is no grandeur of
character, mind, or soul which can ever be
worthy of creation’s purpose.

Less flippancy in the world would lead to
more seriousness, more seriousness would
lead to greater intelligence, and greater in-
telligence would lead to nobler living.

*“ The cure for us,” said George Sand, “is
far more simple than we will believe. All
the better natures amongst us see it and feel
it. It is a good direction given by ourselves
to our hearts and consciences.”

Let each man ask himself, Is my direction

worthy of man’s past and hopeful for Lis
future ?

Printed in Great Britain by Hazell, Watstn & Viney, Ld.,
London and Aylesbury.
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By Alfred E.

Europe in Convalescence %iiizss

Author of * The Greek Commonwealth,"’ ¢* Nationality and Government,”
Second Edition, enlarged. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

The condition of Europe is recognised as the principal issue in present-day
British politics. Nevertheless, the facts on which to found a well-informed
opinion are not easily available (and the truth has been much obscured by
interested propaganda).

The new and enlarged edition of EUROPE IN CONVALESCENCE attempts
to meet this need by the addition of documentary appendices and critical
notes, with abundant references to British and foreign literature on the subject.

It embodies an attempt, on the part of a trained historian, to apply
scholarly standards to the discussion of contemporary issues, and to supply
the reader with the material which will enable him to form an independent
judgment.

A Wanderer’s Log .25&
g BECHHOFER

‘With Twelve Hlustrations from Photographs.  Demy 8vo. 8s. Gd. net.

A WANDERER’S LOG is a record of a young man’s ten wander-years in
Europe and Asia. The first portion deals with India and in particular
Portuguese and French India and such out of the way parts of British India
as Malabar, Kashmir, and the Tibetan borderland. The section dealing with
the Far East describes a rickshaw ride through Central Japan, in some parts
of which visited by the author no white man had been in living memory,
together with glimpses of Canton and what was formerly German China.
This is followed by an account of Russia as it used to be under the Tsar, as it
was,under Denikin, and as it is to-day under the Bolshevists, together with a
description of the Volga famine area. .

Pictures of Smyrna, Damascus, and Beyrout, Venice after the War, and
Arcadja, are followed by ’a record of the author’s journey through rural
England in search of his sficestors. _

A WANDERER'8<LOG is a real good book, both for wayfarers and
stay-at-homes.
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The Woman Doctor and Her Future

By LOUISA MARTINDALE, M.D., B.S. (Lond.)
Senior Surgeon New Sussex Hospital for Women, Brighton.
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. ‘With nine illustrations.

At the moment Women Doctors, their work, the desirability or the un-
desirability of co-education, the influence of marriage and whether or not it
should debar them from further practice, are questions very much in the minds
of the public, both lay and medical.

THE WOMAN DOCTOR AND HER FUTURE is an attempt to deal with
these problems in a temperate and just manner. In it the author shows the
place of women doctors and surgeons in history, their achievements as authors
of medical works, and as teachers and lecturers of ancient universities, and
their influence on hospital architecture in mediaeval times. The *‘ decline
and fall ”’ of the status of women, with the Reformation, the valiant efforts of
the pioneer women doctors of the last century to obtain education, negotiation
by the General Medical Council, and public recognition, as well as the present
work of women doctors in Research, Government and Hospital Service, and
Private Practice are fully dealt with.

Their success, the wide future of useful and brilliant service, the probable
opposition of the few and the increasing whole-hearted demand for more
women doctors from the many, will attract the imagination of many young
women graduates, as well as their ambitious and far-seeing mothers and
fathers, and one can safely predict that the book will be useful, not only for
its information as to the ways and means of entering the profession, but also
as an answer to some of our modern thoughts and doubts and beliefs in the
‘ fitness ”’ of the 20th century woman.

. What It I d
Mental Suggestion : waat 1t Does

Observations based on twenty years’ experience and study
By EDWIN L. ASH, M.D., B.S., M.R.C.S.
Crown 8vo. 5s. net.

. MENTAL SUGGESTION is a burning topic of the day. Essential in educa-
tion, of immense value in medical treatment, the basis of self-help and mind-
training, we find this influence at work in the class-room, in the hospital, in
the consulting room, as well as in the office and the conference chamber; it
is, indeed, one of the greatest natural forces at work in everyday life. The
time has come when everyone should give time to the study and consideration
of mental suggestion, increased scientific control of which is going to benefit
humanity immeasurably, and promises to bring health and happiness into
a thousand dark comners of the world. A A

Certainly it can be said with truth that knowledge about suggestion 1s
power. Dr. Edwin Ash’s theme in this book is the useful scope of suggestion—
including, of course, auto-suggestion—in the lives of every man, woman, and
child; and he bases his observations on what he has seen it accomplish
in restoring health, raising the downcast, changing morbid outlooks, com-
bating worry, and assuaging grief in the course of some twenty years experi-
ence. He particularly advances the theory that mental sugggstlop is the
master key to many problems of health, religion, .nysticism, spiritualism, and
psycho-analysis; that, indeed, without knowledge:of what suggestion 1s and
what it does, man will never obtain the greatest advantages possible from the
use of his inherent mental powers, nor effect links with the dynamic powers of
the spiritual (metaphysical) world.
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The Common Sense of Economic Science

By EDMUND DANE, LL.B. Crown 8vo. 5Ss. mnet.

This book is not only a lucid, but in many respects a new analysis of
economic problems. It gives economic study a fresh orientation. As the
science of material welfare, economics is shown, according to the law of social
progress, to be linked with political security on the one hand, and with ethics
on the other. The creation, exchange, and distribution of wealth are dealt
with in a manner which, while simple, terse, and clear, solves a number of
apparent enigmas. Mostly these have arisen from the quantitative reasoning
which by itself is only half the truth. In setting out the functions and re-
lationships of Capital and Labour, the laws of supply and demand and prices,
the law of wages and diminishing return, the author gives his conclusions
salience and lucidity by showing the concurrent importance of qualitative
facts. In particular the book deals with and resolves the problems of exchange,
currency, and taxation, and the operations of finance. The subject is both
stripped of technical difficulty and treated ‘“in the round.” It is an
exposition of economics for the million.

London in Seven Days 4 Guide for Peoele

By ARTHUR MILTON. With a Frontispiece by GEORGE BELCHER

Paris in Seven Days £ Guide for People
By ARTHUR MILTON Crown 8vo. Ss. net.

The Lure of Old Chelsea
By REGINALD BLUNT cgivﬂ; ‘rgi%ht mustr;t:?ﬁ-t.

London is discovering itself. The last year or so has produced & whole
shelf of books dealing with the little known byeways and ilr)lteresting corners
of the ‘‘dear, damn’d, distracting town.” Or should one write County ?
It was but natural that this awakening should include a demand for some
further literature about Chelsea, which is perhaps the most historically
attractive of all its quarters. THE LURE OF OLD GHELSEA comprises
a revised selection from the papers by Mr. Reginald Blunt which were included
in This two volumes, PARADISE ROW and IN CHEYNE WALK AND
THEREABOUTS—both now out of print. These are here introduced by a
new preliminary chapter describing a typical stroll through the heart of the
Chelsea of to-day, from the Royal Hospital and the Physic Garden by Cheyne
Walk and Carlyle’s House to the Old Church, and on to the western riverside;
a chapter which will be a revelation to many Londoners of the extraordinary
wealth and diversity of Chelsea’s historic, artistic, and literary memories angd
associations. ) i

Amongst the subjectc selected from the above named volumes a;
on Don Saltero’s Famous Coffee House, The Chelsea China Fac
Dominiceti’s Baths, The Duchess of Mazani and St. Evremond,
Apothecaries’ Garden.
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Middle Age Health and Fitness

By EDWIN L. ASH, M.D,, B.S.,, M.R.C.S.

Second Edition, Crown 8vo. Sea. net.

Dally Telegraph.—*‘ Refreshingly practical and comfortable in tone; it is
just the book to put into the hands of a middle-aged person of either sex who
shows signs of valetudinarian apprebensions, With such a reasonable con-
sultant at his elbow, there is no need for the man of fifty to adopt any new-
fangled system of auto-suggestion.” .

Evening Standard.—‘ Well written, in excellent style, and is based on
common sense right through, a common sense and wisdom garnered by long
practical experience.”

Dally Graphle.—*‘ A very real contribution to the study of health, and very
many people may live longer and more happily by following his advice.”

A Friendly Round .. zxv

Crown 8vo. 58. net,

Mr. Bernard Darwin has made himself something of a place apart amongst
golfing writers, in that he writes of the game from a human rather than a
technical point of view. These papers are in no sense severely technical,
though players may doubtless pick up here and there valuable hints, They
deal rather, in an entertaining and discursive{manner, with what may be
called the more light-hearted philosophy of golf, the minor comedies and
tragedies which all golfers have experienced, and which go to make up the
undying fascination of the game.

Letters to My Grandson on the

By THE HON.

Happy Life STEPHEN GOLERIDGE

8 With a Frontispiece.
Crovm 8vo. . net.
AUTHOR'S NOTE— V0.  4s.met

Oth'ers beside my grandson Antony,having found something acceptable to
them in my former series of letters to him, giving him some idea of the wonders
of the world about him, and a little glimpse of the glory of the language of
his birth and race, I have now made public to those who may care to have
them a third series of letters, probably the last, which are intended to show
my grandson that it will be well for him to build his happiness on something
more enduring than the ignoble aims and ambitions that are so often accepted
in these days as worthy, and on principles of conduct which maturity may
take leave to recommend to youth as the safest guides to a life of contentment
and an end of peace. L .

In a world shifting and drifting like a ship broken from its safe old moorings,
one with a long life behind him may without offence say a word to youth in
praise of the old beacon light of order, faith, ob3dience, law, clean living,
honour and love ; and tell him that, though Hamletls responsibfe for asserting
that there is nothing either good or bad but thinking:makes it so, he will be
none the less well advised never to believe that vices can become virtues, and
virtues vices, by any convenient self-deception of the mind.
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The Lure of Old Paris

With Eight Illustrations.
. cr‘iBy C. H. CRICHTON Crown 8vo. Ss. net.

A notable volume on Paris, treated in an entirely original fashion by the
author of the successful volume of short stories, TALES OF LOVE AND
HATE. In THE LURE OF OLD PARIS Major C. H. Crichton shows
how they loved and hated in old times as well as in our own, and those to
whom old streets, old houses, and old monuments appeal which have beauti-
ful, horrible, and weird stories to tell, will lose a great deal of pleasure if they
fa#l to read this book.

London Vignettes SOP}?IJIIS COLE

‘With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 4s. net.

In LONDON VIGNETTES, Sophie Cole has written a companion volume
to THE LURE OF OLD LONDON; also she has again given to her work
that personal touch which redeems it from the guide book order of publications.
Once more we have the account of the peregrinations in London of a curious
pair. Cordelia Wellbeloved, a spinster of forty, possessed of a strong imagina-
tion, and not adverse to adventure, meets a man at Madame Tussaud’s with
whom she subsequently visits interesting corners of London. Her companion
is an ideal cicerone, cultured, artistic, and imaginative; but he has strange
elusive qualities. At the end of many meetings and many happy wanderings
together, she is no better acquainted with the man himself than at their first
unconventional introduction. To say more might spoil the interest for the
reader. It is sufficient for him to be assured that if he shares Sophie Cole’s
love for the ‘‘ atmosphere ’’ and romance of London, and considers such things\

enhanced by a touch of human interest, he will find this book not only pleasant
but provocative.

CHEAPER EDITION.

The Lure of Old London

By SOPHIE COLE
With 9 Illustrations from Photographs. Crown 8vo.

4s. net.

Miss Sophie Cole, who writes novels of London Life which lovers of London
welcome, has, in this volume, given us a series of sketches of bits of old London.
They are chosen haphazard, and characterised by the personal touch which
should appeal to those who have an adventurous love of exploring the alleys
and courts of the great city, its dim old churches and historic houses. THE
LURE OF OLD LONDON is not of the guide book order, although it may
serve that purpose for anyone with an afternoon to spare and the need of an
object for an outing.

The book is written in the form of letters, and Miss Cole puts her reflections
on the places visited into the mouth of the ‘* Honourable George,” who writes
;0 a friend the accounts of his rambles with his oddly chosen companion ‘‘ Mrs.
Darling.”” One day itis Chelsea they visit, another Fleet Street and the City,
another Mayfair, The Charter House, or the Foundling Hospital.

Dundee Courler.—‘ Who would not enjoy being led by Miss Sophie Colk
through the beauty cpots of Old London? ™ v phie Colo

Scotsman.—‘ The Author mounts her ‘ hobby horse’ with an enjoyment
which the reader shares." :
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Somerset Neighbours

By ALFRED PERCIVALL popular Edition. Crown 8vo. 5s. net.
One of the Most Popular Books of Recent Years *

Dally Mail.—** You will envy Mr. Percivall his Somerset Neighbours. They
are charming people full of queer twists and kinks of character with a gift
for rare expression.” »

Daily News.—'* A picture of real Somerset and true Somerset people.

. By CECIL
Diet for Women wezz;omso
M.B., Ch.B,,
Late Civil Surgeon and Officer Commanding Station Hospital, Dum-Dum ; Surgeon
in Charge of Native Cantonment and Followers’ Hospital, Dum-Dum ; Specialist in
Midwifery, Diseases of Women and Children, 8th (Lucknow) Division.
With 4 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 5s. net.

This book explains how a woman can keep healthy during all periods of her
life by following certain rules as to diet. It also discusses the question of the
treatment and prevention of disease by altering the amount and quality of
food eaten. It will be of great service to every woman who cherishes her health
and no woman should be without it. The question of diet affects every
woman, and Dr. Cecil Webb-Johnson, whose contributions to_the T!mes on
this all important subject have created so much interest and discussion, has
treated the matter from all points of view. There are many periods in a
woman’s life which call for special diet. These periods of her life are natural
and should not be accompanied by suffering and abnormal symptoms.

First Steps to Rugby Football

By ¢« ALLEYNIENSIS.”
(W. D. Gibbon, D.S.0., M.C., M.A.).
With 14 diagrams, 57 Illustrations from Photographs, Crown 8vo. 4s. net.

The Author’s RUGBY FOOTBALL IN THEORY AND PRACTICE, known
to a wide circle of those interested in the teaching of Rugby Football, ran
through two editions in 1920 and 1921, and is now out of print. Readers of
the previous book will find a wealth of new suggestions and ideas in ‘‘ First
Steps.” Enthusiasts, whether players or spectators, will find in this volume
a fascinating study of the principles and practice of the game. Though
primarily written from the point of view of school football, it embodies a
detailed explanation of the finer points in the game.

A Practical Handbook

How to Treat by Suggestion ; ** 3. vere

and §tudants.
By EDWIN L. ASH, M.D., B.S., M.R.C.S. “
Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. ‘

Lord Bellinger : An Autobiography

By HARRY GRAHAM .,
F’cap 8vo. 2s. 6d. net, -
A popular edition of this delightful book.
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Important Announcement
Concerning
 that valuable public servant, a Gentleman with a Duster,”’
iy, G. K. CHESTERTON.

£

MILLS® & BOON have now issued a popular and revised edition of

that remarkable book which became famous in a day, and which has enjoyed
extraordinary sales in all English speaking countries, namely,

THE MIRRORS OF DOWNING STREET

By “A Gentleman with a Duster.” Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

This popular issue includes a new and remarkable introduction, and also
contains two new chapters never before published, Lorp DEerBY and
Lorp GREY OF FALLODEN.

MILLS & BOON are confident that this edition will make a wide appeal.
MILLS & BOON will issue on November 15th a popular edition of

THE GLASS OF FASHION

By “A Gentleman with a Duster.”” Crown8vo. 2s. 6d. net-
‘This edition has been largely re-written, and will contain two new chapters.

The success of THE GLASS OF FASHION in Great Britain and America
has been phenomenal, but not surprising. Very few men have the vision
and the knowledge and the power to write books like this.

The Magician’s Carpet and
The Garden of Enchantment

By CLARENCE AND ALICE PONTING
With 21 Illustrations. CHEAPER EDITION. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

Eountry Life.—"' One need not be very old or very wise to appreciate the
delightfulness of THE MAGICIAN'S CARPET and THE GARDEN OF EN-
CHANTMENT.”

The Dolls’ Day osnne’oavsy

With 29 Hlustrations by WILL CADBY, and jacket in colour. 2s8. 6d. net.

Daily Graphic.—"* It is a pretty phantasy, given an unexpected air of reality
by the very clever photographs which point the moral and adorn the tale.”

Y ° [} By
F lndlng a F AlXY carINE caDBY
With 31 IHlustratiopsssy WILL CADBY, and jacket in colour. 2s. 6d. net,

Daily Telegraph.— A charming book of fantasy and childhood.”
7



MILLS & BOON’S AUTUMN ANNOUNCEMENTS

The Elizaheth Croly Books

By the Author of ** The Street that Ran Away "’

A Sailing We Will Go

By ELIZABETH CROLY
With a Frontispiece in Colour by CHARLES DIXON, R.L
Crown 8vo. 5s. net.

THE STREET THAT RAN AWAY struck an entirely new note in
children’s stories. Elizabeth Croly is not a writer to rave about. Raise your
voice and you frighten away the charm. The one safe way to commend her
extremely delicate work to the public is to say ‘‘ Try it.”” One of the best
judges of children’s stories, Mr. Arthur Mee, has spoken of the ‘‘ loveliness *’
of Elizabeth Croly’s work. That is the distinguishing quality of her wit, her
imagination, her tenderness and her humour. Over all the manifestations of
her fancy there is this ‘‘ loveliness,” which cannot be defined, and does not
lend itself to the hysterics of a prospectus. The critic announces it, the public
must try it. .

In this new book A S8AILING WE WILL GO, Elizabeth Croly takes her
nursery public aboard as strange a ship as ever sailed in perilous seas forlorn.
The captain is a girl masquerading as a boy. Most of her crew are desperate
men. Her chief enemy, however, is Merlin, whose curse is on the ship, and
whose magic allies the wrath of the Sea Gods against her. She encounters
dangers that make “ each particular hair to stand on end, like quills upon the
fretful porcupine.” How she takes that doomed ship into uncharted seas,
and reaches a mystic island, is the tale of these exciting pages; and the
publishers, having tried the tale on several competent children, are convinced
that the book will give lasting pleasure to all who are wise enough to try it.

A CHARMING BOOK OF VERSE

The L“Cky Tub ELIZABE'I;‘);i CROLY

With Jacket in Colour by HILDA COWHAM. Crown 8vo. 5s. net.

THE LUCKY TUB is a book of verse for children of all ages. Those
who wear strap shoes, and believe in fairies, and those who wear white beards,
and relish the ridiculous, are alike invited to have a dip. There are graver.
things provided for those who think of putting up their hair. However, the
fol}z mainly catered for are those who like a story, and hope one day to see
Ariel astride his bat, and are saving up to buy a white horse and a suit of
armour, and are perfectly sure Rover could talk if he chose.

The Street That Ran Away

By ELIZABETH CROLY
With Four Illustrations in Colour by R. J. WILLIAME.
Crown 8vo. 5s. net.
Children’s Newspaper.—* Its bright rippling pages fill us with the pure
delight of childhood. As jolly a fairy tale as children ever had to read.”
Spectator.—*‘ As comical and as full of the unexpected as the title suggests.”
Times.—* The street in question was stolen complete by the fairies from
an old town which was being destroyed by the Gdrman invasion. And for
their own purposes and the benefit of the children whom they put to live in
it they keep on moving it about the world.” -
Sunday Express (S. P. B. Mais).—‘* A remarkable achievement. Is Miss
Croly going to rival Lewis Carroll? She makes a big bid here.”
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: FICTION

Bound in Cloth. Printed on best quality paper.
< Picture Wrappers.

e A REMAREKABLE DOG STORY

PRINCE JAN

o ST. BERNARD

By FORRESTINE C. HOOKER
Crown 8vo. GS. net. [JULY

Times.—*“ His adventures in California make quite a pretty and sometimes
pathetic story.”
8cotsman.—‘“ An interesting and engaging story.”

By the Author of * The Mystery of the Yellow Room "

The Amazing Adventures of

By

Carolus Herbert cisroerovs

Crown 8vo. '7s. 6d. net, [JULY

Tlme;.—“ A story of a marvellous machine, a submarine equipped with all
the devices, the absence of which limited the scope of submarines in the war.”

Scotsman.—‘ Carolus Herbert is a dare-devil adventurer, and gets into a
terrible mess of imprisonments, escapes, aeroplane fighting and evasion, plot,
counter-plot, seclusion, dash, and undiminished self-confidence and
inexhaustible élan.”

By the Author of ¢ Calico Jack "’
s ‘ N ’ hd By HORACE NEWTE
hl t h e r ? Crown 8vo. 7s. Gd. net.
A Story of the Drift Age

Yorkshire Post.— A book worthy of careful perusal by the adult of either
sex, if only for its close portrait of the negative side of clean, virile manhood.
Itis a book strongly and sincercly conceived, frank and fearless, but never
merely pornographic.”

Morning Post.—‘ Thoroughly interesting.” [JULY

Truth.—‘“ A“powerful, well-told story.”

“" By the Author of * Mary up at Gaftries ”

Time O, .eLilacs and Other Times

By S. G. NETHERSOLE
Cfown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. [AUGUST
A very charming volume of idylls which loversof Kent will greatly appreciate.
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A FINE INDIAN NOVEL
H‘ d K h By MAX JOSEPH
ln 00 an PEMBERTON )
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. '78. 6d. net. 1oLy
A love story of engrossing interest, and certain to be widely read.

By the Author of ** The Shadow on the Quarter Deck "

The Incendiaries

By Lt.-Col. W. P. DRURY, C.B.E.
Crown 8vo. 78. 6d. net. [JULY
. (li)ia“y Mail.—“An excellent story of love and adventure in England and
ndia.”

<

By the Author of ** The Tavern and the Arrows "’

A Gamble with Hearts

By ANTHONY CARLYLE
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. [AUGUST

Anthony Carlyle has rapidly taken a foremost position in the fiction world.

A GAMBLE WITH HEARTS is probably the finest novel this author has
yet written.

By the Author of * The Love Chit **

Salome’s Reputation

By MAUD MALLET
A delightful novel. Crown 8vo.  '7s. 6d. net. [AUGUST

By the Author of ** Play’d in a Box *’

Passing Footsteps

By SOPHIE COLE
Crown 8vo. 68. net. [AUGUST

Miss Sophie Cole goes from success to success. Her popularity is enormous
and her readers are legion. Charming, origina', and humcrous, Miss Cole’s
new novel will be immensely popular, v -

By the Author of * Grains of Dust * '~ ©

The Orchard Gate

By ANTHONY CARLYLE
Crown 8vo, 3s. 64d. net. [SEPTEMBER
A delightful story of thrills, love, and mystery.
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. MILLS & BOON’S NEW FICTION

By the Author of * The Man from Nowhere,” ‘‘ Mr. Lyndon at Liberty,”
“The Lady from Long Acre ” yod ’

14
t.. Greensea Island
v e By VICTOR BRIDGES
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. '78. 6d. net,

Dally Express (S. P. B. Mals).—*‘ I constantly meet people who have lived
to thank me for bringing to their notice the novels of Mr. Victor Bridges.”

Morning Post.—'‘ No one can spin a better yam.”

John o’ London’s Weekly.—** A rattling good yarn.”

Passing Show.—** A rollicking yarn.”

By the Author of * Tradition '
By MARIE

The Queen of Carmania va~ vorsr

A Delightfal Novel. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Tlmes.—*‘ Marie van Vorst is one of the novelists who knows how to reach
the heart of the public. In the present novel she combines engineering and
commercial enterprise with the romance of love and revolution in a Middle
East Kingdom.”

Punch.—** The story moves gaily on to its appointed end and I have enjoyed
it much more than any book of Miss van Vorst’s which I have yet encountered.”

By the Author of ** The Other Gate **

Play’d in a Box

By SOPHIE COLE
Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Country Life.—*‘ Here is a book so tender and merry, so full of charm and
understanding. Humour and fortitude, want and weariness, dull despair and
fierce temptation, a tender and wise solicitude fighting with selfishness incarnate,
‘are the warp and woof of the most live and human book that we have read for
many a day; aud Miss Cole can sketch with clear, deft strokes the magic of
d3sk 7h London, and the subtle beauty of Chelsea Reach.”

Aberdeen Free Press.—*‘ A Sophie Cole story has a distinctive atmosphere of
its own, a kindly, human atmosphere with just the necessary hint of romance.”

On with the Motley

By HYLTON CLEAVER
Ariizs ot TS TEMPTING THOUGHT.”
e Crown 8vv." - 78. 6d, net.

e TY N

._ Times.—*‘ Ms. £T-ton Cleaver has successfully performed the difficult feat
ofidescribing a tunny man so that he is really amusing to the reader. The
hery of this very entertaining novel is born a natural clown of the type of
Alphonse or Grock.~ But. like Grimaldi, he did not want to be funny. The
description of Basil’s etrort ti remove Jennifer’s fit of depression is a piece of
wfotrﬁz which ciutltcll hardly l;eaﬁettlfr dolge.‘l lStill more amusing are the accounts
of the scene at the musjg ;hall where Basil let in the second house

and of the rag at the '}‘flbe Station.” prematurely,

Morning Post.—** This good and entertaining story.”
II




From MILLS & BOON’S LIST

MILLS & BOON’S \
Spec1a1 3/ 6 net NOVe]c“/

with Jackets, and especially suited to
Circulating Libraries

WHEN | WAS A QUEEN IN BABYLON ... ROSE ALLATINI
THE SEAS OF GOD ceveseresneseestestasesensestesssesass A. W. ARMGTRONG
THE HELPING HAND ... . ROBERT BARR
TALES OF TWO GONTINENTS eteeeeteetestearereeaasaesaeaenes et nnaeaes ROBERT BARR
A BIT AT A TIME DioN CLAYTON CALTHROP
THE WHITE HEN Puayrris CAMPBELL
THE GATES OF HOPE ANTHONY CARLYLE
GRAINS OF DUST veeereeeeesseeetesenessueasaessasesreaaten ANTHONY CARLYLE
THE HOOFSLIDE ... ANTHONY CARLYLE
BRY OF HAG FELL e eeeeeereeeea e e eaaresaeeaasaasaesseesrersaenaens RicHARD CHATER

THE CYPRESS TREE
THE OTHER GATE
THE SPEAKING SILENCE

Sorpuie COLE
SorHIE COLE
SoruIE COLE

A VARIETY ENTERTAINMENT . SorHIE COLE
THE MYSTERY OF GOLDEN LOTUS ..........ccocevvereeeeeeee Louise GERARD
A SULTAN’S SLAVE LouisE GERARD
THE CORAL PALACE BEATRICE GRIMSHAW
ISLAND TALES ... Jack LonNDON
SMOKE AND SHORTY Jack LONDON
JOHN FITZHENRY ErL1.A MACMAHON
THE LOVE CHIT MAUD MALLET
ROBE IN THE BUD s MaUD MALLET
TAKE JOY HOME S. C. NETHERSOLE
THE GAME OF THE TANGLED WEB ... S. C. NETH"RSOLE
WILSAM ’ . C. NETHERSOLE
THE GENTLE BIGAMIST Horace W. C. NEWTE
THE ROGUE’S PROGRESS Horace W. C. NEWTE
THE EXTRA LADY .. HoraceE W. C. NEWTE
TREASURE UPON EARTH Horace W. C. NEWTE
THE TRIUMPH ... . . . .. " Horace W. C. NEWTE
DOLLY AND HER DIARY it “PaAN"”
CREPE DE CHINE st e MR EDWARD STIRLING
WHITE SHOULDERS . .. GEORy. KiBBF TURNER
CARMICHEL’S PAST .. .~ Y Am?;”ﬁu VoRsT
AFTER DINNER STORIES : M.aRIE VAN VOFST
TRADITION o, _JARIE VAN VORST
JIMMY LAMBERT | A T. C. WIGNALL
EVERED .. BeN AMES WILLIAMS
THE SEA BRIDE ... . BeN AMES WILLIAMS
THE GREAT ACCIDENT { Ben AMES WILLIAMS

ROGUES AND COMPANY I, A. R. WyLIE




.MILLS & BOON’S CHEAP POPULAR REPRINTS

« MILLS & BOON’S
Cheap Popular Reprints

Bound with Picture Jacket. Crown 8vo. 4s. net.
THE VALLEY OF THE MOON Jack LonNpon

Bound with Picture Jacket. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

THE LADY FROM LONG ACRE ..........vene VicTor BRIDGES
THE MAN FROM NOWHERE .. ... e e VicTor BRIDGES
MR. LYNDON AT LIBERTY .. ... VICTOR BRIDGES
THE MYSTERY OF GOLDEN LOTUS  ........ccccevnnenee LouIlSE GERARD
A SPANISH VENDETTA LouisE GERARD
BEAUTIFUL END . senasnesee CoNSTANCE HOLME
THE SPLENDID FAIRING CoNSTANCE HOLME
SMOKE AND SHORTY Jack LoNDON
HEARTS OF THREE ... oo Jack LonNDON
THE LITTLE LADY OF THE BIG HOUSE . ... ... JAck LoNDoON
JERRY OF THE ISLANDS .. Jack LonNpoN
A DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS ... Jack LoNDON
THE KEMPTON-WACE LETTERS ... Jack LoNDON & ANNA STRUNSKY
THE MUTINY OF THE ELSINORE ... ... .. Jack LoNDON
ISLAND TALES Jack LoNDON
*PARROWS ... Horace W. C. NEWTE
THE ADVENTURES OF CAPTAIN JACK  ................... Max PEMBERTON
THE'SEA BRIDE ... BeN AMEs WILLIAMS
BRODIE AND THE DEEP SEA I. A. R. WyLix

Bound with Picture Jacket.  F’cap. 8vo. 2s. net.

F OOTI.l)GHTS ARTHUR APPLIN
WICKED . . ARTHUR APPLIN
THE fE.REATEP SLAIM it . ARTHUR APPLIN
MRS. O'h '“3, J’ ) .. HarRoLD BEGBIE

T.\E DUGHESS, TI-IE AnTIST, AND THE PICTURE BOOK'
HARroLD BEGBIE

A LNNDON GIRL ¥ o HaroLp BEGBIE
THE CRUISE OF THE SCANDAL ... VicTor BRIDGES
GOLDEN BARB'S VICTORY E. C. BuLEY
THE LUGCK OF MAPLLDOWN ... s —n- E.C.BuLry



MILLS & BOON’S CHEAP POPULAR REPRINTS,.

Bound with Picture Jacket.
THE CYPRESS TREE

F’cap. 8vo.

2s. net. o

SopHIE Conw

A LONDON POSY
THE LOITERING HIGHWAY
THE GATE OF OPPORTUNITY

SopHIE Cuit
Sopmz COL" .
. SopHIE COLE

THE HOUSE IN WATCHMAN'S ALLEY
THE PRIDE OF THE FANCY
DAYS8 OF PROBATION

LIFE'S SHADOW SHOW
FLOWER OF THE MOON
A TROPICAL TANGLE
THE VIRGIN’S TREASURE

THE WITCH CHILD
THE WAVES OF CIRCUMSTANCE
THE CORAL PALACE
KRIS GIRL
QUINEA GOLD
CRUMP FOLK GOING HOME
THE MYSTERY OF THE YELLOW ROOM
THE RED ONE

BEATRICE GRIMSHAW
BEATRICE GRIMSHAW
BEATRICE GRIMSHAW

CONSTANCE HOLME

SopHIE COLE
GEORGE EDGAR
Louise GERARD
LouisE G;’-:RARD
LouIisE GERARD
Louise GERARD
Louise GERARD
Louise GERARD
Lovuisg GERARD

GAsTON LEROUX
Jack LoNDON

MICHAEL, BROTHER OF JERRY

THE CRUISE OF THE SNARK o

Jack LoNDON
Jack LonponN

THE HUMAN DRIFT oo

Jack LoNpunN

WAR OF THE CLASSES

Jack LonpoON

REVOLUTION

Jack LonpON

THE IRON HEEL

Jack LonpoN

THE ROAD

Jack LONDON

THE JACKET

THE NIGHT-BORN

Jack LonDe
Jack LoNDON

JOHN BARLEYCORN

Jack LoNDON

A SON OF THE 8UN
ADVENTURE ...

. Jack LonNDON
Jack LoxpoN

VOYAGING IN WILD SEAS ... ... .. ... ... .. ...
A WOMAN AMONG THE HEAD- HUNTERS
JACK LONDON AND HAWAII .
JACK LONDON IN THE SOUvncRN SEAS
THE FLY IN THE BOTTLE

AN ENGLISH GIRL IN PARIS ... .'?/;; ........
MY FRENCH FRIENDS
RED GOLD

MRs. JACK LONDON
. Mns Jack LoNDON
,‘ M JAcx I ~oNDON
(MEs, IA(,K "LONDON

! MAUD MALL"T

Cmssuucn E. MAUD
Cousmucx E. Maup

Roy NoRrTON

ANGCIENT MARINERS ...l e
THE MADONNA OF THE BEECHWOOD
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MORLEY ROBERTS
MORLEY ROBERTS



_MILLS & BOON’'S CHEAP POPULAR REPRINTS

Bound with Picture Jacket. F’cap. 8vo.

%4 _THE NIGHT
THAE EDGE OF EMPIRE
BEYOND THE 8HADOW
FETTERED (Cophetua’s Son)
THE HIDDEN ROAD
THE PRICE OF‘ A SOUL
AN UNKNOWN LOVER ...
GRIZEL MARRIED
Bl@ TREMAINE
MARY MORELAND
ALL THE BROTHERS WERE VALIANT
THE TEMPLE OF DAWN
THE DUGCHESS IN PURSUIT I
THE SHINING HEIGHTS L
THE DAUGHTER OF BRAHMA L
THE RAJAH’S PEOPLE I

2s. net.

JoAN SUTHERLAND
JOAN SUTHERLAND
JoAN SUTHERLAND
JoAN SUTHERLAND
JoAN SUTHERLAND
PauL TRENT

Mrs. G. DE HORNE VAI1ZEY
Mgs. G. pE HORNE VAIZEY
MARIE VAN VORST
MARIE VAN VORST

Bound with Pi’cture Jacket.
SMOKE BELLEW

F’'cap. 8vo. 1s. 6d. net,

Jack LoNDON

WHEN GOD LAUSHS

BEFORE ADAM ...

. Jack LonNpoON
Jack LoNDON

TURTLES OF TASMAN

JAck LoNDoON

CHILDREN OF THE FROST

JAck LoNDON

LOST FAGE

Jack LonpON

THE GOD OF HIS FATHERS

Jack LonpoN

&9VeE OF LIFE ...

THE HOUSE OF PRIDE

Jack LonDpoON
Jack LonDON

SOUTH SEA TALES

THE SCARLET PLAGUE

JAck LonNtLoON
JAack LoxDoON

THE STRENGTH OF THE STRONG

THE CRUISE OF THE DAZZLER

Jack LonpoON
JAck LoNDON

Jack LoNDON

AN ODYSSEY/OF. THE NORTH
Lovg. . .

Ricture Wrappers,

THE RAINY DAY
CLOSED DOORS,

JOHN CAVE

HAROLD BEGBIE.
HAroLD BEGBIE.
ROMANCE (the Novel 3¢ the Play and Fllm) ....... AcTtoN Davigs.
W. B. TrIiTES.

W. B. TRITES

1s. 6d. net.
1s. 6d. net.
2s. 0d. net.
1s. 6d. net.



FROM MILLS & BOON’S LIST

NEW EDUCATIONAL BOOKS

For Science and ...

Outlines Of the Calculus Engineering Students ',

By TERRY THOMAS, M.A,, B.Sc,, LL.B,,

Late Scholar of St. John’s College, Cambridge. Head of the Military andL‘F,l
Engineering Side, Halleybury College, Hertford.  Crown 8vo.  3s. 6d. net.:

This book is intended to provide a course for Science and Engineering
Students, and also for Candidates for the Army, Navy, and Air Force Entrance
Examinations. It will also be found useful in “preparing boys fo: the
Mechanical Sciences, Qualifying Examinations at Cambridge, and similar
examinations. It has been used with success with Students who only possess
an elementary knowledge of Algebra and Trigonometry. The examples are
largely drawn from Science and Mechanics.

English Mechanic.—** A very useful help to science and engineering students.”

Letters to My Grandson on the World

AbOllt Hlm By the HON. STEPHEN COLERIDGE
tAdapted as a School Reader {Ilustrated. Crown 8vo. 22s. net.

The letters inculcate the habit of observation and of curiosity concerning
matters of every day experience which are not often dealt with in school books,
such as the causes of the singing of the kettle on the holy of the blue colour of
the sky in the daytime and of the red and gold colours o it at sunset, of rain
and dew, and winds, and many others of the daily experences about us.

Journal of Education.—‘‘ Excellent. . . . We can privnise any teacher
success who tries these easy and familiar talks on a class of boys.” o

Letters to My Grandson on the Glory
of EngllSh Prose o, STEPHEN COLERIDGE

Adapted as a School Reader. Crown 8vo. 2s. net. e

It has been the author’s desire to lead his grandson into the most glorious

company in the world, and he therefore acts as Pilot for a first voyage through
what is to a boy an uncharted sea.

Abl' aham Lincoln By FRANK ILSLEY PARADISE

Formerly Dean of Christ Church Cathedral, New Orleans,

Cbeaper Edition for use in Schools,.. ..., ustrates, ~ 2 )6d. net.

Journal of Education.—‘‘Lo-#*%farnwood wrote as a cljtives~Listorian;
Dr. Paradise writes as a friend and lover of the man,. Fi. v is to give a
sketch of the hero; not the history of his times.” - i

Scottish Educational Journal.—" Should be in Gery schoo'library.”

Educational Times.—‘ Written in a manner sinta.dg,%.. boys and girls in
the senior forms.”

= New Educational Catalogue, containing. full particulars of
all Mills & Boon’s Educational Books, now ready
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